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SHAKESPEARE
A REPRINT OF THE "FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623."

ADVERTISEMENT.

"A reprint of the firft Folio, not free from inaccuracies, was published in 1807. A fecond
reprint is now in courfe of publication by Mr. Lionel Booth. The firft part, containing the Comedies,
has already appeared. It is probably the moil correct reprint ever nTued."

The Cambridge Edition of Sbakefpeare, vol. i. Preface, p. xxvi.

AMONG the many commendations beftowed on this Reprint of the Firft Edition of Shakefpeare, none has occafioned fo much fatisfaction as the above, becaufe, from

the very nature of the labours of the learned Editors, it bears certain evidence that the

principal object aimed at in the reproduction-accuracy-has been duly tefted.

At the commencement of the undertaking, it was thought that a Reprint of the

moft important edition of Shakefpeare, unlefs attended with that care which could alone

fecure thorough identity with the Original,- had better remain unattempted; indeed,

without extreme caution being devoted to it, the moft likely refult 'would be an increafe

to the perplexities of Shakefpearian criticifm - whereas, to put forth a book, the cor-

re&nefs of which might in every way be depended on, could not fail to be an acceptable

aid to Shakefpearian ftudies.

That the effort has been fuccefsful in refpe£t to Part I., now nearly two years in

circulation, is certified by the facl: that not a fingle queftion of its accuracy has been

encountered, which has not proved to be an error or mifapprehenfion of the queftioner.



( 4 )

Yet at no time has this fair, occafioned an overweening confidence ; and the anxious

endeavour to fecure thorough correftnefs for Part I. has been continued in the production
of the prefent portion, and mall be to the completion of the work.

As the concluding paragraph of the Advertifement to Part I. fet forth the defign
with which this Reprint was begun - namely, that it ftiould, as far as poflible, be
" one in femblance " with the Original, but more efpecially, in the important matter of

contents, "one and the felf-fame thing"-that paragraph is now repeated: - "The

chances of error in the pafling of an elaborate work through the prefs are multifarious

- occasionally their origin is moft myfterious and unaccountable; experience, not lefs

than inclination, precludes the leaft pretenfion to infallibility, and though not fearing the

complaints made againft the laft reprint of this book, they are not out of memory;
therefore, the communication of any - the moft trifling-departure from the Original
which may be difcovered will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the required
correction effected by a cancel."

307 REGENT STREET, W.

Qttober \yb, 1863.





Great Homer's birth fev'n rival cities claim,

Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame ;
Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe

His wond'rous worth; what Egypt could beftow,
With all the fchools of Greece and Aria joined,

Enlarg'd the immenfe expanfion of his mind:
Nor yet unrrval'd the Mseonian ftrain;
The Britifh Eagle* and the Mantuan Swan
Tow'r equal heights. But, happier Stratford, thou
With incontefted laurels deck thy brow;
Thy bard was thine unfchool'd^ and from thee brought
More than all Egypt, Greece, or Afia taught;
Not Homer's felf fuch matchlefs laurels won,

The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakefpeare none.
T. SEWARD.

* Milton.
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SHAKESPEARE.

COLLATION OF THE EDITION OF 1623
(Continued?)

THE HISTORIES.

*»* The Collation is given with each Part^ to prevent the reproduction of any peculiarity

of the Original Work being mijlaken for a defett.

King John - pages I to 22.

Richard the Second - pages 23 to 45-(in fome copies page 37 is mifprinted 39).

Henry the Fourth, Part I. - pages 46 to 73 - (pages 47, 48, are omitted).

Henry the Fourth, Part II. - pages 74 to 100, with a leaf containing the " EPILOGVE,"
and, on its reverfe, "THE ACTORS NAMES" -(pages 89, 90, are mifprinted

91, 92).

Henry the Fift-pages 69 to 95-(as will be perceived, the pagination of this portion of
the work, 69 to 100, has been repeated).

Henry the Sixt, Part I.-pages 96 to 119.

Henry the Sixt, Part II.-pages 120 to 146.
Henry



Henry the Sixt, Part III.-pages 147 to 172 - (pages 165, 166 are mifprinted 167, 168).

Richard the Third-pages 173 to 204.

Henry the Eight-pages 205 to 232-(page 216 is mifprinted 218).

There are flight variations in the head-lines of Henry the Fourth, Part I. page 57, and of
Henry the Sixt, Part III. pages 153 to 172; thefe variations do not exift in the
Second Edition.

*#* This Collation will be completed in Part III.

As copies of the Original are known to vary, any fuch variations or peculiarities, not noticed
above, being communicated will greatly oblige ," alfo any information that may tend to render

thoroughly complete the collation of the whole work.
It will be obferved that this Reprint has a diftincT: pagination,- alfo a diftinft fet of fignatures,

in fours ; both, to facilitate reference, will be continuous throughout the volume. It may be as
well to remark - to prevent the chance of proofs of care being taken rather to indicate the lack
of that effential - that, wherever type may be feen out of gear, in any way defective or irregular,
all fuch " typographical phenomena," as Mr. Lettfom has aptly termed thole charadleriftics of
the precious old book, have been reproduced in accordance with the prefcribed plan " in fetting
forth"-No departure from the Original.



The life anddeath of King lohn.
ASlus ''Primus, Sctena

Enter King lobn, Queene Elinor, Pembroke, EJ/ex, and Sa- Which none but heauen, and you, and I, fhall heare.
lisbury, with the Chattylion of France. Enter a Sberiffe.

EJJex. My Liege, here is the ftrangeft controuerfie
King lobn, Come from the Country to be iudg'd by you

1 Ow fay Cbatillion, what would France with vs ? That ere I heard : fhall I produce the men ?
Chat. Thus (after greeting)fpeakes the King K.Iohn. Let them approach :

of France, Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay
'In my behauiour to the Maiefty, This expeditious charge : what men are you ?

The borrowed Maiefty of England heere. Enter Robert Faulconbridge,and "Philip.
Slea. A ftrange beginning : borrowed Maiefty ? Philip. Your faithful! fubieft,! a gentleman,
K.Iohn.Silence ('good mother)heare the Embaffie. Borne in Northamptonjhire, and eldeft fonne
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalfe As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge,

Of thy deceafed brother, Gejfreyes fonne, A Souldier by the Honor-giuing-hand
A-thur Plantaginet, laies moft lawfull claime Of Qordelion, Knighted in the field.
To this faire Hand,and the Territories: K.Iohn. What art thou ?
To Ireland, Poytliers, An\o"tre, Torayne, Maine, Robert. The fon and heire to that fame Faulconbridge.
Defiring thee to lay afide the fword K.Iohn. Is that the elder, and art thou the heyre ?
Which fwaies vfurpingly thefe feuerall titles, You came not of one mother then it feemes.
And put the fame into yong Arthurs hand , Philip. Moft certain of one mother, mighty King,
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soueraigne. That is well knowne,and as I thinke one father :

K.Iohn. What followes if we difallow of this? But for the cerraine knowledge of that truth,
Chat. The proud controle of fierce and bloudy warre, I put you o're to heauen, and to my mother ;

To inforce thefe rights,fo forcibly with-held, Ot that I doubt, as all mens children may.
K.lo. Heere haue we war for war,& bloud for bloud, Eli. Out on thee rude man, y doft fhame thy mother,

Controlement for controlement: fo anfwer France. And wound her honor with this diffidence.

Chat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, Phil. I Madame ? No,I haue no reafun for it,
The fartheft limit of my Embaffie. That is my brothers plea, and none of mine,

K.Iohn. Beare mine to him,and fo depart in peace, The which if he can proue, a pops me out,
Be thou as lightning in the eies of France; At leaft from faire fiue hundred pound a yeere:
For ere thou canft report, I will be there: Heauen guard my mothers honor, and my Land.
The thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. K.Iohn. A good blunt fellow:why being yonger born
So hence : be thou the trumpet of our wrath, Doth he lay claime to thine inheritance ?
And fallen prefage of your owne decay : "Phil. I know not why,except to get the land :
An honourable conduct let him haue, But once he flanderd me with baftardy :
Pembroke looke too't: farewell Chattillion. But where I be as true begot or no,

Exit Chat, and fern. That ftill I lay vpon my mothers head,
Ele. What now my fonne, haue I not euer faid But that I am as well begot my Liege

How that ambitious Conflance would not ceafe (Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me)
Till fhe had kindled France and all the world, Compare our faces, and be ludge your felfe
Vpon the right and party of her fonne. If old Sir Robert did beget vs both,
This might haue beene preuented,and made whole And were our father, and this fonne like him :
With very eafie arguments of loue, O old fir Robert Father, on my knee
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muft I giue heauen thankes I was not like to thee.
With fearefull bloudy ifTue arbitrate. K.Iohn.Why what a mad-cap hath heauen lent vs here?

K.Iohn. Our ftrong pofleffion, and our right for vs. Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordelions face,
Eli. Your ftrong poffefsio much more then your right, The accent of his tongue affecteth him :

Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me, Doe you not read fome tokens of my fonne
So much my confcience whifpers in your eare, In the large compofition of this man ?

a K.Iobn
QQ
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T'he life and death o
K.Iohn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, Elinor. Nay, I would haue you go before me thither.

And findes them perfect Richard: firra fpeake, 'Baft. Our Country manners giue our betters way.
What doth moue you to claime your brothers land. K.Iohn. What is thy name?

Philip. Becaufe he hath a half-face like my father f Baft. Thilip my Liege,fo is my name begun,
With halfe that face would he haue all my land, Phi/if,good old Sir Roberts wiues eldeft fonne.
A halfe-fac'd groat, fiue hundred pound a yeere? K.Iohn. From henceforth beare his name

Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my father liu'd, Whole forme thou beareft :
Your brother did imploy my father much. Kneele thou downe Philip, but rife more great,

Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet.
Your tale muft be how he employ'd my mother. Baft. Brother by th'mothers fide,giue me your hand,

Rob. And once difpatch'd him in an Embafiie My father gaue me honor,yours gaue land :
To Germany, there with the Emperor Now blefTed be the houre by night or day
To treat of high affaires touching that time: When I was got,Sir Robert was away.
Th'aduantage of his abfence tooke the King, Ele. The very fpirit of Plantaginet:
And in the meane time foiourn'd at my fathers ; I am thy grandame fijcbard, call me fo.
Where how he did preuaile, I /hame to fpeake : Baft. Madam by chance, but not by truth, what tho ;
But truth is truth, large lengths of feas and mores Something about a little from the right,
Betweene my father,and my mother lay, In at the window, or elfe ore the hatch :
As I haue heard my father fpeake himfelfe Who dares not ftirre by day,muft walke by night,
When this fame lufty gentleman was got: And haue is haue, how euer men doe catch :
Vpon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd Neere or farre off, well wonne is ftill well mot,
His lands to me, and tooke it on his death And I am I, how ere I was begot.
That this my mothers fonne was none of his5 K.Iohn. Goe,Faulcofibridge,now haft thou thy defire,
And if he were, he came into the world A landleffe Knight,makes thee a landed Squire :
Full fourteene weekes before the courfe of time : Come Madam, and come Richard, we muft fpeed
Then good my Liedge let me haue what is mine, For France, for France, for it is more then need.
My fathers land, as was my fathers will. 'Baft. Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee,

K.Iohn. Sirra,your brother is Legitimate, For thou waft got i'th way of honefty.
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare him : Exeunt all but baftard.
And if (lie did play falfe, the fault was hers,
Which fault lyes on the hazards of all husbands Baft. A foot of Honor better then I was,
That marry wiues : tell me, how if my brother But many a many foot of Land the worfe.
Who as you fay, tooke paines to get this fonne, Well,now can I make any loane a Lady,
Had of your father claim'd this fonne for his, Good den Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow,
Infooth,good friend,your father might haue kept And if his name be Cjeorge, lie call him Peter;
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world : For new made honor doth forget mens names:
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 'Tis two refpe£liue, and too fociable
My brother might not claime him, nor your father For your conuerfion, now your traueller,
Being none of his, refufe him : this concludes, Hee and his tooth-picke at my wor/hips mefie,
My mothers fonne did get your fathers heyre, And when my knightly ftomacke is fufEs'd,
Your fathers heyre muft haue your fathers land. Why then I fucke my teeth, and catechize

Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force, My picked man of Countries : my deare fir,
To difpoiTefie that childe which is not his. Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin,

Phil. Of no more force to difpofleffe me fir, I (hall befeech you ; that is queftion now,
Then was his will to get me, as I think. And then comes anfwer like an Abfey booke :

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbridge, O fir, fayes anfwer, at your beft command ,

And like thy brother to enioy thy land: At your employment, at your feruice fir :
Or the reputed fonne of Cordelion, No fir, faies queftion, j fweet fir at yours,
Lord of thy prefence,and no land befide. And fo ere anfwer knowes what queftion would,

Baft. Madam, and if my brother had my ihape Sauing in Dialogue of Complement,
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him, And talking of the Alpes and Appenines,
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods, The Perennean and the riuer Poe,
My armes,fuch eele-skins ftuft, my face fo thin, It drawes toward fupper in conclufion fo.
That in mine eare I durft not fticke a rofe, But this is woriliipfull fociety,
Left men mould fay,looke where three farthings goes, And fits the mounting fpirit like my felfe ;
And to his ihape were heyre to all this land, For he is but a baftard to the time
Would I might neuer ftirre from off this place, That doth not fmoake of obferuation,
I would glue it euery foot to haue this face : And fo am I whether I fmacke or no :
It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. And not alone in habit and deuice,

Elinor. I like thee well: wilt thou forfake thy fortune, Exterior forme, outward accoutrement;
Bequeath thy land to him,and follow me? But from the inward motion to deliuer
I am a Souldier, and now bound to France. Sweet, fweet, fweet poyfon for the ages tooth,

BaJ}. Brother, take you my land, He take my chance; Which though I will not praftice to deceiue,
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound a yeere, Yet to auoid deceit I meane to learne;
Yet fell your face for fiue pence and 'tis deere: For it (hall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing:
Madam, lie follow you vnto the death. But who comes in fuch hafte in riding robes f

What



The life and death of^mg^john. 3
What woman poft is this?hath fhe no husband
That will take paines to blow a home before her ? Secunda.
O me, 'tis my mother : how now good Lady,
What brings you heere to Court fo haftilyf

Enter Lady Faukonbridge and lames Gurney. Enter before tAngiers, Philip King of France,Lewis, fDaul-
phin^Anliria, Con/lance, Arthur.

Lady. Where is that flaue thy brother ? where is he ?
That holds in chafe mine honour vp and downe. Lewis. Before Anglers well met braue Auftria,

'Baft. My brother Robert, old Sir Roberts fonne: Arthur that great fore-runner of thy bloud,
Colbrand the Gyant, that fame mighty man, Richard that roVd the Lion of his heart,
Is it Sir Roberts fonne that you feeke fo ? And fought the holy Warres in Palestine,

Lady. Sir Roberts fonne, I thou vnreuerend boy, By this braue Duke came early to his graue:
Sir Roberts fonne ? why fcorn'ft thou at fir Robert ? And for amends to his pofteritie,
He is Sir Roberts fonne, and fo art thou. At our importance hether is he come,

Baft. lames Gournie,vj\\t thou giue vs leaue a while? To fpread his colours boy,in thy behalfe,
Gour. Good leaue good Philip. And to rebuke the vfurpation
Baft. Philip, fparrow, lames, Of thy vnnaturall Vncle, Englilh lohn ,

There's toyes a broad, anon He tell thee more. Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hether.
Exit lames. Arth. God fhall forgiue you Cordelions death

Madam, I was not old Sir Roberts fonne , The rather, that you giue his off-fpring life,
Sir Robert might haue eat his part in me Shadowing their right vnder your wings of warre:
Vpon good Friday, and nere broke his fa ft : I giue you welcome with a powerleffe hand,
Sir Robert could doe well,marrie to confefle But with a heart full of vnftained loue,
Could get me fir Robert could not doe it; Welcome before the gates of Anglers Duke.
We know his handy-worke, therefore good mother Leni6. A noble boy,who would not dee thee right?
To whom am I beholding for thefe limmes? Auft. Vpon thy cheeke lay I this zelous kiffe,
Sir 'Robert neuer holpe to make this legge. As feale to this indenture of my loue:

Lady. Haft thou confpired with thy brother too, That to my home I will no more returne
That for thine owne gaine fhouldft defend mine honor ? Till Anglers,and the right thou haft in France,
What meanes this fcorne, thou moft vntoward knaue ? Together with that pale, that white-fac'd fhore,

Baff. Knight,knight good mother, Bafilifco-like: Whofe foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides,
What, I am dub'd, I haue it on my fhoulder : And coopes from other lands her Ilanders,
But mother, I am not Sir Roberts fonne, Euen till that Bngland hedg'd in with the maine,
I haue difclaim'd Sir Robert and my land, That Water-walled Bulwarke,ftill fecure
Legitimation, name, and all is gone ; And confident from forreine purpofes,
Then good my mother, let me know my father, Euen till that vtmoft corner of the Weft
Some proper man I hope, who was it mother? Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy

Lady. Haft thou denied thy felfe a Faukonbridge ? Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes.
Baft. As faithfully as I denie the deuill. Conft. O take his mothers thanks, a widdows thanks,
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy father, Till your ftrong hand ihall helpe to giue him ftrength,

By long and vehement fuit I was feduc'd To make a more requitall to your loue.
To make roome for him in my husbands bed : Auft. The peace of heauen is theirs y lift their fwords
Heauen lay not my transgreffion to my charge, In fuch a iuft and charitable warre.
That art the ifTue of my deere offence King. Well, then to worke our Cannon fhall be bent
Which was fo ftrongly vrg'd paft my defence. Againft the browes of this refifting towne,

^Baft. Now by this light were I to get againe, Call for our cheefefl men of difcipline,
Madam I would not wifh a better father : To cull the plots of beft aduantages :
Some finnes doe beare their priuiledge on earth, Wee'll lay before this towne our Royal bones,
And fo doth yours : your fault, was not your follie, Wade to the market-place in Frcnch-mens bloud,
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, But we will make it fubieft to this boy.
Subiefred tribute to commanding loue, Con. Stay for an anfwer to your Embafiie,
Againft whofe furie and vnmatched force, Left vnaduis'd you ftaine your fwords with bloud,
The awlefTe Lion could not wage the fight, My Lord Chattilion may from England bring
Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richards hand : That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre,
He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts, And then we fhall repent each drop of bloud ,
May eafily winne a womans: aye my mother, That hot rafh hafte fo indirectly fhedde.
With all my heart I thanke thee for my father : Snter Chattilion.
Who Hues and dares but fay, thou didft not well King. A wonder Lady: lo vpon thy wifh
When I was got, He fend his foule to hell. Our MefTenger Chattilion is arriu'd,
Come Lady I will fhew thee to my kinne, What England faies, fay breefely gentle Lord,
And they /hall fay, when Richard1 me begot, We coldly paufe for thee, CbatUion fpeake,
Jf thou hadft fayd him nay, it had beene finne ; Chat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege ,
Who fayes it was, he lyes, I fay twas not. And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taske :

England impatient of your iuft demands,
Exeunt. Hath put himfelfe in Armes, the aduerfe windes

a 2 Whofe
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"The life and death of^ingjobn.
Whofe leifure I haue ftaid, haue giuen him time K. lobn. Alack thou doft vfurpe authoritie.
To land his Legions all as {bone as I: Fran. Excufe it is to beat vfurping downe.
His marches are expedient to this towne, Queen. Who is it thou doft call vfurper France?
His forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident : Conft. Let me make anfwer : thy vfurping fonne.
With him along is come the Mother Queene, £w«».Outinfolent,thy baftard fhall be King,
An Ace ftirring him to bloud and ftrife, That thou maift be a Queen, and checke the world.
With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spaine, Con. My bed was euer to thy fonne as true
With them a Baftard of the Kings deceaft, As thine was to thy husband, and this boy
And all th'vnfetled humors of the Land, Liker in feature to his father Geffrey
Raih,inconfiderate, fiery voluntaries, Then thou and Iobn,\n manners being as like,
With Ladies faces,and fierce Dragons fpleenes, As raine to water, or deuill to his damme ;
Haue fold their fortunes at their natiue homes, My boy a baftard "? by my foule I thinke
Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs, His father neuer was fo true begot,
To make a hazard of new fortunes heere : It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. ( ther
In briefe, a brauer choyfe of dauntleffe fpirits Queen. Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy fa-
Then now the Englijh bottomes haue waft o're, Conjl. There's a good grandame boy
Did neuer flote vpon the fwelling tide, That would blot thee.
To doe offence and fcathe in Chriftendome: Auft. Peace.
The interruption of their churlifh drums 'Baft. Heare the Cryer.
Cuts oft' more circumftance, they are at hand, Auft. What the deuill art thou ?

Drum beats. 'Baft. One that wil play the deuill fir with you,
To parlie or to fight, therefore prepare. And a may catch your hide and you alone:

Kin. How much vnlook'd for, is this expedition. You are the Hare of whom the Prouerb goes
Auji. By how much vnexpedted, by fo much Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ;

We muft awake indeuor for defence, He fmoake your skin-coat and I catch you right,
For courage mounteth with occalion, Sirra looke too't,yfaith I will, yfaith.
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 1B/tf«. O well did he become that Lyons robe,

That did difrobe the Lion of that robe.

Baft. It lies as lightly on the backe of him
Enter K. of England, Baftard, Queene, ^Blanch, Pembroke, As great Alcidcs fhooes vpon an AfTe:

and others. But Afle, He take that burthen from your backe,
Or lay on that frull make your fhoulders cracke.

K.Iohn. Peace be to France: If France in peace permit Auft. What cracker is this fame that deafes our eares
Our iuft and lineall entrance to our owne ; With this abundance of fuperfluous breath?
If not, bleede France, and peace afcend to heauen. King Lewis, determine what we mail doe ftrait.
Whiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe correct Le-cf. Women & fooles, breake oft"your conference.
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heauen. King lobn, this is the very fumme of all:

Fran. Peace be to England, if that warre returne England and Ireland, Anglers, Toraine, Maine,
From France to England, there to liue in peace: In right of Arthur doe I claime of thee :
England we loue, and for that England; fake, Wilt thou refigne them,and lay downe thy Armes ?
With burden of our armor heere we fweat: lohn. My life as foone : I doe defie thee France,
This toyle of ours fhould be a worke of thine ; Arthur of Brltaine, yeeld thee to my hand,
But thou from louing England art fo farre, And out of my deere loue He giue fhee more,
That thou haft vnder-wrought his lawfull King, Then ere the coward hand of France can win ;
Cut off the fequence of pofterity, Submit thee boy.
Out-faced Infant State, and done a rape Queen. Come to thy grandame child.
Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne : Conf. Doe childe,goe to yt grandame childe ,

Looke heere vpon thy brother Geffreyes face, Giue grandame kingdome, and it grandame will
Thefe eyes, thefe browes, were moulded out of his; Giue yt a plum, a cherry, and a figge,
This little abftract doth containe that large, There's a good grandame.
Which died in Geffrey-.and the hand of time, Arthur. Good my mother peace,
Shall draw this breefe into as huge a volume: I would that I were low laid in my graue,
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, I am not worth this coyle that's made for rne. (weepes.
And this his fonne, England was (Jeffreys right, Qu. Mo. His mother ihames him fo, poore boy hee
And this is Geffreyes in the name of God : Con. Now ihame vpon you where fhe does or no,
How comes it then that thou art call'd a King, His grandames wrongs, and not his mothers ihames
When liuing blood doth in thefe temples beat Drawes thofe heauen-mouing pearles fro his poor eies,
Which owe the crowne, that thou ore-maftereft ? Which heauen {hall take in nature of a fee:

K.Iobn. From whom haft thou this great commiffion I, with thefe Chriftall beads heauen fhall be brib'd
To draw my anfwer from thy Articles? (France, To dee him Iuftice,and reuenge on you.

Fra. Fro that fupernal ludge that ftirs good thoughts Qu. Thou monftrous fbnderer of heauen and earth.
In any beaft of ftrong authoritie, Con. Thou monftrous Iniurer of heauen and earth,
To looke into the blots and ftaines of right, Call not me Jlanderer, thou and thine vfurpe
That ludge hath made me guardian to this boy, The Dominations, Royalties, and rights
Vnder whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong, Of this oppreffed boy ; this is thy eldeft fonnes fonne,
And by whofe helpe I meane to chaftife it. Infortunate in nothing but in thee:

Thy
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Thy finnes are vifited in this poore childe, And King ore him, and all that he enioyes :
The Canon of the Law is laide on him, For this downe-troden equity, we tread
Being but the fecond generation In warlike march, thefe greenes before your Towne,
Remoued from thy linne-conceiuing wombe. Being no further enemy to you

lohn. Bedlam haue done. Then the constraint of hofpitable zeale,
Con. I haue but this to fay, In the releefe of this oppreffed childe,

That he is not onely plagued for her fin, Religioufly prouokes. Be pleafed then
But God hath made her linne and her, the plague To pay that dutie which you truly owe,
On this remoued ifTue, plagued for her, To him that owes it, namely, this yong Prince,
And with her plague her finne: his iniury And then our Armes, like to a muzled Beare,
Her iniurie the Beadle to her fmne, Saue in afpeft, hath all offence feal'd vp :
All punifh'd in the perfon of this childe, Our Cannons malice vainly fhall be fpent
And all for her, a plague vpon her. Againft th'involuerable clouds of heauen,

Qjje. Thou vnaduifed fcold, I can produce And with a blefTed and vn-vext retyre,
A Will, that barres the title of thy fbnne. With vnhack'd fwords, and Helmets all vnbruis'd,

Qon. I who doubts that, a Will : a wicked will, We will beare home that luftie blood againe,
A womans will, a cankred Grandams will. Which heere we came to fpout againft your Towne,

Fra. Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, And leaue your children, wiues, and you in peace.
It ill befeemes this prefence to cry ayme But if you fondly paffe our proffer'd offer,
To thefe ill -tuned repetitions : 'Tis not the rounder of your old-fac'd walles,
Some Trumpet lummon hither to the walles Can hide you from our meflengers of Warre,
Thefe men of Angiers, let vs heare them fpeake," Though all thefe Englifh, and their difcipline
Whofe title they admit, Arthurs or lohns. Were harbour'd in their rude circumference :

Then tell vs, Shall your Citie call vs Lord,
Trumpet founds. In that behalfe which we haue challeng'd it?

Enter a Citizen -upon the rpalles. Or fhall we giue the fignall to our rage,
Cit. Who is it that hath warn'd vs to the wallei ? And ftalke in blood to our poffeffion r
Fra. 'Tis France, for England. Cit. In breefe, we are the King of Englands fubiedls
lohn. England for it felfe : For him, and in his right, we hold this Towne.

You men of Angiers, and my louing fubiedb. lohn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in.
Fra. You louing men of Angiers, Arthurs fubiects, Cit. That can we not: but he that proues the King

Our Trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle. To him will we proue loyall, till that time
lobn. For our aduantage, therefore heare vs firft : Haue we ramm'd vp our gates againft the world.

Thefe flagges of France that are aduanced heere John. Doth not the Crowne of England, prooue the
Before the eye and profpecT: of your Towne, King ?
Haue hither march'd to your endamagement. And if not that, I bring you Witnefles
The Canons haue their bowels full of wrath, Twice fifteene thoufand hearts of Englands breed.
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth Baft. Baftards and elfe.
Their Iron indignation 'gainft your walles: lobn. To verifie our title with their liues.
All preparation for a bloody fiedge Fran. As many and as well-borne bloods as thofe.
And merciles proceeding, by thefe French. *Baft. Some Baftards too.
Comfort yours Citties eies, your winking gates : Fran. Stand in his face to contradidl his claime.
And but for our approch, thofe fleeping ftones, Cit. Till you compound whofe right is worthieft,
That as a wafte doth girdle you about We for the worthieft hold the right from both.
By the compulfion of their Ordinance, lohn. Then God forgiue the finne of all thofe foules,
By this time from their fixed beds of lime That to their euerlafting refidence,
Had bin difhabited, and wide hauocke made Before the dew of euening fall, fhall fleete
For bloody power to rufh vppon your peace. In dreadfull triall of our kingdomes King
But on the fight of vs your lawfull King, Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Cheualiers to Armes.
Who painefully with much expedient march 'Baft. Saint George that fwindg'd the Dragon,
Haue brought a counter-checke before your gates, And ere fince fit's on's horfebacke at mine HoftefTe dore
To faue vnfcratch'd your Citties threatned cheekes: Teach vs fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home
Behold the French amaz'd vouchfafe a parle, At your den firrah, with your Lionneffe,
And now infteed of bulletts wrapt in fire I would fet an Oxe-head to your Lyons hide:
To make a fhaking feuer in your walles, And make a monfter of you.
They fhoote but calme words, folded vp in fmoake, Aufl. Peace, no more.
To make a faithleffe errour in your eares, 'Baft. O tremble: for you heare the Lyon rore.
Which truft accordingly kinde Cittizens, lohn. Vp higher to the plaine, where we'l fet forth
And let vs in. Your King, whofe labour'd fpirits In beft appointment all our Regiments.
Fore-wearied in this aclion of fwift fpeede, Baft. Speed then to take aduantage of the field.
Craues harbourage within your Citie walles. Fra. It fhall be fo, and at the other hill

France. When I haue faide, make anfwer to vs both. Command the reft to ftand, God and our right. Exeunt
Loe in this right hand, whofe protection Heere after excursions, Enter the Herald of France
Is moft diuinely vow'd vpon the right with Trumpets to the gates.
Of him it holds, ftands yong flatitagenet, F. Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates,
Sonne to the elder brother of this man, And let yong Arthur Duke of Britaine in,
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made Fra. Speeke Citizens for England,whofe your king.
Much worke for teares in many an Englifh mother, Hub. The king of£ngland,when we know the king.
Whofe fbnnes lye fcattered on the bleeding ground : Fra. Know him in vs, that heerehold vp his right.
Many a widdowes husband groueling lies, lohn. In Vs, that are our owne great Deputie,
Coldly embracing the difcoloured earrh, And beare poffeffion of our Perfon heere,
And vi&orie with little lofle doth play Lord of our prefence Angiers,and of you.
Vpon the dancing banners of the French, Fra. A greater powre then We denies all this,
Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed And till it be vndoubted,we do locke
To enter Conquerors, and to proclaime Our former fcruple in our ftrong barr'd gates :
Arthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours. Kings of our feare, vntill our feares refolu'd

Enter Snglijh Herald vcitb Trumpet. Be by fome certaine king, purg'd and depos'd.
E.Har. Reioyce you men of Angiers,ring your bels, Baft. By heauen, thefe fcroyles of Anglers flout you

King lohn, your king and Englands, doth approach, And ftand fecurely on their battelments, ('kings,
Commander of this hot malicious day, As in a Theater, whence they gape and point
Their Armours that march'd hence fb filuer bright, At your induftrious Scenes and adls of death.
Hither returne all gilt with Frenchmens blood : Your Royall prefences be rul'd by mee,
There ftucke no plume in any Englifh Creft, Do like the Mutines of lerufalem,
That fs remoued by a ftaffe of France : Be friends a-while, and both conioyntly bend
Our colours do returne in thofe fame hands Your fharpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne.
That did difplay them when we firft marcht forth : By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount.
And like a iolly troope of Huntfmen come Their battering Canon charged to the mouthes,
Our luftie Englifh, all with purpled hands, Till their foule-fearing clamours haue braul'd downe
Dide in the dying fiaughter of their foes, The flintie ribbes of this contemptuous Citie,
Open your gates, and giue the Viftors way. Fde play inceffantly vpon thefe lades,
Huber/.Heralds, from off our towres we might behold Euen till vnfenced defolation

From firft to laft, the on-fet and retyre Leaue them as naked as the vulgar ayre :
Of both yonr Armies, whole equality That done, diffeuer your vnited ftrengths,
By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured : (blowes : And part your mingled colours once againe,
Blood hath bought blood, and blowes haue anfwerd Turne face to face, and bloody point to point:
Strength matcht with ftrength, and power confronted Then in a moment Fortune fhall cull forth

power, Out of one fide her happy Minion,
Both are alike,and both alike we like : To whom in fauour fhe fhall giue the day,
One muft proue greateft. While they weigh fo euen, And kiffe him with a glorious victory :
We hold our Towne for neither: yet for both. How like you this wilde counfell mighty States,

Smackes it not fomething of the policie.
Enter the two Kings with their powers, lohn. Now by the sky that hangs aboue our heads,

atjeuerall doores. I like it well. France, fhall we knit our powres,
And lay this Angiers euen with the ground,

lohn. France, haft thou yet more blood to caft away? Then after fight who fhall be king of it ?
Say, fhall the currant of our right rome on, 'Baft. And if thou haft the mettle of a king,
Whofe paffage vext with thy impediment, Being wrong'd as we are by this peeuifh Towne :
Shall leaue his natiue channell, and ore-fwell Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillerie,
with courfe difturb'd euen thy confining fhores, As we will ours, againft thefe fawcie walles,
Vnleffe thou let his filuer Water, keepe And when that we haue dafh'd them to the ground,
A peacefull progrefie to the Ocean. Why then defie each other, and pell-mell,

Fra. England thou haft not fau'd one drop of blood Make worke vpon our felues,for heauen or hell.
In this hot triall more then we of France, Fra. Let it be fo : fay, where will you affault ?
Rather loft more. And by this hand I fweare lohn. We from the Weft will fend deftrudtion
That fwayes the earth this Climate ouer-lookes, Into this Cities bofome.
Before we will lay downe our iuft-borne Armes, Auft. I from the North.
Wee'l put thee downe,'gainft whom thefe Armes wee Fran. Our Thunder from the South,
Or adde a royall number to the dead : (beare, Shall raine their drift of bullets on this Towne.
Gracing the fcroule that tels of this warres lofle, *Baft. O prudent difcipline ! From North to South :
With fiaughter coupled to the name of kings. Auftria and France fhoot in each others mouth.

Baft. Ha Maiefty : how high thy glory towres, He ftirre them to it: Come, away, away.
When the rich blood of kings is fet on fire : Hub. Heare vs great kings, vouchfafe awhile to flay
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteele, And I fhall fhew you peace, and faire-fac'd league :
The fwords of fouldiers are his teeth, his phangs, Win you this Citie without ftroke, or wound,
And now he feafts, moulmg the flefh of men Refcue thofe breathing Hues to dye in beds,
In vndetermin'd differences of kings. That heere come facrifices for the field.
Why ftand thefe royall fronts amazed thus : Perfeuer not, but heare me mighty kings.
Cry hauocke kings, backe to the ftained field lohn. Speake on with fauour,we are bent to heare.
You equall Potents, fierie kindled fpirits, Hub. That daughter there of Spaine,the Lady Blanch
Then let confulion of one part confirm Is neere to England, looke vpon the yeeres
The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. OfLtn>es the Dolphin, and that louely maid.

lohn. Whofe party do the Townefmen yet admit, ? If luftie loue fhould go in queft of beautie,
Where
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Where fhould he finde it fairer, then in 'Blanch ; In titles, honors, and promotions,
If zealous loue mould go in fearch of vertue, As me in beautie, education, blood,
Where mould he finde it purer then in Blanch? Holdes hand with any Princeffe of the world.
If loue ambitious, fought a match of birth, Fra. What fai'ft thou boy ? looke in the Ladies face.
Whofe veines bound richer blood then Lady 'TSlancK Do/. I do my Lord, and in her eie I find
Such as me is, in beautie, vertue, birth, A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,
Is the yong Dolphin euery way compleat, The madow of my felfe form'd in her eye,
If not compleat of, fay he is not mee, Which being but the madow of your fonne,
And me againe wants nothing, to name want, Becomes a fonne and makes your fonne a madow:
If want it be not, that me is not hee : I do proteft I neuer lou'd my felfe
He is the halfe part of a blefTed man, Till now, infixed I beheld my felfe,
Left to be rimmed by fuch as mee, Drawne in the flattering table of her eie.
And me a faire diuided excellence, Whimpers with Blanch.
Whole fulnelTe of perfection lyes in him. Baft. Drawne in the flattering table of her eie,
O two fuch filuer currents when they ioyne Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow,
Do glorifie the bankes that bound them in : And quarter'd in her heart, hee doth efpie
And two fuch mores, to two fuch ftreames made one, Himfelfe loues traytor, this is pittie now ;
Two fuch controlling bounds mall you be, kings, That hang'd, and drawne, and quarter'd there mould be
To thefe two Princes, if you marrie them: In fuch a loue, fo vile a Lout as he.
This Vnion mall do more then batterie can Blan. My vnckles will in this refpect is mine,
To our faft clofed gates : for at this match, If he fee ought in you that makes him like,
With fwifter fpleene then powder can enforce That any thing he fee's which moues his liking,
The mouth of paffage mall we fling wide ope, I can with eafe tranflate it to my will:
And giue you entrance : but without this match, Or if you will, to fpeake more properly,
The fea enraged is not halfe fo deafe, I will enforce it eaflie to my loue.
Lyons more confident, Mountaines and rockes Further I will not flatter you, my Lord,
More free ftom motion, no not death himfelfe That all I fee in you is worthie loue,
In mortall turie halfe fo peremptorie, Then this, that nothing do I fee in you,
As we to keepe this Citie. Though churliih thoughts themfelues mould bee your

'Baft. Heeres a ftay, ludge,
That makes the rotten carkafTe of old death That I can finde, mould merit any hate.
Out of his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeede, lohn. What faie thefe yong-ones? What fay you my
That fpits forth death, and mountaines, rockes, and feas, Neece ?
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, Blan. That me is bound in honor ftill to do
As maids of thirteene do of puppi-dogges. What you in wifedome ftill vouchfafe to fay.
What Cannoneere begot this luftie blood, lohn. Speake then Prince Dolphin, can you loue this
He fpeakes plaine Cannon fire, and fmoake, and bounce, Ladle ?
He giues the baftinado with his tongue : Dol. Nay aske me if I can refraine from loue,
Our eares are cudgel'd, not a word of his For I doe loue her moft vnfainedly.
But buffets better then a fift of France : lohn. Then do I giue "Volijueffen, Toraine,Maine,
Zounds, I was neuer fo bethumpt with words, Poyffiers,and Aniotv, thefe flue Prouinces
Since I firft cal'd my brothers father Dad. With her to thee, and this addition more,

Old Qu. Son, lift to this coniunction, make this match Full thirty thoufand Markes of Englim coyne :
Giue with our Neece a dowrie large enough, Phillip of France, if thou be pleaf'd withall,
For by this knot, thou malt fo furely tye Command thy fonne and daughtet to ioyne hands.
Thy now vnfur d affurance to the Crowne, Fra. It likes vs well young Princes: clofe your hands
That yon greene boy mall haue no Sunne to ripe Auft. And your lippes too, for I am well affur'd,
The bloome that promifeth a mightie fruite. That I did fo when I was firft afTur'd.
I fee a yeeld'mg in the lookes of France : Fra. Now Cktizens of Angires ope your gates,
Marke how they whifper, vrge them while their foules Let in that amide which you haue made,
Are capeable of this ambition, For at Saint Maries Chappell prefently,
Lead zeale now melted by the windie breath The rights of marriage mallbe folemniz'd.
Of foft petitions, pittie and remorfe, Is not the Ladie Conftance in this trooped
Coole and congeale againe to what it was. I know me is not for this match made vp,

Hub. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties, Her prefence would haue interrupted much.
This friendly treatie of our threatned Towne. Where is fhe and her fonne, tell me, who knowes ?

Fra. Speake England firft,that hath bin forward firft Dol. She is fad and pafsionate at your highnes Tent.
To fpeake vnto this Cittie: what fay you ? Fra. And by my faith, this league that we haue made

lobn.lf that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonne, Will giue her fadneffe very little cure :
Can in this booke of beautie read, I loue : Brother of England, how may we content
Her Dowrie mail weigh equall with a Queene : This widdow Lady ? In her right we came,
For Anglers, and faire Toraine Maine, Poyfliers, Which we God knowes, haue turn d another way,
And all that we vpon this fide the Sea, To our owne vantage.
(Except this Cittie now by vs befiedg'd) lohn. We will heale vp all,
Finde liable to our Crowne and Dignitie, For wee'l create yong Arthur Duke of Britaine
ghall gild her bridall bed and make her rich And Earle of Richmond, and this rich faire Towne

We
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We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conjlance, Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of feares,
Some fpeedy Meffenger bid her repaire A widdow, husbandles, fubiecl to feares,
To our folemnity : 1 truft we ihall, A woman naturally borne to feares;
(If not fill vp the meafure of her will) And though thou now confefle thou didft but ieft
Yet in fome meafure fatisfie her lo, With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Truce,
That we Aall ftop her exclamation, But they will quake and tremble all this day.
Go we as well as haft will fufter vs, What doft thou meane by fhaking of thy head ?
To this vnlook'd for vnprepared pompe. Exeunt. Why doft thou looke fo fadly on my fonne ?

Baft. Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition : What meanes that hand vpon that breaft of thine ?
lohn to ftop Arthurs Title in the whole, Why holdes thine eie that lamentable rhewme,
Hath willingly departed with a part, Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds ?
And France, whofe armour Confcience buckled on, Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy words?
Whom zeale and charitie brought to the field, Then fpeake againe, not all thy former tale,
As Gods owne fouldier, rounded in the eare, But this one word, whether thy tale be true.
With that fame purpofe-changer, that fiye diuel, Sal. As true as I beleeue you thinke them falle,
That Broker, that flill breakes the pate of faith, That giue you caufe to proue my faying true.
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, Con. Oh if thou teach me to beleeue this forrow,
Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye,
Who hauing no externall thing to loofe, And let beleefe, and life encounter fo,
But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that. As doth the furie of two defperate men,
That fmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commoditie, Which in the very meeting fall, and dye.
Commoditie, the byas of the world, Lewes marry Blauncb? O boy, then where art thou ?
The world, who of it felfe is peyfed well, France friend with England, what becomes of me ?
Made to run euen, vpon euen ground ; Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy fight,
Till this aduantage, this vile drawing byas, This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man.
This fway of motion, this commoditie, Sal. What other harme hrue I good Lady done,
Makes it take head from all indifferency, But fpoke the harme, that is by others done ?
From all direclion, purpofe, courfe, intent. Con. Which harme within it felfe fo heynous is,
And this fame byas, this Commoditie, As it makes harmefull all that fpeake of it.
This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word, Ar. I do befeech you Madam be content.
Clap'd on the outward eye of fickle France, Con. If thou that bidft me be content, wert grim
Hath drawne him from his owne determin'd ayd, Vgly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wombe,
From a refolu'd and honourable warre, Full of vnpleafing blots, and fightleffe ftaines,
To a moft baie and vile-concluded peace. Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious,
And why rayle I on this Commoditie? Patch'd with foule Moles, and eye-offending markes,
But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet: I would not care, I then would be content,
Not that I haue the power to clutch my hand, For then I ihould not loue thee : no, nor thou
When his faire Angels would falute my palme, Become thy great birth, nor deferue a Crowne.
But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, But thou art faire, and at thy birth (deere boy)
Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich. Nature and Fortune ioyn'd to make thee great.
Well, whiles I am a begger, I will raile, Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaft,
And fay there is no fin but to be rich: And with the halfe-blowne Rofe. But Fortune, oh,
And being rich, my vertue then ihall be, She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee,
To fay there is no vice, but beggerie : Sh'adulterates hourely with thine Vnckle lohn,
Since Kings breake faith vpon commoditie, And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France
Gaine be my Lord, for I will worihip thee. Exit. To tread downe faire refpeft of Soueraigntie,

And made his Maieftie the bawd to theirs.

France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king lohn,

Secundus That ftrumpet Fortune, that vfurping lohn :Tell me thou fellow, is not France forfworne ?
Euvenom him with words, or get thee gone,
And leaue thofe woes alone, which I alone

Bnter Conftance, Arthur, and Salisbury. Am bound to vnder-beare.
Sal. Pardon me Madam,

Con. Gone to be married? Gone to fweare a peace ? I may not goe without you to the kings.
Falfe blood to falfe blood ioyn'd. Gone to be freinds? Con. Thou maift, thou ihalt, I will not go with thee,
Shall Lewis haue Blaunch, and 'Blaunch thofe Prouinces ? I will inftrudl my forrowes to bee proud,
It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke,miiheard, For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope,
Be well aduif'd, tell ore thy tale againe. To me and to the ftate of my great greefe,
It cannot be, thou do'ft but fay 'tis fo. Let kings afTemble : for my greefe's fo great,
I truft I may not truft thee, for thy word That no fupporter but the huge firme earth
Is but the vaine breath of a common man: Can hold it vp : here I and forrowes fit,
Beleeue me, I doe not beleeue thee man, Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it.
I haue a Kings oath to the contrarie.
Thou fhalt be punifh'd for thus frighting me,
For I am ficke, and capeable of feares,
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Tertius , Sccena prima. lobn. We like not this, thou doft forget thy felfe.Enter Pandulph.
Fra. Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope.

Enter King lohn, France, 'Dolphin, Blanch, Slianor , Philip, Pan. Haile you annointed deputies of heauen;
Auftrla, Con/lance. To thee King lohn my holy errand is :

I fandulph, of faire Millane Cardinal!,
Fran. 'Tis true (faire daughter) and this bleffed day, And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere,

Euer in France mall be kept feftiuall : Doe in his name religioufly demand
To folemnize this day the glorious funne Why thou againft the Church,our holy Mother,
Stayes in his courfe, and playes the Alchymift, So wilfully doft fpurne ; and force perforce
Turning with fplendor of his precious eye Keepe Stephen Langton chofen Arihbiihop
The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold : Of (Canterbury from that holy Sea :
The yearely courfe that brings this day about, This in our forefaid holy Fathers name
Shall neuer fee it, but a holy day. Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee.

Conjt. A wicked day, and not a holy day. lohn. What earthie name to Interrogatories
What hath this day deferu'd ? what hath it done, Can taft the free breath of a facred King?
That it in golden letters mould be fet Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuife a name
Among the high tides in the Kalender ? So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke, To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope:
This day of fhame, oppreffion, periury. Tell him this tale,and from the mouth of England,
Or if it muft ftand ftill, let wiues with childe Adde thus much more, that no Italian Prieft
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, Shall tythe or toll in our dominions:
Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft : But as we, vnder heauen, are fupreame head,
But ( on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, So vnder him that great fupremacy
No bargaines breake that are not this day made; Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold
This day all things begun, come to ill end, Without th'afiiftance of a mortall hand :
Yea, faith it felfe to hollow falfhood change. So tell the Pope, all reuerence fet apart

Fra. By heauen Lady, you (hall haue no caufe To him and his vfurp'd authoritie.
To curfe the faire proceedings of this day : Fra. Brother of England, you blafpheme in this.
Haue I not pawn'd to you my Maiefty ? lohn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendom

Conft. You haue beguil'd me with a counterfeit Are led fo groffely by this medling Prieft,
Refembling Maiefty, which being touch'd and tride, Dreading the curfe that money may buy out,
Proues valuelefTe : you are forfworne, forfworne , And by the merit of vilde gold, droffe, duft,
You came in Armes to fpill mine enemies bloud, Purchafe corrupted pardon of a man,
But now in Armes, you ftrengthen it with yours. Who in that fale fels pardon from himfelfe ',
The grapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre Though you, and al the reft fo grofTely led ,
Is cold in amide, and painted peace, This iugling witchcraft with reuennue cherifh,
And our oppreffion hath made vp this league : Yet I alone, alone doe me oppofe
Arme, arme, you heauens, againft thefe periur'd Kings, Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes.
A widdow cries, be husband to me (heauens) Pand. Then by the lawfull power that I haue,
Let not the howres of this vngodly day Thou /halt ftand curft,and excommunicate,
Weare out the dales in Peace ; but ere Sun-fet, And bleffed (hall he be that doth reuolt
Set armed difcord 'twixt thefe periur'd Kings, From his Allegeance to an heredque,
Heare me, Oh, heare me. And meritorious mail that hand be call'd,

Auft. Lady Conftance, peace. Canonized and worfhip'd as a Saint,
Con/1. War, war, no peace, peace is to me a warre : That takes away by any fecret courfe

O Lymoges, O Auftna, thou doft mame Thy hatefull life.
That bloudy fpoyle : thou flaue, thou wretch, y coward, Con. O lawfull let it be
Thou little valiant, great in villanie, That I haue roome with Rome to curfe a while,
Thou euer ftrong vpon the ftronger fide ; Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen
Thou Fortunes Champion, that do'ft neuer fight To my keene curfes; for without my wrong
But when her humourous Ladimip is by There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right.
To teach thee fafety : thou art periur'd too, Pan. There's Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfe.
And footh'ftvp greatnefle. What a foole art thou, Conf. And for mine too, when Law can do no right.
A ramping foole, to brag, and ftarnp, and fweare, Let it be lawful],that Law barre no wrong:
Vpon my partie : thou cold blooded flaue, Law cannot giue my childe his kingdome heere ;
Haft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? For he that holds his Kingdome,holds the Law:
Beene fworne my Souldier, bidding me depend Therefore fince Law it felfe is perfect wrong,
Vpon thy ftarres, thy fortune, and thy ftrength, How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe f
And doft thou now fall ouer to my foes ? Pand. Philip of France, on perill of a curfe ,
Thou weare a Lyons hide, doff it for fhame, Let goe the hand of that Arch-heredque,
And hang a Calues skin on thofe recreant limbes. And raife the power of France vpon his head,

Auj\ O that a man fhould fpeake thofe words to me. VnlefTe he doe fubmit himfelfe to Rome.
Phil. And hang a Calues-skin on thofe recreant limbs £/&?.Look'ft thou pale FranceMo not let go thy hand.
Auf. Thou dar'ft not fay fo villaine for thy life. Con. Looke to that Deuill, left that France repent,

And



IO 'The life and death o
And by difioyning hands hell lofe a foule. A fafting Tyger fafer by the tooth ,

Auft. King Philip, Men to the Cardinal!. Then keepe in peace that hand which thou doft hold.
Baft. And hang a Calues-skin on his recreant limbs. Fra . I may dif-ioyne my hand, but not my faith.
Auft. Well ruffian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs, Pand. So mak'ft thou faith an enemy to faith,

Becaufe, And like a ciuill warre fetft oath to oath ,
'Baft. Your breeches beft may carry them. Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O let thy vow
lohn. Philip, what faift thou to the Cardinall ? Firft made to heauen, firft be to heauen perform'd,
Con. What mould he fay,but as the Cardinall? That is, to be the Champion of our Church,
Dolph. Bethinke you father, for the difference What fince thou fworft, is fworne againft thy felfe,

Is purchafe of a heauy curfe from Rome , And may not be performed by thy felfe,
Or the light lofle of England, fa a friend : For that which thou haft fworne to doe amifle,
Forgoe the eafier. Is not amifle when it is truely done :

Bla. That s the curfe of Rome. And being not done, where doing tends to ill,
Qon. O Lewis, ftand faft, the deuill tempts thee heere The truth is then moft done not doing it:

In likeneffe of a new vntrimmed Bride. The better Adi of purpofes miftooke ,
'"Bla. The Lady Conftance fpeakes not from her faith, Is to miftake again, though indirect,

But from her need. Yet indirection thereby growes direct,
Con. Oh, if thou grant my need, And falfhood, falfhood cures, as fire cooles fire

Which onely Hues but by the death of faith, Within the fcorched veines of one new burn'd:
That need, muft needs inferre this principle, It is religion that doth make vowes kept,
That faith would liue againe by death of need : But thou haft fworne againft religion:
O then tread downe my need,and faith mounts vp, By what thou fwear'ft againft the thing thou fwear'ft,
K-eepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe. And mak'ft an oath the furetie for thy truth,

lohn. The king is moud, and anfwers not to this. Againft an oath the truth, thou art vnfure
Con. O be remou'd from him, and anfwere well. To fweare, fweares onely not to be forfworne,
Auft. Doe fo king "Philip, hang no more in doubt. Elfe what a mockerie mould it be to fweare ?
2fa/?.Hang nothing but a Calues skin moft fweet lout. But thou doft fweare, onely to be forfworne,
Fra. I am perplext, and know not what to fay. And moft forfworne, to keepe what thou doft fweare,
Pan. What canft thou fay, but wil perplex thee more? Therefore thy later vowes,againft thy firft,

If thou ftand excommunicate, and curft ? Is in thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe :
Fra. Good reuerend father,make my perfon yours, And better conqueft neuer canft thou make ,

And tell me how you would beftow your felfe? Then arme thy conftant and thy nobler parts
This royall hand and mine are newly knit, Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions:
And the conjunction of our inward foules Vpon which better part, our prayrs come in ,
Married in league, coupled, and link'd together If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then know
With all religous ftrength of lacred vowes , The perill of our curfes light on thee
The lateft breath that gaue the found of words So heauy, as thou flult not make them off
Was deepe-fworne faith, peace, amity, true loue But in defpaire, dye vnder their blacke weight.
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall felues, Auft. Rebellion, flat rebellion.
And euen before this truce, but new before, Baft. Wil't not be ?
No longer then we well could warn our hands, Will not a Calues-skin ftop that mouth of thine?
To clap this royall bargaine vp of peace, Daul. Father,to Armes.
Heauen knowes they were befmear'd and ouer-ftaind Blanch. Vpon thy wedding day?
With Daughters pencill; where reuenge did paint Againft the blood that thou haft married?
The fearefull difference of incenfed kings : What,mall our feaft be kept with flaughtered men?
And fhall thefe hands falately purg'd ofbloud ? Shall braying trumpets, and loud churli/h drums
So newly ioyn'd in loue ? fo ftrong in both, Clamors of hell, be meafures to our pomp ?
Vnyoke this feyfure, and this kinde regreete ? O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new
Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo ieft with heauen, Is husband in my mouth ? euen for that name
Make fuch vnconftant children of onr felues Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce;
As now againe to fnatch our palme from palme : Vpon my knee I beg, goe not to Armes
Vn-fweare faith fworne, and on the marriage bed Againft mine Vncle.
Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoaft, Conft. O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling,
And make a ryot on the gentle brow I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Daulphin,
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir Alter not the doome fore-thought by heauen.
My reuerend father, let it not be fo ; 'Blan. Now /hall I fee thy loue, what motiue may
Out of your grace, deuife, ordaine, impofe Be ftronger with thee, then the name of wife £
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be bleft Con. That which vpholdeth him, that thee vpholds,
To doe your pleafure, and continue friends. His Honor, Oh thine Honor, Lewis thine Honor.

Pand. All forme is formeleffe,Order orderleffe, Dolph. I mufe your Maiefty doth feeme fo cold,
Saue what is oppofite to England^ loue. When fuch profound refpedts doe pull you on f
Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, Pand. I will denounce a curfe vpon his head.
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, Fra. Thou fhalt not need.England,! will fall fro thee.
A mothers curfe, on her reuolting fonne : Conft. O faire returne of banifti'd Maieftie.
France, thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue, Slea. O foule reuolt of French inconftancy.
A cafed Lion by the mortall paw, Eng. France, y flialt rue this houre within this houre.

'Baft.
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ld Time the clocke fetter, y bald fexton Time: lohn. Coz, farewell.

Is it as he will? well then,France fhall rue. Sle. Come hether little kinfman,harke,a worde.
cBla. The Sun's orecaft with bloud : faire day adieu, lobn.Come hether Hubert. O my gentle Hubert,

Which is the fide that I muft goe withall ? We owe thee much : within this wall of flefh
I am with both, each Army hath a hand, There is a foule counts thee her Creditor,
And in their rage, I hauing hold of both, And with aduantage meanes to pay thy loue :
They whurle a-funder, and difmember mee. And my good friend, thy voluntary oath
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mailt winne : Liues in this bofome, deerely cberifhed.
Vncle, I needs muft pray that thou maift lofe : Glue me thy hand, I had a thing to fay,
Father, I may not wifh the fortune thine : But I will fit it with fome better tune.
Grandam, I will not wifh thy wifhes thriue : By heauen Hubert, I am almoft afham'd
Who-euer wins,on that fide frull I lofe : To fay what good refpedl: I haue of thee.
Allured lofTe, before the match be plaid. Hub. I am much bounden to your Maiefty.

Dolfb. Lady,with me,with me thy fortune lies. lohn. Good friend,thou haft no caufe to fay fo yet,
Bla. There where my fortune Hues,there my life dies. But thou fhalt haue :and creepe time nere fo flow,
John. Cofen, goe draw our puifance together, Yet it fhall come, for me to doe thee good.

France,! am burn'd vp with inflaming wrath, I had a thing to fay, but let it goe :
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition ; The Sunne is in the heauen, and the proud day,
That nothing can allay,nothing but blood, Attended with the pleafuves of the world,
The blood and deereft valued bloud of France. Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes

Fra. Thy rage fhall burne thee vp, & thou fhalt turne To giue me audience : If the mid-night bell
To afhes, ere our blood fhall quench that fire: Did with his yron tongue,and brazen mouth
Looke to thy felfe,thou art in ieopardie. Sound on into the drowzie race of night:

lobn.No more then he that threats. To Arms le'ts hie. If this fame were a Church-yard where we ftand ,
Exeunt. And thou poffeffed with a thoufand wrongs ;

Or if that furly fpirit melancholy
Had bak'd thy bloud,and made it heauy,thicke,

Sccena Secunda. Which elfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines,Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes ,
And ftraine their cheekes to idle merriment,

Allarums, Sxcurjions Enter Baftard with Auftria's A paffion hatefull to my purpofes:
bead. Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes,

Heare me without thine eares, and make reply
'Sa/l. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone ,

Some ayery Deuill houers in the skie, Without eyes,eares,and harmefull found of words :
And pour's downe mifchiefe.^K/?rw.! head lye there, Then, in defpight of brooded watchfull day,

Enter lohn,Arthur,Hubert. I would into thy bofome poure my thoughts :
While Philip breathes. But (ah) I will not, yet I loue thee well ,

lohn. Hubert, keepe this boy : Philip make vp, And by my troth I thinke thou lou'ft me well.
My Mother is aflayled in our Tent, Hub. So well, that what you bid me vndertake,
And tane I feare. Though that my death were adjunct to my Aft,

^Bajl. My Lord I refcued her, By heauen I would doe it.
Her Highneffe is in fafety, feare you not: lohn. Doe not I know thou wouldft?
But on my Liege, for very little paines Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye
Will bring this labor to an happy end. Exit. On yon young boy : lie tell thee what my friend,

He is a very ferpent in my way,
Alarums, excurjions, Retreat. Enter lohn,Eleanor,Arthur And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread,

Baftard, Hubert, Lords. He lies before me : doft thou vnderftand me f
Thou art his keeper.

lohn. So fhall it be : your Grace fliall ftay behinde Hub. And He keepe him fo,
So ftrongly guarded : Cofen,looke not fad, That he fhall not offend your Maiefty.
ThyGrandame loues thee, and thy Vnkle will lohn. Death.
As deere be to thee, as thy father was. Hub. My Lord.

Arth. O this will make my mother die with griefe. lohn. A Graue.
lohn. Cofen away for England, hafte before, Hub. He fhall not Hue.

And ere our comming fee thou fhake the bags lohn. Enough.
Of hoording Abbots, imprifoned angells I could be merry now, Hubert, I loue thee.
Set at libertie : the fat ribs of peace Well, He not fay what I intend for thee :
Muft by the hungry now be fed vpon : Remember : Madam, Fare you well,
Vie our Commiffion in his vtmoft force. He fend thofe powers o're to your Maiefty.

<Ba/2. Bell, Booke,& Candle,fhall not driue me back, Ele. My blefling goe with thee.
When gold and filuer becks me to come on. lohn. For England Cofen, goe.
I leaue your highnefle : Grandame, I will pray Hubert fhall be your man, attend on you
(If euer I remember to be holy ) Withal true duetie : On toward Calllce,hoa.
For your faire fafety : fo I kifle your hand. Exeunt.

Sle. Farewell gentle Cofen.
Scena
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Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ;

Scoria Tertia. I am not mad : too well, too well I feeleThe different plague of each calamitie.
Fra. Binde vp thofe trefies : O what loue I note

In the faire multitude of thofe her haires;
Enter France, Dolphin, Pandulpho, Attendants. Where but by chance a filuer drop hath falne,

Euen to that drop ten thoufand wiery fiends
Fra. So by a roaring Tempeft on the flood, Doe glew themfelues in fociable griefe,

A whole Armado of conuicled faile Like true, infeparable, faithfull loues,
Is fcattered and dif-ioyn'd from fellow/hip. Sticking together in calamitie.

Pand. Courage and comfort,all fliall yet goe well. Con. To England, if you will.
Fra. What can goe well,when we haue runne fo ill? Fra. Binde vp your haires.

Are we not beaten ? Is not Anglers loft ? Con. Yes that I will : and wherefore will I do it ?
Arthur tane prifoner? diuers deere friends flaine? I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud ,

And bloudy England into England gone, O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my fonne,
Ore-bearing interruption fpight of France? As they haue giuen thefe hayres their libertie:

T>ol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : But now I enuie at their libertie ,
So hot a fpeed, with fiich aduice difpos'd, And will againe commit them to their bonds,
Such temperate order in fo fierce a caufe, Becaufe my poore childe is a prifoner.
Doth want example : who hath read,or heard And Father Cardinal), I haue heard you fay
Of any kindred-action like to this? That we /hall fee and know our friends in heauen :

Fra. Well could I beare that Englandhad this praife, jf that be true, I /hall fee my boy againe ;
So we could finde fome patterne of our ihame : For fince the birth of Caine, the firft male-childe

Enter Qonjiance. To him that did but yefterday fufpire ,
Looke who comes heere ? a graue vnto a foule, There was not fuch a gracious creature borne :
Holding th'eternall fpirit againft her will, But now will Canker-forrow eat my bud ,
In the vilde prifon of afflicted breath: And chafe the natiue beauty from his cheeke,
I prethee Lady goe away with me. And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoft,

Con, Lo; now: now fee the iflue of your peace. As dim and meager as an Agues fitte,
Fra. Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Conftance. And fo hee'll dye : and rifing fo againe,
Con. No, I defie all Counfel], all redreffe, When I fliall meet him in the Court of heauen

But that which ends all counfell, true Redreffe : I /hall not know him : therefore neuer, neuer
Death, death, O amiable, louely death, Muft I behold my pretty Arthur more.
Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottennefle, Pand. You hold too heynous a refpeft of greefe.
Arife forth from the couch of laftlng night, Conft. He talkes to me,that neuer had a fonne.
Thou hate and terror to profperitie, Fra. You are as fond of greefe, as of your childe.
And I will kifle thy deteftable bones, Con. Greefe fils the roome vp of my abfent childe :
And put my eye-balls in thy vaultie browes, Lies in his bed,walkes vp and downe with me,
And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhold wormes, Putson his pretty lookes, repeats his words,
And ftop this gap of breath with fulfome duft, Rerrembets me of all his gracious parts,
And be a Carrion Monfter like thy felfe; Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme ;
Come,grin on me, and I will thinke thou fmir/r, Then,haue I reafon to be fond of griefe.?
And bufle thee as thy wife : Miferies Loue, Fareyouwell : had you fuch a loffe as I,
O come to me. I could giue better comfort then you doe.

Fra. O faire affliction, peace. I will not keepe this forme vpon my head ,
Con. No, no, I will not, hauing breath to cry: When there is fuch diforder in my witte :

O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my faire fonne,
Then with a pa/fion would I /hake the world, My life, my ioy, my food, my all the world :
And rowze from fleepe that fell Anatomy My widow-comfort,and my forrowes cure. Exit.
Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce, Fra. I feare fome out-rage,and lie follow her. Exit.
Which fcornes a moderne Inuocation. Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me ioy,

Pand. Lady,you vtter madneffe,and not forrow. Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale ,
Con. Thou art holy to belye me fo, Vexing the dull eare of a drowfie man ;

I am not mad : this haire I teare is mine, And bitter fliame hath fpoyl'd the fweet words tafte,
My name is Conftance, I was Geffreyes wife, That it yeelds nought but fhame and bitternefle.
Yong ̂ Arthur is my fonne, and he is loft : Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe ,

I am not mad, I would to heauen I were, Euen in the inftant of repaire and health,
For then 'tis like I Ihould forget my felfe : The fit is ftrongeft : Euils that take leaue
O, if I could, what griefe fhould I forget ? On their departure, moft of all fliew euill:
Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad, What haue you loft by lofing of this day?
And thou /halt be Canoniz'd(Cardinail.) Dol. All daies of glory, ioy, and happineffe.
For, being not mad, but fenfible of greefe, Pan. If you had won it, certainely you had.
My reafonable part produces reafon No, no : when Fortune meanes to men moft good,
How I may be deliuer'd of thefe woes, Shee lookes vpon them with a threatning eye:
And teaches mee to kill or hang my felfe : 'Tis ftrange to thinke how much King John hath loft
If I were mad, I /hould forget my fonne, In this which he accounts fo clearely wonne :

Are
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Are not you grieu'd that Arthur is his prifoner ?

Do/. As heartily as he is glad he hath him.Pan. Your minde is all as youthfull as your blood. , Sceznaprima.
Now heare me fpeake with a propheticke fpirit:
For euen the breath of what I meane to fpeake,
Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub Snter Hubert and Executioners.
Out of the path which fhall directly lead Hub. Heate me thefe Irons hot, and looke thou ftand
Thy foote to Englands Throne. And therefore marke : Within the Arras : when I ftrike my foot
lobn hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, Vpon the bofome of the ground, rufh forth
That whiles warmelife playes in that infants veines, And binde the boy, which you fhall finde with me
The mif-plac'd~/o/i« fhould entertaine an houre, Faft to the chaire : be heedfull : hence,and watch.
One minute, nay one quiet breath of reft. Exec. I hope your warrant will beare out the deed.
A Scepter fnatch'd with an vnruly hand, Hub. Vncleanly fcruples feare not you : looke too't.
Muft be as boyfteroufly maintain'd as gain'd. Yong Lad come forth ; I haue to fay with you.
And he that ftands vpon a flipp'ry place, Enter Arthur.
Makes nice of no vilde hold to ftay him vp: Ar. Good morrow Hubert.
That lobn may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall, Hub. Good morrow, little Prince.
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. Ar. As little Prince, hauing fo great a Title

Do!. But what fliall I gaine by yong Arthurs fall ? To be more Prince, as may be : you are fad.
Pan. You,in the right of Lady 'Blanch your wife, Hub. Indeed I haue beene merrier.

May then make all the claime that Arthur did. Art. 'Mercie on me :
Dol. And loofe it, life and all,as Arthur did. Me thinkes no body fhould be fad but I :
Pan. How green you are,and frefh. in this old world? Yet I remember, when I was in France,

lobn layes you plots : the times confpire with you, Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night
For he that fteepes his fafetie in true blood, Onely for wantonneffe : by my Chriftendome,
Shall finde but bloodie fafety, and vntrue. So I were out of prifon,and kept Sheepe
This Act fo euilly borne (hall coole the hearts I fhould be as merry as the day is long :
Of all his people, and freeze vp their zeale, And fo I would be heere, but that I doubt
That none fo fmall aduantage frull ftep forth My Vnckle praclifes more harme to me :
To checke his reigne, but they will cberifh it. He is affraid of me, and I of him :
No naturall exhalation in the skie, Is it my fault, that I was Geffreyes fonne ?
No fcope of Nature, no diftemper'd day, No in deede is't not: and 1 would to heauen
No common winde, no cuftomed euent, I were your fonne, fo you would loue me, Hubert:
But they will plucke away his naturall caufe, Hub. If I talke to him, with his innocent prate '
And call them Meteors, prodigies, and iignes, He will awake my mercie, which lies dead:
Abbortiues, prefagcs, and tongues of heauen, Therefore I will be fodaine, and difpatch.
Plainly denouncing vengeance vpon lohn. Ar. Are you ficke Hubert? you looke pale to day,

Do!. May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life, Infooth I would you were a little ficke,
But hold himfelfe fafe in his prifonment. That I might fit all night,and watch with you.

Pan. O Sir, when he fhall heare of your approach, I warrant I loue you more then you do me.
If that yong Arthur be not gone alreadie, Hub. His words do take pofierlion of my bofome.
Euen at that newes he dies: and then the hearts Reade heere yong Arthnr. How now foolifh rheume ?
Of all his people fhall reuolt from him, Turning difpitious torture out ot doore ?
And kiffe the lippes of vnacquainted change, I muft be breefe, leaft refolution drop
And picke ftrong matter of reuolt, and wrath Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifh teares.
Out of the bloody ringers ends of lohn. Can you not reade it ? Is it not faire writ?
Me thinkes I fee this hurley all on foot; Ar. Too fairely Hubert, for fo foule effect,
And O, what better matter breeds for you, Muft you with hot Irons, burne out both mine eyes?
Then I haue nam'd. The Baftard Falconbridge Hub. Yong Boy, I muft.
Is now in England ranfacking the Church, Art. And will you ?
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French Hub. And I will.
Were there in Armes, they would be as a Call Art. Haue you the heart ? When your head did but
To traine ten thoufand Englifh to their fide; ake,
Or, as a little fnow, tumbled about, I knit my hand-kercher about your browes
Anon becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine, (The beft I had, a Princefle wrought it mej
Go with me to the King, 'tis wonderful!, And I did neuer aske it you againe :
What may be wrought out of their difcontent, And with my hand, at midnight held your head;
Now that their foules are topfull of offence, And like the watchfull minutes, to the houre,
For England go; I will whet on the King. Still and anon cheer'd vp the heauy time ;

Dol. Strong reafons makes ftrange adlions:let vs go, Saying, what lacke you? and where lies your greefe?
If you fay I, the King will not fay no. Exaint. Or what good loue may I performe for you ?

Many a poore mans fonne would haue lyen ftill,
And nere haue fpoke a louing word to you:
But you, at your ficke feruice had a Prince :
Nay, you may thinke my loue was craftis loue,
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will,
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If heauen be pleas'd that you muft vfe me ill, All things that you mould vfe to do me wrong
Why then you muft. Will you put out mine eyes? Deny their office : onely you do lacke
Thefe eyes, that neuer did, nor neuer {hall That mercie, which fierce fire, and Iron extends,
So much as frowne on you. Creatures of note for mercy, lacking vfes.

Hub. I haue fworne to do it: Hub. Well, fee to Hue : I will not touch thine eye,
And with hot Irons muft I burne them out. For all the Treafure that thine Vnckle owes,

Ar. Ah, none but in this Iron Age,would do it: Yet am I fworne, and I did purpofe, Boy,
The Iron of it felfe, though heate red hot, With this fame very Iron, to burne them out.
Approaching neere thefe eyes, would drinke my teares, Art. O now you looke like Hubert. All this while
And quench this fierie indignation, You were difguis'd.
Euen in the matter of mine innocence : Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu,
Nay, after that, confume away in ruft, Your Vnckle muft not know but you are dead.
But for containing fire to harme mine eye : He fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe reports :
Are you more ftubborne hard, then hammer'd Iron ? And, pretty childe, fleepe doubtleffe, and fecure,
And if an Angell mould haue come to me, That Hubert for the wealth of all the world,
And told me Hubert mould put out mine eyes, Will not offend thee.
I would not haue beleeu'd him : no tongue but Huberts. Art. O heauen I I thanke you Hubert.

Hub. Come forth : Do as I bid you do. Hub. Silence, no more ; go clofely in with mee,
Art. O faue me Hubert ,faue me : my eyes are out Much danger do I vndergo for thee. Exeunt

Euen with the fierce 1 ookes of thefe bloody men.
Hub. Giue me the Iron 1 fay, and binde him heere.
Art. Alas, what neede you be fo boiftrous rough?

I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone ftill : Scena Secunda.
For heauen fake Hubert let me not be bound :

Nay heare me Hubert,driue thefe men away,
And I will fit as quiet as a Lambe.
I will not ftirre, nor winch, nor fpeake a word, Enter lohn, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lordes,
Nor looke vpon the Iron angerly : lohn. Heere once againe we fit : once againft crown'd
Thruft but thefe men a way, and He forgiue you, And look'd vpon, I hope, with chearefull eyes.
What euer torment you do put me too. Pem.This once again (but that your Highnes pleas'd)

Hub. Go ftand within : let me alone with him. Was once fuperfluous : you were Crown'd before,
Exec. I am beft pleas'd to be from fuch a deede. And that high Royalty was nere pluck'd off:
Art. Alas, I then haue chid away my friend, The faiths of men, nere ftained with reuolt:

He hath a fterne looke, but a gentle heart: Frefli expectation troubled not the Land
Let him come backe, that his companion may With any long'd-for-change, or better State.
Giue life to yours. Sal. Therefore, to be polTefs'd with double pompe,

Hub. Come (Boy) prepare your felfe. To guard a Title, that was rich before ;
Art. Is there no remedie "? To glide refined Gold, to paint the Lilly;
Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes. To throw a perfume on the Violet,
Art. O heauen: that there were but a moth in yours, To fmooth the yce, or adde another hew

A graine, a duft,a gnat, a wandering haire, Vnto the Raine-bow; or with Taper-light
Any annoyance in that precious fenfe : To feeke the beauteous eye of heauen to garnifh,
Then feeling what fmall things are boyfterous there, Is waftefull,and ridiculous excelTe.
Your vilde intent muft needs feeme horrible. Pern. But that your Royall pleafure muft be done,

Hub. Is this your promife?Go too, hold your toong. This afte, is as an ancient tale new told,
Art. Hubert, the vtterance of a brace of tongues, And, in the laft repeating, troublefome,

Muft needes want pleading for a paire of eyes: Being vrged at a time vnieafonable.
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Hubert, Sal. In this the Anticke, and well noted face
Or Hubert, if you will cut out my tongue, Of plaine old forme, is much disfigured,
So I may keepe mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes, And like a miffed winde vnto a faile,
Though to no vfe, but ftill to looke on you. It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about,
Loe, by my troth, the Inftrument is cold, Startles, and frights confederation :
And would not harme me. Makes found opinion ficke, and truth fufpected,

Hub. I can heate it, Boy. For putting on fo new a famion'd robe.
Art. No, in good footh : the fire is dead with griefe, Pern. When Workemen ftriue to do better then wel,

Being create for comfort, to be vs'd They do confound their skill in couetoufnefle,
In vndeferued extreames : See elfe your felfe, And oftentimes excufing of a fault,
There is no malice in this burning cole, Doth make the fault the worfe by th'excufe :
The breath of heauen, hath blowne his fpirit out, As patches fet vpon a little breach,
And ftrew'd repentant afhes on his head. Difcredite more in hiding of the fault,

Hub. But with my breath I can reuiue it Boy. Then did the fault before it was fo patch'd.
Art. And if you do, you will but make it blufh, Sal. To this effeft, before you were new crown'd

And glow with fliame of your proceedings, Hubert: We breath'd our Councell: but it pleas'd your Highnes
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes: To ouer-beare it, and we are all well pleas'd,
And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight, Since all, and euery part of what we would
Snatch at his Mafter that dotft tarre him on. Doth make a ftand, at what your Highnefle will.
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lob. Some reafons of this double Corronation No certaine life atchieu'd by others death :

I haue poffeft you with, and thinke them ftrong. A fearefull eye thou haft. Where is that blood,
And more, more ftrong, then letter is my feare That I haue feene inhabite in thofe cheekes f
I fhall indue you with : Meane time, but aske So foule a skie, cleeres not without a ftorme,
What you would haue retbrm'd. that is not well, Poure downe thy weather : how goes all in France?
And well fhall you perceiue, how willingly Mef. From France to England, neuer fuch a powre
I will both heare, and grant you your requefts. For any forraigne preparation,

Pent, Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe Was leuied in the body of a land.
To found the purpofes of all their hearts, The Copie of your fpeede is learn'd by them:
Both for my felfe, and them : but chiefe of all For when you fhould be told they do prepare,
Your fafety : for the which, my felfe and them The tydings comes, that they are all arriu'd.
Bend their beft ftudies, heartily requeft lob. Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke ?
Th'infranchifement ofcArtbur, whofe reftraint Where hath it flept? Where is my Mothers care ?
Doth moue the murmuring lips of diicontent That iuch an Army could be drawne in France,
To breake into this dangerous argument. And fhe not heare of it?
If what in reft you haue, in right you hold, c^MeJ. My Liege, her eare
Why then your feares, which (as they fay) attend Is ftopt with duft : the firft of Aprill di'de
The fteppes of wrong, fhould moue you to mew vp Your noble mother ; and as I heare, my Lord,
Your tender kinfman, and to choake his dayes The Lady Conftance in a frenzie di'de
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue
The rich adu.intage of good exercife, I idely heard : if true, or falfe I know not.
That the times enemies may not haue this lobn. With-hold thy fpeed, dreadfull Occafion :
To grace occafions : let it be our fuite, O make a league with me, 'till I haue pleas'd
That you haue bid vs aske his libertie, My difcontented Peeres. What? Mother dead?
Which for our goods, we do no further aske, How wildely then walkes my Eftate in France?
Then, whereupon ourweale on you depending, Vnder whofe conduct came thofe powres of France,
Counts it your weale : he haue his liberty. That thou for truth giu'ft out are landed heere ?

Enter Hubert. Mef. Vnder the Dolphin.
lobn. Let it be fo : I do commit his youth Enter 'Baftard and Peter of Pomfret.

To your direction : Hubert, what newes with you ? lob. Thou haft made me giddy
Pern. This is the man fhould do the bloody deed : With thefe ill tydings : Now ? What fayes the world

He fhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine, To your proceedings? Do not feeke to ftuffe
The image of a wicked heynous fault My head with more ill newes : for it is full.
Liues in his eye : that cloie afpedt of his, ^Baft. But if you be a-feard to heare the worft,
Do ihew the mood of a much troubled breft, Then let the worft vn-heard, fall on your head.
And I do fearefully beleeue 'tis done, lobn. Beare with me Cofen, for I was amaz'd
What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do. Vnder the tide ; but now I breath againe

Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and go Aloft the flood,and can giue audience
Betweene his purpofe and his confcience, To any tongue, fpeake it of what it will.
Like Heralds 'twixt two dreadfull battailes fet: cBnft. How I haue fped among the Clergy men,
His pafsion is fo ripe, it needs muft breake. The fummes I hauecolle&ed ihall exprefie :

Pern. And when it breakes, 1 feare will iffue thence But as I trauail'd hither through the land,
The foule corruption of a fweet childes death. I finde the people ftrangely fantafied,

lobn. We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand. PofTeft with rumors, full of idle dreames,
Good Lords, although my will to giue, is liuing, Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare.
The fuire which you demand is gone, and dead. And here's a Prophet that I brought with me
He tels vs Arthur is deceas'd to night. From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found

Sal. Indeed we fear'd his fickneffe was paft cure. With many hundreds treading on his heeles:
Pern. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, To whom he fung in rude harfli founding rimes,

Before the childe bimfelfe felt he was ficke : That ere the next Afcenfion day at noone,
This muft be anfwer'd either heere, or hence. Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne.

lob. Why do you bend fuch folemne browes on me? lobn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo ?
Thinke you I beare the Sheeres of deftiny ? Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo.
Haue I commandement on the pulfe of lire ? lobn. Hubert, away with him : imprifon him,

Sal. It is apparant foule-play, and'tis fhame And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes
That GreatneiTe fhould fo groflely offer it; I fhall yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang'd.
So thriue it in your game, and fo farewell. Deliuer him to fafety, and returne,

Pern. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) He go with thee, For I muft vfe thee. O my gentle Cofen,
And finde th'inheritance of this poore childe, Hear'ft thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd?
His little kingdome of a forced graue. .Bj/?.The French (my Lord) mens mouths are fill of it:
That blood which ow'd the bredth of all this He, Befides I met Lord Bigot, and Lord Salisburie
Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while : With eyes as red as new enkindled fire,
This muft not be thus borne, this will breake out And others more, going to feeke the graue
To all our forrowes,and ere long I doubt. Exeunt Of'Arthur, whom they fay is kill'd to night, on your

ID. They burn in indignation : I repent : Enter Mef. lobn. Gentle kinfman,go (fuggeftion.
There is no fure foundation let on blood : And thruft thy felfe into their Companies,
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I haue a way to winne their loues againe : Hub. My Lord.
Bring them before me. lob.Had'fi thou but mooke thy head, or made a paufe

'Baft. I will feeke them out. When I fpake darkely, what I purpofed:
lobn. Nay, but make hafte : the better foote before. Or turn'd an eye of doubt vpon my face ;

O, let me haue no fubiedt enemies, As bid me tell my tale in exprefle words :
When aduerfe Forreyners affright my Townes Deepe fhame had ftruck me dumbe,made me break off,
With dreadfull pompe of ftout inuafion. And thofe thy feares, might haue wrought feares in me.
Be Mercuric, fet feathers to thy heeles, But, thou didft vnderftand me by my lignes,
And fiye (like thought) from them, to me againe. And didft in fignes againe parley with finne,

Baft. The fpirit of the time fhall teach me fp Yea, without ftop, didft let thy heart confent,
lobn. Spoke like a fprightfull Noble Gentleman. And confequently, thy rude hand to acle

Go after him : for he perhaps mail neede The deed, which both our tongues held vilde to name.
Some Meffenger betwixt me, and the Peeres, Out of my fight, and neuer fee me more :
And be thou hee. My Nobles leaue me, and my State is braued,

Mef. With all my heart, my Liege. Euen at my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres;
lobn. My mother dead ? Nay, in the body of this fiefhly Land, ,

Enter Hubert. This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe
Hub. My Lord, they lay fiue Moones were feene to Hoftilitie, and ciulll tumult reignes

Foure fixed, and the fift did whirle about (night: Betweene my conscience, and my Cofins death.
The other foure, in wondrous motion. Hub. Arme you againft your other enemies:

lob. Fiue Moones ? He make a peace betweene your foule, and you.
Hub. Old men, and Beldames,in the ftreets Yong Arthur is aliue : This hand of mine

Do prophelie vpon it dangeroufly : Isyet a maiden, and an innocent hand.
Yong Arthurs death is common in their mouths, Not painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood,
And when they talke of him, they fliake their heads, Within this bofome, neuer enrred yet
And whifper one another in the eare. The dreadfull motion of a murderous thought,
And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift, And you haue flander'd Nature in my forme,
Whilft he that heares, makes fearefull aclion Which howfoeuer rude exteriorly,
With wrinkled browes; with nods, with rolling eyes. Is yet the couer of a fayrer minde,
I faw a Smith ftand with his hammer (thus) Then to be butcher of an innocent childe.
The whilft his Iron did on the Anuile coole, lobn. Doth Arthur liue ? O haft thee to the Peeres,
With open mouth fwallowing a Taylors newes, Throw this report on their incenfad rage,
Who with his Sheeres, and Meafure in his hand, And make them tame to their obedience.
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte Forgiue the Comment that my paffion made
Had falfely thruft vpon contrary feete, Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde,
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, And foule immaginarie eyes of blood
That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent. Prefented thee more hideous then thou art.
Another leane, vnwafh'd Artificer, Oh, anfwer not; but to my Cloffet bring
Cuts off his tale, and talkes of Arthurs death. The angry Lords, with all expedient haft,

70.Why feek'ft fhou to poffeffe me with thefe feares? I coniure thee but flowly : run more faft. Exeunt.
Why vrgeft thou fo oft yong Arthurs death ?
Thy hand hath murdred him : I had a mighty caufe
To wifli him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him.

H.No had (my Lord?)why,did you not prouoke me? Scaena Tertia.
John. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended

By flaues, that take their humors for a warrant,
To breake within the bloody houfe of life, Enter Arthur on the walles.
And on the winking of Authorise Ar. The Wall is high, and yet will I leape downe.
To vnderftand a Law; to know the meaning Good ground be pittifull, and hurt me not :
Of dangerous Maiefty, when perchance it frownes There's few or none do know me, if they did,
More vpon humor, then aduis'd refpedl. This Ship-boyes femblance hath difguis'd me quite.

Hub.Heere is your hand and Scale for what I did. I am afraide, and yet He venture it.
lob. Oh, when the laft accompt twixt heauen & earth If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes,

Is to be made, then fhall this hand and Seale He finde a thoufand fhifts to get away ;
Witnefie againft vs to damnation. As good to dye, and go ; as dye, and ftay.
How oft the fight of meanes to do ill deeds, Oh me, my Vnckles fpirit is in thefe ftones,
Make deeds ill done ? Had'ft not thou beene by, Heauen take my foule, and England keep my bones. Dies
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd,
Quoted, and fign'd to do a deede of flume, Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, (.
This murther had not come into my minde. Sal. Lords, I will meet him at S. Edmondsbury,
But taking note of thy abhorr'd Afpett, It is our fafetie, and we muft embrace
Finding thee fit for bloody villanie : This gentle offer of the perillous time.
Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, Pern. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall?
I faintly broke with thee of Arthurs death : Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble Lord ofFrance
And thou, to be endeered to a King, Whofe priuate with me of the Dolphines loue,
Made it no confcience to deftroy a Prince. Is much more general!, then thefe lines import.

*/£.
jzo



The life and death of^jngjohn.
Big. To morrow morning let vs meete him then. Hub. Stand backe Lord Salsbury, ftand backe I fay
Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be By heauen, I thinke my fword's as fharpe as yours.

Two long dayes journey (Lords)or ere we meete. I would not haue you (Lord) forget your felfe,
Enter 'Baftard. Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ;

<2?a/?.Once more to day well met, diftemper'd Lords, Leaft I, by marking of your rage, forget
The King by me requefts your prefence ftraight. your Worth, your Greatnefl'e, and Nobility.

Sal. The king hath difpofieft hlmfelfe of vs, 'Big. Out dunghill : dar'ft thou braue a Nobleman ?
We will not lyne his thin-beftained cloake Hub. Not for my life : But yet I dare defend
With our pure Honors : nor attend the foote My innocent life againft an Emperor.
That leaues the print of blood where ere it walkes. Sal. Thou art a Murtherer.
Returne,and tell him fo : we know the worft. Hub. Do not proue me fo :

'Baft. What ere you thinke,good words I thinke Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe,
were bell. Not truely fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly,Lies.

Sal. Our greefes, and not our manners reafon now. Pern. Cut him to peeces.
Baft. But there is little reafon in your greefe. Baft. Keepe the peace, I fay.
Therefore'twere reaion you had manners now. SaJ. Stand by,or I fhall gaul you Faulconbridge.
Pern. Sir, fir, impatience hath his priuiledge. 'Baft. Thou wer't better gaul the diuell Salsbury.
'"Baft. 'Tis true, to hurt his mafter, no mans elfe. If thou but frowne on me,or ftirre thy foote,
Sal. This is the prifon : What is he lyes heere ? Or teach thy haftie fpleene to do me fhame,
P.Oh death,made proud with pure & princely beuty, He ftrike thee dead. Put vp thy fword betime,

The earth had not a hole to hide this deede. Or lie fo maule you, and your tofting-Iron,
Sal. Murther, as hating what himfelfe hath done, That you fhall thinke the diuell is come from hell.

Doth lay it open to vrge on reuenge. Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge?
Big. Or when he doom'd this Beautie to a graue, Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer?

Found it too precious Princely, for a graue. Hnb. Lord 'Bigot, I am none.
Sal. Sir Richard, what thinke you? you haue beheld, Big. Who kill'd this Prince ?

Or haue you read, or heard, or could you thinke ? Hub. 'Tis not an houre fmce I left him well:
Or do you almoft thinke, although you fee, I honour'd him, I lou'd him, and will weepe
That you do fee ? Could thought, without this obieft My date of life out, for his fweete liues lofTe.
Forme fuch another? This is the very top, Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes,
The heighth, the Creft : or Creft vnto the Creft For villanie is not without fuch rheume,
Of murthers Armes: This is the bloodieft ftiame, And he, long traded in it, makes it feeme
The wildeft Sauagery, the vildeft ftroke Like Riuers of remorfe and innocencie.
That euer wall-ey'd wrath, or flaring rage Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre
Prefented to the teares of foft remorfe. Th'vncleanly fauours of a Slaughter-houfe,

Pern. All murthers paft, do ftand excus'd in this: For I am ftifled with this fmell of finne.
And this fo fole, and fo vnmatcheable, 'Big. Away, toward 'Burie, to the Dolphin there.
Shall giue a holinefle, a puritie, P.There tel the king, he may inquire vs out.Ex.Lords.
To the yet vnbegotten finne of times; 'Ba.Here's a good world:knew you of this faire work?
And proue a deadly blood-fhed, but a left, Beyond the infinite and boundlede reach of mercie,
Exampled by this heynous fpe&acle. (If thou didft this deed of death) art y damn'd Hubert.

'Baft. It is a damned, and a bloody worke, Hub Do but heare me fir.
The gracelefle adlion of a heauy hand, 'Baft. Ha? He tell thee what.
If that it be the worke of any hand. Thou'rt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke,

Sal. If that it be the worke of any hand ? Thou art more deepe damn'd then Prince Lucifer :
We had a kinde of light, what would enfuet There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell
It is the fhamefull worke of Huberts hand, As thou fhalt be, if thou didft kill this childe.
The practice, and the purpofe of the king : Hub. Vpon my foule.
From whofe obedience I forbid my foule. Baft. If thou didft but confent
Kneeling before this ruine of fweete life, To this moft cruell Adi:: do but difpaire,
And breathing to his breathlefle Excellence And if thou want'ft a Cord, the fmalleft thred
The Incenfe of a Vow, a holy Vow: That euer Spider twifted from her wombe
Neuer to tafte the pleafures of the world, Will ferue to ftrangle thee : A rufh will be a beame
Neuer to be infedled with delight, To hang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe,
Nor conuerfant with Eafe,and Idlenefle, Put but a little water in a fpoone,
Till I haue fet a glory to this hand, And it fhall be as all the Ocean,
By giuing it the worfliip of Reuenge. Enough to ftifle fuch a villaine vp.

Pern.Big. Our foules religioufly confirme thy words. I do fnfpeft thee very greeuoufly.
Enter Hubert. Hub. If I in aft, confent, or finne of thought,

Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafte, in feeking you, Be guiltie of the ftealing that fweete breath
Arthur doth Hue, the king hath fent for you. Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,

Sal. Oh he is bold, and blufhes not at death, Let hell want paines enough to torture me :
Auant thou hatefull villain,get thee gone. (the Law ? I left him well.

Hu. I am no villain e. Sal. Muft I rob Baft. Go,beare him in thine armes:
Baft. Your fword is bright fir, put it vp againe. I am amaz'd me thinkes, and loofe my way
Sal. Not till I fheath it in a murtherers skin. Among the thornes,and dangers of this world.
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How eafie doft thou take all England vp , Bali. They found him dead, and caft into the ftreets,
From forth this morcell of dead Royaltie ? An empty Casket, where the lewell of life
The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme By fome damn'd hand was rob'd,and tane away.
Is fled to heauen : and England now is left lohn. That villaine Hubert told me he did liue.
To tug and fcamble, and to part by th'teeth Baft. So on my foule he did, for ought he knew :
The vn-owed intereft of proud fwelling State: But wherefore doe you droope ? why looke you fad ?
Now for the bare-pic kt bone of Maiefty, Be great in aft, as you haue beene in thought :
Doth dogged warre briftle his angry creft, Let not the world fee feare and fad diftruft
And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : Gouerne the motion of a kinglye eye :
Now Powers from home,and difcontents at home Be ftirringas the time, be fire with fire,
Meet in one line : and vaft confufion waites Threaten the threatner,and out-face the brow
As doth a Rauen on a ficke-falne beaft, Of bragging horror : So fhall inferior eyes
The iminent decay of wrefted pompe. That borrow their behauiours from the great,
Now happy he, whofe cloake and center can Grow great by your example, and put on
Hold out this tempeft. Beare away that childe, The dauntleffe fpirit of refolution.
And follow me with fpeed : lie to the King: Away, and glifter like the god of warre
A thoufand bufinefTes are briefe in hand , When he intendeth to become the field :

And heauen it felfe doth frowne vpon the Land. Exit. Shew boldneffe and afpiring confidence:
What, fhall they feeke the Lion in his denne,
And fright him there ? and make him tremble there?

Quart us, Sceena prima. Oh let it not be faid : forrage,and runneTo meet difpleafure farther from the dores,
And grapple with him ere he come fo nye.

lobn. The Legat of the Pope hath beene with mee,
Enter King lobn and Pandolph, attendants. And I haue made a happy peace with him ,

And he hath promis'd to dilmiffe the Powers
K.Iohn. Thus haue I yeelded vp into your hand Led by the Dolphin.

The Circle of my glory. Baft. Oh inglorious league :
Pan. Take againe Shall we vpon the footing of our land,

From this my hand,as holding of the Pope Send fayre-play-orders,and make comprimife,
Your Soueraigne greatnefle and authoritie. Infinuation, parley,and bale truce

lobn. Now keep your holy word, go meet the French, To Armes Inuafiuef Shall a beardleffe boy,
And from his holineffe vfe all your power A cockred-filken wanton braue our fields,
To flop their marches'fore we are enflam'd : And flefh his fpirit in a warre-like foyle,
Our difcontented Counties doe reuolt: Mocking the ayre with colours idlely ipred,
Our people quarrell with obedience, And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armes :
Swearing Allegiance, and the loue of foule Perchance the Cardinal! cannot make your peace ;
To ftranger-bloud, to forren Royalty; Or if he doe, let it at leaft be faid
This inundation of miftempred humor , They faw we had a purpofe of defence.
Refts by you onely to be qualified. lohn. Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time.
Then paufe not: for the prefent time's fo ficke, Baft. Away then with good courage : yet I know
That prefent medcine muft be miniftred , Our Partie may well meet a prowder foe. Exeunt.
Or ouerthrow incureable enfues.

Pand. It was my breath that blew this Tempeft vp,
Vpon your ftubborne vfage of the Pope:
But fince you are a gentle conuertite,
My tongue fhall huih againe this ftorme of warre, Sceena Secunda.
And make faire weather in your bluftring land :
On this Afcention day, remember well,
Vpon your oath of feruice to the Pope, Enter (in Armes} Dolphin, Salisbury, <&felc,one, Pern-
Goe I to make the French lay downe their Armes. Exit. bro^e, Bigot, Souldiers.

lobn. Is this Afcenfion day? did not the Prophet
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noone, Dol. My Lord Mel/oone,\et this be coppied out,
My Crowne I fhould glue off? euen fo I haue : And keepe it fafe for our remembrance :
I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, Returne the prefident to thefe Lords againe,
But(heau'n be thank'd) it is but voluntary. That hauing our faire order written downe,

Enter ̂Baftard. Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes
Baft. All Kent hath yeelded : nothing there holds out May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament,

But Douer Caftle : London hath receiu'd And keepe our faithes firme and inuiolable.
Like a kinde Hoft, the Dolphin and his powers. Sal. Vpon our fides it neuer fhall be broken.
Your Nobles will not heare you, but are gone And Noble Dolphin, albeit we fweare
To offer feruice to your enemy : A voluntary zeale, and an vn-urg'd Faith
And wilde amazement hurries vp and downe To your proceedings: yet beleeue me Prince,
The little number of your doubtfull friends. I am not glad that fuch a fore of Time

lobn. Would not my Lords returne to me againe Should feeke a plafter by contemn'd reuolt,
After they heard yong cArthurwas aliue ? And heale the inueterate Canker of one wound,
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By making many : Oh it grieues my foule , I am too high-borne to be propertied
That I muft draw this mettle from my fide To be a fecondary at controll,
To be a widdow-maker : oh, and there Or vfefull feruing-man, and Inftrument
Where honourable refcue, and defence To any Soueraigne State throughout the world.
Cries out vpon the name of Salisbury. Your breath firft kindled the dead coale of warres,
But fuch is the infection of the time , Betweene this chaftiz'd kingdome and my felfe,
That for the health and Phyficke of our right, And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire j
We cannot deale but with the very hand And now 'tis farre too huge to be blowne out
Of fterne Iniuftice,and confufed wrong : With that fame weake winde, which enkindled it:
And is't not pitty, (oh my grieued friends) You taught me how to know the face of right,
That we, the fonnes and children of this We, Acquainted me with intereft to this Land ,
Was borne to fee fo fad an houre as this, Yea, thruft this enterprize into my heart,
Wherein we ftep after a ftranger, march And come ye now to tell me lohn hath made
Vpon her gentle bofom, and fill vp His peace with Rome "? what is that peace to me^
Her Enemies rankes ? I muft withdraw, and weepe I (by the honour of my marriage bed)
Vpon the fpotof this inforced caufe, After yong Arthur, claime this Land for mine ,
To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, And now it is halfe conquer'd, muft I backe,
And follow vnacquainted colours heere : Becaufe that lohn hath made his peace with 'Rome ?
What heere ? O Nation that thou couldft remoue, Am I Rotnes flaue ? What penny hath Rome borne ?
That Neptunes Armes who clippeth thee about, What men prouided ? What munition lent
Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy lelfe, To vnder-prop this Action ? Is't not I
And cripple thee vnto a Pagan ftiore, That vnder-goe this charge ? Who elfe but I,
Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine And fuch as to my claime are liable,
The bloud of malice, in a vaine of league, Sweat in this bufmeiTe,and maintaine this warre?
And not to fpend it fo vn-neighbourly. Haue I not heard thefe Iflanders fhout out

Dolph. A noble temper doft thou {hew in this, 1)iue le Roy, as I haue bank'd their Townes ?
And great affections wraftling in thy bofome Haue I not heere the beft Cards for the game
Doth make an earth-quake of Nobility : To winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crowne ?
Oh, what a noble combat haft fought And ftiall I now giue ore the yeelded Set?
Between compulfion,and a braue refpect : No, no, on my foule it neuer fliall be faid.
Let me wipe off this honourable dewe , Pand. You looke but on the out-fide of this worke.

That filuerly doth progreffe on thy cheekes : Do/. Out-fide or in-fide,I will not returne
My heart hath melted at a Ladies teares, Till my attempt fo much be glorified,
Being an ordinary Inundation : As to my ample hope was promifed ,
But this effufion of fuch manly drops, Before I drew this gallant head of warre ,

This ftiowre, blowne vp by tempeft of the foule, And cull'd thefe fiery fpirits from the world
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd To out-looke Conqueft,and to winne renowne
Then had I feene the vaultie top of heauen Euen in the iawes of danger, and of death :
Figur'd quite ore wirh burning Meteors. What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon vs f
Lift vp thy brow (renowned Salisburie) Enter llaftard.
And with a great heart heaue away this ftorme: fBaft. According to the faire-play of the world,
Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes Let me haue audience : 1 am lent to fpeake :
That neuer faw the giant-world enrag'd , My holy Lord of Millane, from the King
Nor met with Fortune, other then at feafts, I come to learne how you haue dealt for him :
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goffipping : And, as you anfwer, I doe know the fcope
Come, come ; for thou flialt thruft thy hand as deepe And warrant limited vnto my tongue.
Into the purfe of rich profperity Pand. The Dolphin is too wilfull oppofite
As Lewis himfelfe : fo (Nobles) mall you all, And will not temporize with my intreaties:
That knit your finewes to the ftrength of mine. He flatly faies, heell not lay downe his Armes.

Enter Pandulpho. 'Baft. By all the bloud that euer fury breath'd,
And euen there, methinkes an Angell fpake, The youth faies well. Now heare our Englijh King,
Looke where the holy Legate comes apace, For thus his Royaltie doth fpeake in me :
To giue vs warrant from the hand of heauen, He is prepar'd, and reafon to he fhould,
And on our actions fet the name of right This apiih and vnmannerly approach,
With holy breath. This harnefs'd Maske, and vnaduifed Reuell,

Pand. Haile noble Prince of France : This vn-heard fawtinefle and boyifh Troopes,
The next is this : King lohn hath reconcil'd The King doth fmile at,and is well prepar'd
Himfelfe to Rome, his fpirit is come in, To whip this dwarfifli warre, this Pigmy Armes
That fo flood out againft the holy Church, From out the circle ofhis Territories.
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome : That hand which had the ftrength, euen at your dore,
Therefore thy threatning Colours now winde vp , To cudgell you, and make you take the hatch,
And tame the fauage fpirit of wilde warre, To diue like Buckets in concealed Welles,

That like a Lion foftered vp at hand, To crowch in litter of your ftable plankes,
It may lie gently at the foot of peace, To lye like pawnes, lock'd vp in chefts and truncks,
And be no further harmefull then in fhewe. To hug with fwine, to feeke fweet fafety out

Dol. Your Grace fliall pardon me, I will not backe : In vaults and prifons, and to thrill and fliake, £uen
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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow,
Thinking this voyce an armed Englishman.
Shall that victorious hand be feebled heere, Scena Quart a.
That in your Chambers gaue you chafticement?
No : know the gallant Monarch is in Armes,
And like an Eagle, o're his ayerie towres, Enter Salisbury, Tembrol^e, and 'Bigot.
To fowfle annoyance that comes neere his Neft; Sal. I did not thinke the King fo_ftor'd with friends.
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts, Pern. Vp once againe : put fpirit in the French,
you bloudy Nero's, ripping vp the wombe If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too.
Of your deere Mother-England: blufli for fliame: Sal. That misbegotten diuell Falconbridge,
For your owne Ladies, and pale-vifag'd Maides, In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day.
Like Ama%ons, come tripping after drummes : Pern, They fay King lobn fore fick, hath left the field.
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, Enter Meloon -wounded.
Their Needl's to Lances, and their gentle hearts Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England heere.
To fierce and bloody inclination. Sal. When we were happie, we had other names.

"2507. There end thy braue, and turn thy face in peace, Pern. It is the Count Meloone.
We grant thou canft out-fcold vs : Far thee well, Sal. Wounded to death.
We hold our time too precious to be fpent Mel. Fly Noble Englifli, you are bought and fold,
With fuch a brabler. Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion,

Pan, Giue me leaue to fpeake. And welcome home againe difcarded faith,
Baft. No, I will fpeake. Seeke out King lobn, and fall before his feete :
Dol. We will attend to neyther: For if the French be Lords of this loud day,

Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre He meanes to recompence the paines you take,
Pleade for our intereft, and our being heere. By cutting ofFyour heads: Thus hath he fworne,

Baft. Indeede your drums being beaten, wil cry out; And I with him, and many moe with mee,
And fo /hall you, being beaten : Do but ftart Vpon the Altar at S. Sdmondsbury,
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumme, Euen on that Altar, where we fwore to you
And euen at hand, a drumme is readie brac'd, Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue.
That fliall reuerberate all, as lowd as thine. Sal. May this be poflible ? May this be true ?
Sound but another, and another fliall Mel. Haue I not hideous death within my view,
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins eare, Retaining but a quantity of life,
And mocke the deepe mouth'd Thunder: for at hand Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe
(Not trufting to this halting Legate heere, Refolueth from his figure 'gainft the fire ?
Whom he hath vs'd rather for fport, then neede) What in the world fliould make me now deceiue,
Is warlike lobn : and in his fore-head fits Since I muft loofe the vfe of all deceite?
A bare-rib'd death, whofe office is this day Why fliould I then be falfe, fince it is true
To feaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. That I muft dye heere, and Hue hence, by Truth ?

Dol. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out. I fay againe, if Lewis do win the day,
Baft. And thou flialt finde it ^Dolphin) do not doubt He is forfworne, if ere thofe eyes of yours

Exeunt. Behold another day breake in the Eaft :
But euen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft

Sctena Tertia. Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne,
Euen this ill night, your breathing fliall expire,
Paying the fine of rated Treachery,
Euen with a treacherous fine of all your Hues:

Alarums. Enter lobn and Hubert. If Lewis, by your afsiftance win the day.
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ;

lobn. How goes the day with vs? oh tell me Hubert. The loue of him, and thisrefpedl befides
Hub. Badly I feare ; how fares your Maiefty ? (For that my Grandfire was an Englifhman)
lobn. This Feauer that hath troubled me fb long, Awakes my Confcience to confeffe all this.

Lyes heauie on me : oh, my heart is ficke. In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence
Snter a cyVTejJenger. From forth the noife and rumour of the Fieldj

Mef. My Lord : your valiant kinfman Falconbridge, Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts
Defires your Maieftie to leaue the field, In peace : and part this bodie and my foule
And fend him word by me, which way you go. With contemplation, and deuout defires.

lobn. Tell him toward Sninjled, to the Abbey there. Sal. We do beleeue thee, and beflirew my foule,
c^fe/. Be of good comfort: for rhe great fupply But I do loue the fauour, and the forme

That was expected by the Dolphin heere, Of this moft faire occafion, by the which
Are wrack'd three nights ago on Good-win fands. We will vntread the fteps of damned flight,
This newes was brought to Richard but euen now, And like a bated and retired Flood,
The French fight coldly,and retyre themfelues. Leauing our rankneffe and irregular courfe,

lobn. Aye me, this tyrant Feauer burnes mee vp, Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue ore-look'd,
And will not let me welcome this good newes. And calmely run on in obedience
Set on toward Svp'mfted: to my Litter ftraight, Euen to our Ocean, to our great King lobn.
WeakneOe pofleffeth me, and I am faint. Bxeunt. My arme fliall giue thee helpe to beare thee hence,

For
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For I do fee the cruell pangs of death Baft. Brcefe then : and what's the newes?
Right in thine eye. Away, my friends, new flight, Hub. O my fweet Jir, newes fitting to the night,
And happie newneffe, that intends old right. Exeunt Blacke, fearefull, comfortlefTe, and horrible.

'Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes,
I am no woman, lie not fwound at it.

Scena Quint a. 
Hub. The King I feare is poyfon'd by a Monke,

I left him almoft fpeechlefle, and broke out
To acquaint you with this euill, that you might
The better arme you to the fodaine time,

Enter 'Dolphin, and bis Traine. Then if you had at leifure knowne of this.
Dol. The Sun of heauen(me thought) was loth to fet; 'Baft. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him ?

But ftaid,and made the Wefterne Welkin blufti, Hub. A Monke I tell you, a refolued villaine
When Englifli meafure backward their owne ground Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out : The King
In faint Retire : Oh brauely came we off", Yet fpeakes, and peraduenture may recouer.
When with a volley of our needlefle fhot, Baft. Who didft thouleaue to tend his Maiefty ?
After fuch bloody toile, we bid good night. Hub. Why know you not? The Lords are all come
And woon'd our tott'ring colours clearly vp, backe,
Laft in the field, and almoft Lords of it. And brought Prince Henry in their companie,

Enter a MeQenger. At whofe requeft the king hath pardon'd them,

Mef. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin ? And they are all about his Maieftie.
Dol. Heere : what newes ? 'Baft. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heauen,
Mef. The Count Meloone is flaine: The Englifh Lords And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power.

By his perfwafion, are againe falne off, lie tell thee Hubert, halfe my power this night
And your fupply, which you haue wiuYd fo long, Pafsing thefe Flats, are taken by the Tide,
Are cart away, and funke on Goodwin lands. Thefe Lincolne-Wafhes haue deuoured them,

Dol. Ah fowle, fhrew'd newes. Beihrew thy very My felfe, well mounted, hardly haue efcap'd.
I did not thinke to be fo fad to night (hart : Away before : Conduct me to the king,
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. Exeunt

King lohn did flic an houre or two before
The (tumbling night did part our wearie powres?

Mef. Who euer fpoke it, it is true my Lord.
£>o/.Well : keepe good quarter,& good care to night, Scena Septima.

The day fhall not be vp fo foone as I,
To try the faire aduenture of to morrow. Exeunt

Enter Prince Henry, Salisburie, and Bigot.
Hen. It is too late, the life of all his blood

Is touch'd, corruptibly: and his pure braine
Scena Sexta. (Which fome fuppofe the foules fraile dwelling houfe)

Doth by the idle Comments that it makes,
Fore-tell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.
Enter Baftard and Hubert,feuerally. Pern. His HighnefTe yet doth fpeak, & holds beleefe,

Hub. Whofe there t Speake hoa, fpeake quickely, or That being brought into the open ayre,
I ilioote. It would allay the burning qualitie

'Baft. A Friend. What art thou ? Of that fell poifon which aflayleth him.
Hub. Of the part of England. Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard heere :
'Baft. Whether doeft thou go ? Doth he ftill rage 9
Hub. What's that to thee ? Pern. He is more patient

Why may not I demand of thine affaires, Then when you left him ; euen now he fung.
As well as thou of mine? Hen. Oh vanity of fickneffe: fierce extreames

'Baft. Hubert, I thinke . In their continuance, will not feele themfelues.

Hub. Thou haft a perfect thought : Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts
I will vpon all hazards well beleeue Leaues them inuifible, and his feige is now
Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well: Againft the \vinde,the which he prickes and wounds
Who art thou ? With many legions of ftrange fantafies,

Baft. Who thou wilt: and if thou pleafe Which in their throng, and preffe to that laft hold,
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke Counfound themfelues. 'Tis ftrange y death fhold fing:
I come one way of the Plantagenets. I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan,

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance : thou, & endles night, Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death,
Haue done me fhame : Braue Soldier, pardon me, And from the organ-pipe of frailety fings
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, His foule and body to their lafting reft.
Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine eare. Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne

Baft. Come, come : fans complement, What newes To fet a forme vpon that indigeft
abroad ? Which he hath left fo fhapelefle, and fo rude.

Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night lohn brought in.
To finde you out. lohn. I marrie, now my foule hath elbow roome,
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It would not out at windowes, nor at doores, As it on earth hath bene thy feruant ftill.
There is fo hot a fummer in my bofome, Now, now you Starres, that moue in your right fpheres,
That all my bowels crumble vp to duft : Where be your powres? Shew now your mended faiths,
I am a fcribled forme drawne with a pen And inftantly returne with me againe.
Vpon a Parchment, and againft this fire To pufh deftrucYion,and perpetuall fliame
Do I Arinke vp. Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land:

Hen. How fares your Maiefty ? Straight let vs feeke, or ftraight we fhall be fought,
lob. Poyfon'd, ill fare : dead, forfooke, caft off, The Dolphine rages at our verie heeles.

And none of you will bid the winter come Sal. It feemes you know not then fo much as we,
To thruft his ycie fingers in my maw; The Cardinall Pandulfb is within at reft,
Nor let my kingdomes Riuers take their courfe Who halfe an houre fincecame from the Dolphin,
Through my burn'd bofome : nor intreat the North And brings from him fuch offers of our peace,
To make his bleake windes kifle my parched lips, As we with honor and refpecl may take,
And comfort me with cold. I do not aske you much, With purpole prefently to leaue this warre.
I begge cold comfort: and you are fo ftraight 'Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fees
And fo ingratefull, you deny me that. Our felues well finew'd to our defence.

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my teares, Sal. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already,
That might releeue you. For many carriages hee hath difpatch'd

lohn. The fait in them is hot. To the fea fide, and put his caufe and quarrell
Within me is a hell, and there the poyfon To the difpofmg of the Cardinall,
Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize, With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lords,
On vnrepreeuable condemned blood. If you thinke meete, this afternoone will poafl

Enter <Baftard. To confummate this bufmefle happily.
Baft. Oh, I am fcalded with my violent motion Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince,

And fpleene offpeede, to fee your Maiefty. With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd,
lohn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye : Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall.

The tackle of my heart, is crack'd and burnt, Hen. At Worfter muft his bodie be interred,
And all the fhrowds wherewith my life mould faile, For fo he will'd it.
Are turned to one thred, one little haire: Baft. Thither fliall it then,
My heart hath one poore firing to ftay it by, And happily may your fweet felfe put on
Which holds but till thy newes be vttered, The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land,
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod, To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee,
And module of confounded royalty. I do bequeath my faithfull feruices

'Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, And true fubiedlion euerlaftingly.
Where heauen he knowes how we fliall anfwer him. Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make
For in a night the beft part of my powre, To reft without a fpot for euermore.
As I vpon aduantage did remoue, Hen. I haue a kinde foule,that would glue thankes,
Were in the Jfajhes all vnwarily, And knowes not how to do it, but with teares.
Deuoured by the vnexpe&ed flood. 'Baft. Oh let vs pay the time : but needfull woe,

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an eare Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes.
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. This England neuer did, nor neuer fhall

Hen. Euen fo muft I run on, and euen fo flop. Lye at the proud foote of a Conqueror,
What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay, But when it firft did helpe to wound it felfe.
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? Now, thefe her Princes are come home againe,

'Baft. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behinde, Come the three corners of the world in Armes,
To do the office for thee, of reuenge, And we fhall fhocke them : Naught mail make vs rue,
And then my foule /hall waite on thee to heauen, If England to it felfe, do reft but true. Exeunt.
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A5tuscPrimus, Sctena cPrtma.

Enter King Richard, lohn of Gaunt, frith other Nobles The vglier feeme the cloudes that in it flye:
and Attendants. Once more, the more to aggrauate the note,

With a foule Traitors name ftufre I thy throte,
King Richard. And wifh (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue,
, Ld lohn of (jaunt, time-honoured Lancaster, What my tong fpeaks, my right drawn fword may proue

Haft thou according to thy oath and band Mow. Let not my cold words heere accufe my zeale:
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon : 'Tis not the triall of a Womans warre,
Heere to make good ° boiftrous late appeale, The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,

Which then our leyfure would not let vs heare, Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine :
Againft the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray ? The blood is hot that muft be cool'd for this.

Gaunt. I haue my Liege. Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft,
King. Tell me moreouer, haft thou founded him, As to be huint, and nought at all to fay.

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, Firft the faire reuerence of your Highnefie curbes mee,
Or worthily as a good fubiecl fhould From giuing reines and fpurres to my free fpeech,
On fome knowne ground of treacherie in him. Which elfe would poft, vntill it had returned

Gaunt. As neere as I could fift him on that argument, Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat.
On fome apparant danger feene in him, Setting aiide his high bloods royalty,
Aym'd at your HighneiTe, no inueterate malice. And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege,

Kin. Then call them to our prefence face to face, I do defie him, and I fpit at him,
And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heare Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine :
Th'accufer, and the accufed, freely fpeake; Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes,
High ftomack d are they both, and full of ire, And meete him, were I tide to runne afoote,
In rage, deafe as the fea; haftie as fire. Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes,

Or any other ground inhabitable,
Enter '"Bullingbrooke and Mowbray, Where euer Engliftiman durft fet his foote.

'"Bui. Many yeares of happy dayes befall Meane time, let this defend my loyaltie,
My gracious Soueraigne, my moft louing Liege. By all my Dopes moft falfely doth he lie.

Mo-a. Each day ftill better others happinefle, "Ba/.Pale trembling Co ward, there I throw my gage,
Vntill the heauens enuying earths good hap, Difclaiming heere the kindred of a King,
Adde an immortall title to your Crowne. And lay afide my high bloods Royalty,

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs, Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except.
As well appeareth by the caufe you come, If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength,
Namely, to appeale each other of high treafon. As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then ftoope.
Coofin of Hereford, what doft thou obieft By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfe,
Againft the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mxmbray? Will I make good againft thee arme to arme,

Bui. Firft, heauen be the record to my fpeech, What I haue fpoken, or thou canft deuife.
In the deuotion of a fubieds loue, Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fweare,
Tendering the precious fafetie of my Prince, Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my flioulder,
And free from other misbegotten hate, lie anfwer thee in any faire degree,
Come I appealant to rhis Princely prefence. Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly triall:
Now Thomas Monbray do I turne to thee, And when I mount, aliue may I not light,
And marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake, If I be Traitor, or vniuftly fight.
My body /hall make good vpon this earth, AT/ng-.What doth our Cofin lay to Mowbraies charge ?
Or my diuine foule anfwer it in heauen. It muft be great that can inherite vs,
Thou art a Traitor, and a Mifcreant; So much as of a thought of ill in him.
Too good to be fo, and too bad to liue, 'Ba/.Looke what I faid,my life fhall proue it true,
Since the more faire and chriftall is the skie, That Mowbray hath receiu'd eight thoufand Nobles,

In
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In name of lendings for your Highnefle Soldiers, Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion.
The which he hath detain'd for lewd employments, Forget, forgiue, conclude, and be agreed,
Like a falfe Traitor, and iniurious Villaine. Our Doctors fay, This is no time to bleed.
Befides I fay, and will in battaile proue, Good Vnckle, let this end where it begun,
Or heere, or elfewhere to the furtheft Verge Wee'l calme the Duke of Norfolke; you, your fon.
That euer was furuey'd by Engli/h eye, Gaunt, To be a make-peace mall become my age,
That all the Treaibns for thefe eighteene yeeres Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolkes gage.
Complotted, and contriued in this Land, King. And Norfolke, throw downe his. _

Fetch'd from falfe ftyLofrbray their firft head and fpring. Gaunt. When Harrle when? Obedience bids,
Further 1 fay, and further will maintaine Obedience bids I fhould not bid agen.
Vpon his bad life, to make all this good. King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde ; there is
That he did plot the Duke of Gloufters death, no boote.
Suggeft his foone beleeuing aduerfaries, Moiv.My felfe I throw(dread Soueraigne )at thy foot.
And confequently, like a Traitor Coward, My life thou /halt command, but not my mame,
Sluc'd out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood : The one my dutie owes, but my faire name
Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries, Defpight of death, that Hues vpon my graue
(Euen from the toonglefle cauernes of the earth) To darke di/honours vfe, thou /halt not haue.
To me for iuftice, and rough chafticement: I am difgrac'd, impeach'd, and bafFel'd heere,
And by the glorious worth of my difcent, Pierc'd to the foule with /landers venom'd fpeare/
This arme /hall do it, or this life be fpent. The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares : Which breath'd this poyfon.
Thomas of Norfolke, what fayeft thou to this ? King. Rage muft be withftood :

Mi,w, Oh let my Soueraigne turne away his face, Giue me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame.
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, .Mb. Yea, but not change his fpots:take but my mame,
Till I haue told this /lander of his blood, And I refigne my gage. My deere, deere Lord,
How God, and good men, hate fo foule a lyar. The pureft treafure mortal! times afford

King. Mmbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares, Is fpotlefle reputation : that away,
Were he my brother, nay our kingdomes heyre, Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay.
As he is but my fathers brothers fonne; A lewell in a ten times barr'd vp Cheft,
Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow, Is a bold ipirit, in a loyall breft.
Such neighbour-neerenefTe to our facred blood, Mine Honor is my life ; both grow in one:
Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize Take Honor from me, and my life is done.
The vn-ftooping firmenefle of my vpright foule. Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie,
He is our fubiecr. (Atfcrrbray) fo art thou, In that I liue ; and for that will I die.
Free fpeech, and fearelefle, I to thee allow. King. Coofin, throw downe your gage,

M<,w. Then 'Bullingbrootif, as low as to thy heart, Do you begin.
Through the falfe paffage of thy throat; thou lyeft: '"Bui. Oh heauen defend my foule from fuch foule fin.
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, Shall I feeme Creft-falne in my fathers fight,
Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers; Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight
The other part referu'd I by confent, Before this out-dar'd daftard ? Ere my toong,
For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong;
Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt, Or found fb baie a parle : my teeth /hall teare
Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queene : The flauifh motiue of recanting feare,
Now fwallow downe that Lye. For Gloufters death, And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace,
I flew him not j but (to mine owne difgrace) Where mame doth harbour, euen in zflfowbrayes face.
Neglected my fworne duty in that cafe: Exit Gaunt.
For you my noble Lord of Lancafter, King. We were not borne to fue, but to command,
The honourable Father to my foe, Which fince we cannot do to make you friends,
Once I did lay an ambufh for your life, Be readie, (as your liues fhall anfwer it)
A trefpaffe that doth vex my greeued foule: At Couentree, vpon S. Lamberts day :
But ere I laft receiu'd the Sacrament, There /hall your fwords and Lances arbitrate
I did confeffe it, and exactly begg'd The fwelling difference of your fetled hate :
Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it. Since we cannot attone you, you /hall fee
This is my fault: as for the reft appeal'd, Iuftice defigne the Victors Chiualrie.
It iffues from the rancour of a Villaine, Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes,
A recreant, and moft degenerate Traitor, Be readie to direct thefe home Alarmes. Exeunt.
Which in my felfe I boldly will defend,
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage
Vpon this ouer-weening Traitors foote,
To proue my felfe a loyall Gentleman, Sctena Secunda.
Euen in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome.
In haft whereof, moft heartily I pray
Your Highnefle to afligne our Trial! day. Enter (jfaunt,andfDutcheffe of Gloucefter.

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul'd by me : Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloufters blood,
Let's purge this choller without letting blood: Doth more folicite me then your exclaimes,
This we prefcribe, though no Phyfition, To ftirre againft the Butchers of his life.

But
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But fince correction lyeth in thofe hands And what heare there for welcome, but my grones?
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, Therefore commend me, let him not come there,
Put we our quarrell to the will of heauen, To feeke out forrow, that dwels euery where :
Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth, Defolate, defolate will I hence, and dye,
Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. The laft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt

Dut. Findes brotherhood in thee no iharper fpurre ?
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire?
Edwards feuen fonnes (whereof thy felfe art one)
Were as feuen violles of his Sacred blood, Scena Tertia.
Or feuen faire branches fpringing from one roote :
Some of thofe feuen are dride by natures courfe,
Some of thofe branches by the deftinies cut:
But Thomas, my deere Lord, my life, my Gloufter, Enter zftfarjball, and Nu
One Violl full of Edwards Sacred blood, Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Herford arm'd.
One flourifhing branch ofhis moft Royall roote Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in.
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt; Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, fprightfully and bold,
Is hackt downe, and his fummer leafes all vaded Stayes but the fummons of the Appealants Trumpet.
By Enuies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. Au, Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ftay
Ah Gaunt I His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, For nothing but his Maiefties approach. Flourijb.
That mettle, that felfe-mould that fafhion'd thee, Enter King, Gaunt, Bi//ky, Bagot, Greene, &
Made him a man : and though thou liu'ft, and breath'ft, others : Then cTtfoivbray in Ar-
Yet art thou flaine in him : thou doft confent mor, and Harrold.
In fome large meafure to thy Fathers death, Rich. Mar/hall, demand of yonder Champion
In that thou feeft thy wretched brother dye, The caufe ofhis arriuall heere in Armes,
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life. Aske him his name, and orderly proceed
Call it not patience (Gaunt] it is difpaire, To fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe.
In fuft'ring thus thy brother to be flaughter'd, Mar. In Gods name,and the Kings,fay who y art,
Thou /hew'ft the naked pathway to thy life, And why thou com'ft thus knightly clad in Armes?
Teaching fterne murther how to butcher thee : Againft what man thou com'ft,and what's thy quarrell,
That which in meane men we intitle patience Speake truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath,
Is pale cold cowardice in noble brefts: As fo defend thee heauen, and thy valour.
What fhall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life, (^Mow. My name is Tho. Morrii-ay,'Duke of Norfolk,
The beft way is to venge my Gloufters death. Who hither comes engaged by my oath

GW/7/.Heauens is the quarrell : for heauens fubftitute (Which heauen defend a knight fhould violate)
His Deputy annointed in his fight, Both to defend my loyalty and truth,
Hath caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully To God, my King, and his fucceeding ivTue,
Let heauen reuenge : for I may neuer lift Againft the Duke of Herford, that appeales me :
An angry arme againft his Minifter. And by the grace of God, and this mine arme,

'"Dut. Where then (alas may I)complaint my felfe? To proue him (in defending of my felfe)
Gau. To heauen, the widdowes Champion to defence A Traitor to my God, my King, and me,
Dut. Why then I will: farewell old-Gaunt. And as I truly fight, defend me heauen.

Thou go'ft to Couentrie, there to behold Tucfet. Enter Hereford, and Harold.
Our Cofine Herford, and fell Mowbray fight: Rich. Marihall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes,
O fit my husbands wrongs on Herfords fpeare, Both who he is, and why he commeth hither,
That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breft: Thus placed in habiliments of warre :
Or if misfortune mifle the firft carreere, And formerly according to our Law
Be Mowbvayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome, Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe.
That they may breake his foaming Courfers backe, Mar. What is thy name? and wherfore comft y hither
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, Before King Ricbardin his Royall Lifts?
A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Herford: Againft whom com'ft thou? and what's thy quarrell?
Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen.
Vv'ith her companion Greefe, muft end her life. 'Bui, Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie,

Gau. Sifter farewell : I muft to Couentree, Am I : who ready heere do ftand in Armes,
As much good ftay with thee, as go with mee. To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour,

Dut. Yet one wotd more : Greefe boundeth where it In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke,
Not with the emptie hollownes,but weight : (falls, That he's a Traitor foule, and dangerous,
I take my leaue, before I haue begun, To God of heauen. King Richard, and to me,
For forrow ends not, when it feemeth done. And as I truly fight, defend me heauen.
Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorty. Mar. On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold,
Loe, this is all : nay, yet depart not fo, Or daring hardie as to touch the Liftes,
Though this be all, do not fo quickly go, Except the Marihall, and fuch Officers
I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what? Appointed to direct thefe faire defignes.
With all good fpeed at Plaihie vifit mee. 'Bui. Lord Marfhall, let me kifie my Soueraigns hand,
Alacke, and what fhall good old Yorke there fee And bow my knee before his Maieftie:
But empty lodgings, and vnfurnifh'd walles, For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men,
Vn-peopeFd Offices, vntroden ftones ? That vow a long and weary pilgrimage,

r Then
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Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue Attending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded
And louing farwell of our feuerall friends. Mar. Sound Trumpets,and fet forward Combatants

Mar.'l'he Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, Stay, the King hath throwne his Warder downe.
And craues to IcifTe your hand, and take his leaue. Rich. Let them by by their Helmets & their Speares,

^ch. We will defcend, and fold him in our avmes. And both returne backe to their Chaires againe :
Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft, Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets found,
So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree.
Farewell, my blood, which if to day thou fhead, A long Flourijh.
Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. Draw neere and lift

'"Bull. Oh let no noble, eye prophane a teare What with oui Councell we haue done.
For me, if I be gor'd with t^Tc-nbrayes fpeare : For that our kingdomes earth mould not be foyld
As confident, as is the Falcons flight With that deere blood which it hath foftered,
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. And for our eyes do hate the dire afpedl
My iouing Lord, I take my leaue of you, Of ciuill wounds plowgh'd vp with neighbors fwords,
Of you (my Noble Cofin) Lord tAumerle ; Which fo rouz'd vp with boyftrous vntun'd dvummes,
Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, With harih refounding Trumpets dreadlull bray,
But luftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron Armes,
Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreete Might from our quiet Confines fright faire peace,
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet. And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood :
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, Therefore, we bani/h you our Territories.
Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate, You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death,
Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mee vp Till twice fiue Summers haue enrich'd our fields,
To reach at victory aboue my head, Shall not regreet our faire dominions,
Adde proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres, But treade the ftranger pathes of banifhment.
And with thy blefsings fteele my Lances point, Bui. Your will be done: This muft my comfort be,
That it may enter Mowirayes waxen Coate, That Sun that warmes you heere, fhall fhine on me:
And furnifh new the name of lobn a Gaunt, And thofe his golden beames to you heere lent,
Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne. Shall point on me, and gild my banifhment.

GaaTtf.Heauen in thy good caufe make thee profp'rous Rich. Norfolke: for thee remaines a heauier dombe,
Be fwift like lightning in the execution, Which I with fome vnwillingneffe pronounce,
And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, The flye flow houres fhall not determinate
Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske The dateleiTe limit of thy deere exile :
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. The hopelefTe word, of Neuer to returne,
Rouze vp thy youthfull blood, be valiant,and Hue. Breath I againft thee, vpon paine of life.

"^Bul. Mine innocence, and S.George to thriue. M'JW. A heauy fentence, my moft Soueraigne Liege,
Mow. How euer heauen or fortune caft my lot, And all vnlook'd for from your HighnefTe mouth :

There liues, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne, A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime,
A loyall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: As to be caft forth in the common ayre
Neuer did Captiuewith a freer heart, Haue I deferued at your Highneffe hands.
Caft oft his chaines of bondage, and embrace The Language I haue learn'd thefe forty yeares
His golden vncontroul'd enfranchifement, (My natiue Englifh) now I muft forgo,
More then my dancing foule doth celebrate And now my tongues vfe is to me no more,
This Feaft of Bat tell, with mine Aduerfarie. Then an vnftringed Vyall, or a Harpe,
Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, Or like a cunning Inftrument cas'd vp,
Take from my mouth, the wifli of happy yeares, Or being open, put into his hands
As gentle, and as iocond,as to left, That knowes no touch to tune the harmony.
Go I to fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft. Within my mouth you haue engaol'd my tongue,

Rich. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes,
Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye : And dull, vnfeeling, barren ignorance,
Order the triall Mar/hall, and begin. Is made my Gaoler to attend on me :

<tffar. Harrie of Herford, La/icajler, and Derby, I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurfe,
Receiue thy Launce, and heauen defend thy right. Too farre in yeeres to be a pupill now :

'"Bui. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. Wh.it is thy fentence then, but fpeechlefTe death,
Mar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke. Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath ?
\.Har. Harry of Herford, Lancajler, and Derbh, Bjcb, It boots thee not to be compafsionate,

Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe, After our fentence, plaining comes too late.
On paine to be found falfe, and recreant, r^fcTf. Then thus I turne me from my countries light
To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray, To dwell in folemne fhades of endlefle night.
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, Ric. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee,
And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. Lay on our Royall fvvord, your banifht hands;

z.Har, Here ftandeth Tho\Mcwbray Duke of Norfolk Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen
On paine to be found falfe and recreant, (Our part therein we banifh with your felues)
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue To keepe the Oath that we adminifter :
Henry of Herford, Lancaftcr, and Derby, You ueuer fhall (fo helpe you Truth, and Heauen)
To God,his Soueraigne, and to him difloyall: Embrace each others loue in banifhment,
Couragioufly,and with a free defire Nor euer looke vpon each others face,

Nor
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Nor euer write, regreete, or reconcile 'Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you,
This lovvring tempeft of yo-ur home-bred hate, When the tongues office fhould be prodigall,
Nor euer by aduifed purpofe meete, To breath th'abundant dolour of the heart.
To plot, contriue, or complot any ill, Gau. Thy greefe is but thy ablence for a time.
'Gainft Vs, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. Bull. loy abfent, greefe is prefent for that time.

'"Bull. I fweare. Gau. What is fixe Winters, they are quickely gone?
Mow. And I, to keepe all this. Bui. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten.
Bui. Norfolke, fo tare, as to mine enemie, Qau. Call it a trauell that thou tak'ft for pleafure.

By this time fhad the King permitted vs) 'Bui. My heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo,
One of our fuules had wandred in the ayre, Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage.
Banifh'd this fraile fepulchre of our flefh, Gau. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteppes
As now our flefh is baniih'd from this Land. Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to let
ConfefTe thy Treafons, ere thou flye this Realme, The precious lewell of thy home returne.
Since thou haft farre to go, beare not along '"Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule. By thinking on the froftie Caucafust

c/W&jv. No sBullingbral(e: If euer I were Traitor, Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,
My name be blotted from the booke of Life, by bare imagination of a Feaft?
And I from heauen baniih'd, as from hence : Or Wallow naked in December fnow
But what thou art, heauen, thou, and I do know, by thinking on fantafticke fummers heate ?
And all too foone (I feare) the King /hall rue. Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I flray, Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe :
Saue backe to England, all the worlds my way, £xit, Fell forrowes tooth, doth euer ranckle more

^ich. Vncle, euen in the glafies of thine eyes Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore.
I fee thy greeued heart: thy fad afpeft, Gau.Come,come (my fon) lie bring thee on thy way
Hath from the number of his baniih'd yeares Had I thy youth, and caufe, I would not ftay.
Pluck'd foure away: Six frozen Winters fpent, £a/.Then Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adieu,
Returne with welcome home, from biniihmenf. My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet:

'Bui. How long a time lyes in one little word : Where ere I wander, boaft of this I can,
Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton fprings Though baniih'd, yet a true-borne Englifhman.
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings.

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me
He ihortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile :
But little vantage fhall I reape thereby. Sccena Quarta.
For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend
Can change their Moones, and bring their times about,
My oyle-dride Lampe, and time-bewafted light Enter King, ̂ 4ttmerle, Greene, and Bagot.
Shall be extinct with age,and endlefle night: Rich. We did obferue. Cofine Anmerle,
My inch ofTaper, will be burnt, and done, How far brought you high Herford on his way?
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. sAum. I brought high Herford (If you call him fo)

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeeres to liue. but to the next high way, and there I left him.
Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue; Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were fried?

Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden {brow, Aum. Faith none for me : except the Northeaft wind
And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : Which then grew bitterly againft our face,
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, Awak'd the fleepie rhewme, and fo by chance
But flop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: Did grace our hollow parting with a teare.
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, jR/r^.What faid our Colin when you parted with him?
But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. Au.Farewell: and for my hart difdained y my tongue

Ric. Thy fonne is baniih'd vpon good aduice, Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gaue, To counterfeit opprefsion of fuch greere,
Why at our luftice feem'ft thou then to lowre ? That word feem'd buried in my forrowes graue.

Gau. Things fweet to taft, proue in digeftion fowre : Marry, would the word Farwell,haue lengthen'd houres,
You vrg'd me as a ludge, but I had rather And added yeeres to his fhort banifiiment,
you would haue bid me argue like a Father. He fhould haue had a volume of Farwels,
Alas, I look'd when fome of you mould fay, but fince it would not, he had none of me.
I was too ftricT: to make mine owne away: Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but 'tis doubt,
But you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tong, When time fhall call him home from baniihment,
Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends,

Qcb, Cofine farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : Our felfe, and ̂Bujby : heere fBagot and Greene
Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go. Exit. Obferu'd his Courtfhip to the common people :

Flounjh. How he did feeme to diue into their hearts,
Au, Cofine farewell : what prefence muft not know With humble, and familial courtefie,

From where you do remaine, let paper fhow. What reuerence he did throw away on flaues;
Mar. My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride Wooing poore Craftef-men, with the craft of foules,

As farre as land will let rne, by your fide. And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune,
Gaui't.Oh to what purpoie doft thou hord thy words, As 'twere lo banifli their affects with him.

That thou teturnft no greeting to thy friends? Oft" goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench,
c 2 A

331



The life and death of ̂ chard thefecond.
A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well, Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity,
And had the tribute of his fupple knee, So it be new, there's no refpecl how vile,
With thankes my Countrimen, my louing friends, That is not quickly buz'd into his eares t
As were our England in reuerfion his, That all too late comes counfell to be heard,
And he our fubiedls next degree in hope. Where will doth mutiny with wits regard:

Gr. Well,he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts: Dnecl not him, whofe way himfelfe will choofe,
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland, Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou I<
.Expedient manage muft be made my Liege Gaunt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir'd,
Ere further leyfure, yeeld them further meanes And thus expiring, do foretell of him,
For their aduantage, and your H?ghnefle lofle. His raih fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft,

Ric. We will our fclfe in perfon to this vvjrre, For violent fires foone burne out themlelues,
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, Small fhowres laft long, but fodaine ftormes are fhort,
And liberall Largeffe, are growne fomewhat light, He tyres betimes, that fpurs too raft betimes;
We are inforc'd to farme our royall Realme, With eager feeding, food doth choake the feeder:
The Reuennew whereof fhall furniuh vs Light vanity, inlatiate cormorant,
For our affayres in hand : if that come fhort Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe.
Our Substitutes at home /hall haue Blanke-charters : This royall Throne of Kings, this fceptred Me,
Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich, This earth of Maiefty, this feate of Mars,
They (hall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold, This other Eden, demy pjradiie,
And fend them after to fupply our wants: This Fortrefle built by Nature for her {life,
For we will make for Ireland prefently. Againft infection, and the hand of warre :

Snter Bujby, This happy breed of men, this little world,
'Bujhy, what newes ? This precious ftone, fet in the filuer fea,

*Bu. Old lobn of Gaunt is verie ficke my Lord, Which ferues it in the office of a wall,
Sodainly taken, and hath fent poft hafte Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe,
To entreat your Maiefty to viiit him. Againft the enuy of leffe happier Lands,

T(ic. Where lyes heV This blefled plot, this earth, this Rc-alme, this England,
Bu. At Ely houfe. This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings,
Ric. Now put it (heauen) in his Phyfitians minde, Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth,

To helpe him to his graue immediately : Renowned for their deeds, as far re from home,
The lining of his coffers frnll make Coates For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie,
To decke our fouldiers for thefe Irifh warres. As is the fepulcher in ftubborne lury
Come Gentlemen, let's all go vifit him : Of the Worlds ranfome, blefTed cWaries Sonne.
Prjy heauen we may make haft, and come too late. Exit. This Land of fuch deere foules, this deere-deere Land,

Deere for her reputation through the world,
Is now Leas'd out (I dye pronouncing itj
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme.

<i/[5lus Secundus. Scena ^n England bound in with the triumphant fea,
Whofe rocky more beates backe the enuious fiedge
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with /hame,
With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds.

Enter Gdiint, Jlil^e with Torkg, That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a fliamefull conqueft of it felfe.

Gnu. Will the King come, that I may breath my Lift Ah! would the fcandall vanifh with my life,
In wholfome counfell to his vnftaid youth ? How happy then were my enfuing death ?

Tor. Vex not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breth,
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. Enter King, Q_ueene>^-Aumerle,Bi'Jby}Greene,

Gau. Oh but (they lay) the tongues of dying men Bag6t, Ros, andWilltughby.
Inforce attention like deepe harmony; Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth,
Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine, For young hot Colts, being rag'd, do rage the more.
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. £>jj. How fares our noble Vncle Lancafter ?
He that no more muft fay, is liften'd more, Sj. What comfort man? How ift with aged Gaunt ?
Then they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe, Ga. Oh how that name befits my composition :
More are rr.ens ends markt, then their liues before, Old Gaur.t indeed, and gaunt in being old :
The letting Sun, and Muficke is the clofe Within me greefe hath kept a tedious faft,
As the laft tafte of fweetes, is fweeteft laft, And who abftaynes from meate, that is not gaunt?
Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft; For fleeping England long time haue I watcht,
Though Richard my liues counfell would not heare, Watching breeds leanneffe, leanneffe is all gaunt.
My deaths fad tale, may yet vndeafe his eare. The pleafure that feme Fathers feede vpon,

Tor. No, it is ftopt with other flatt'ring founds Is my ftricl: faft, I meane my Childrens lookes,
As praifes of his ftate : then there are found And therein fafting, haft thou made me gaunt:
Lafciuious Meeters, to whofe venom found Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue,
The open eare of youth doth alwayes liften. Whofe hollow wombe inherits naught but bones.
Report of fafhions in proud Italy, Ric. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names?
Whofe manners ftill our tardie apifti Nation (jau. No, mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe :
Limpes after in bafe imitation. Since thou doft leeke to kill my name in mec,

I



The life and death of'Richard the fecond. 29
I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. Rich. What fayes he ?

Ric. Should dying men flatter thofe that Hue ? Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid :
Gau. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that dye. His tongue is now a ftringleffe inftrument,
Rich. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter'ft me. Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent.
Gau. Oh no, thou dyeft, though I the ficker be. Tor. Be Yorke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo,
Rjcb. I am in health, I breath, I fee thee ill, Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo.
Gau. Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: Rich. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he,

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be :
Thy death-bed is no lefler then the Land, So much for that. Now for our Irifh warres,
Wherein thou lyeft in reputation licke, We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes,
And thou too care-leffe patient as thou art, Which Hue like venom, where no venom elfe
Commit'ft thy'anointed body to the cure But onely they, haue priuiledge to Iiue.
Of thofe Phyfitians, that firft wounded thee. And for thefe great affayres do aske fome charge
A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, Towards our afsiftance, we do feize to vs
Whole compafle is no bigger then thy head, The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables,
And yet incaged in fo fmall a Verge, Whereof our Vncle Gaunt did ftand poffeft.
The wafte is no whit lefler then thy Land : Tor. How long fhall I be patient? Oh how long
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, Shall tender dude make me fuffer wrong?
Seene how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his fonnes, Not Gloufters death, nor Herfords banifhment,
From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fhame, Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs,
Depofing thee before thou wert poffeft, Nor the preuention of poore BuHingbrool^e,
Which art pofTeft now to depofe thy felfe. About his marriage, nor my owr.e difgrace
Why (Cofme) were thou Regent of the world, Haue euer made me fowre my patient cheeke,
It were a flume to let his Land by leafe : Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face :
But for thy world enioying but this Land, I am the laft of noble Edwards fonnes,
Is it not more then fhame, to fhame it fo ? Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft,
Landlord of England art thou, and not King: In warre was neuer Lyon rag'd more fierce :
Thy Mate of Law, is bondflaue to the law, In peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde,
And 

Rich. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted foole, 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman,
His face thou haft, for euen fo look'd he

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, Accomplifh'd with the number of thy howers:
Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition But when he frown'd, it was againft the French,
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood And not againft his friends: his noble hand
With fury, from his natiue refidence ? Did win what he did fpend : and fpent not that
Now by my Seates right Royall Maieftie, Which his triumphant fathers hand had won:
Wer't thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood,
This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, But bloody with the enemies of his kinne:
Should run thy head from thy vnreuerent fhoulders. Oh Richard, Torly is too farre gone with greefe,

(jail. Oh fpare me not, my brothers Edwards fonne, Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene.
For that I was his Father Edwards fonne : Rich. Why Vncle,
That blood already (like the Pellican) What's the matter ?
Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd. Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not
My brother Gloucester, plaine well meaning foule I pleas'd not to be pardon'd, am content with all:
(Whom faire befall in heauen 'mongft happy foules) Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hands
May be a prefident, and witnefTe good, The Royalties and Rights of banifh'd Herford t
That thou refpedt'ft not fpilling Edwards blood : Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford Iiue ?
loyne with the prefent ficknefle that I haue, Was not Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry true ?
And thy vnkindneffe be like crooked age, Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ?
To crop at once a too-long wither'd flowre. Is not his heyre a well-deferuing fonne ?
Liue in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, Take Herfords rights away, and take from time
Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors bee. His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights:
Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue, Let not to morrow then inlue to day,
Louethey to iiue, that loue and honor haue. Exit Be not thy felfe. For how art thou a King

Rich. And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, But by faire fequence and fuccefsion ?
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. Now afore God, God forbid I fay true,

Tor. I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right,
To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him : Call in his Letters Patents that he hath
He loues you on my life, and holds you deere By his Atrurneyes generall, to fue
As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. His Liuerie, and denie his offer'd homage,

Rich. Right, you fay true : as Herfords loue, fo his; You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head,
As theirs, fo mine : and all be as it is. You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts,

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts
Enter Northumberland, Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke.

Ric. Thinke what you will: we feife into our hands,
Nor. My Liege, olde Gaunt commends him to your His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.

Maieftie. Tor. lie not be by the while : My Liege farewell,
c 3 What
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What will enfue heereof, there's none can tell. Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold.
But by badcourfes may be vnderftood, Nor. Then thus : I hauc from Port le Blan
That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit. A Bay in 12>>-/'ffl7W,receiu'd intelligence,

Rich, Go 'Bufbie to the Earle of Wiltfhlre ftreight, That Harry Duke of Herford, S^ainald Lord Cobbam,
Bid him repaire to vs to Ely houfe, That late broke from the Duke of Exeter,
To fee this bufinerTe : to morrow next His brother Archbiihup, late of Canterbury,
We will for Ireland, and 'tis time, I trow: Sir Thomas Erfirigbam,Siir lohn Rainfion,
And we create in abfence of our felfe Sir lohn Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton,Sc Francis Quaint,
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England : All thefe well furninVd by the Duke ofBritaine,
For he is iuft, and alwayes lou'd vs well. With eight tall mips, three thoufand men of warre
Come on our Queene, to morrow muft we part, Are making hither with all due expedience,
Be merry, for our time of ftay is mort. Flourijb. And fhortly meane to touch our Northerne fhore :

^Manet North. Willougbby, & ^ff. Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay
Nor. Well Lords, the Duke ofLancafter is dead. The firft departing of the King for Ireland.
Raff'. And liuing too, for now his fonne is Duke. If then we fhall {hake oft"our flauim yoake,
IT;/. Barely in title, not in reuennew. Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing,
Nor. Richly in both, ifiuftice had her right. Redeeme from breaking pawne the blemilh'd Crowne,
Roff.My heart is great : but it muft break with filence, Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters gilt,

Er't be disburthen'd with a liberal! tongue. And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe,
Afor.Nay fpeake thy mind : & let him ne'r fpeak more Away with me in pofte to Rauenspi/rgh,

That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme. But if you faint, as fearing to do io,
IW.Tends that thou'dft fpeake to th'Du. of Hereford, Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go.

If it be fo, out with it boldly man, Rof. To horfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them y feare.
Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. Wil, Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be (here.

Rcff. No good at all that I can do for him, Exeunt.
VnlelFe you call it good to pitie him,
Bereft and gelded of his p.7trimonie.

Nor. Now afore heauen, 'tis fhame fuch wrongs are
borne, Scena Secunda.

In him a royall Prince, and many moe
Of noble blood in this declining Land;
The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led
By Flatterers, and what they will in forme Enter Queene, Bvfhy, and ̂Bagot.
Meerely in hate 'gainft any of vs all, Stijh. Madam, your Maiefty is too much fad,
That will the King feuerely profecute You promis'd when you parted with the King,
'Gainft vs, our Hues, our children, and our heires. To lay afide felfe-harming heauineffe,

RoJ. The Commons hath he pil'd with greeuous taxes And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition.
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he finde Qu. To pleafe the King, I did : to pleafe my felfe
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. I cannot do it: yet I know no caufe

Wil. And daily new exactions are deuis'd, Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as greefe,
As blankes, beneuolences, and I wot not what: Saue bidding farewell to fo fweet a gueft
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? As my fweet Richard; yet againe me thinkes,

Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war'd he hath not. Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe
But bafely yeelded vpon comprimize, Is comming towards me, and my inward Joule
That which his Anceftorsatchieu'd with blowes: With nothing trembles, at fomething it greeues,
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in warres. More then with parting from my Lord the King.

Rof. The Earle of Wiltshire hath the realme in Farme. Bufh. Each fubftance of a greefe hath twenty fhadows
Wil. The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man. Which /hewes like greefe it felfe, but is not fo :
Nor. Reproach and diffblution hangeth oucr him. For forrowes eye, glazed with blinding teares,
Rof. He hath not monie for thefe Iri/h warres : Diuides one thing intire, to many obiedls,

(His burthenous taxations notwithstanding) Like perfpeftiues, which rightly gaz'd vpon
But by the robbing of the bani/h'd Duke. Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry,

Nor. His noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King: Diftinguifh forme : fo your fweet Maieftie
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeft fing, Looking awry vpon your Lords departure,
Yet feeke no fhelter to auoid the ftorme: Finde fhapes of greefe, more then himfelfe to waile,
We fee the winde fit fore vpon our failes, Which look'd on as it is, is naught bur fhadowes
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh. Of what it is not: then thrice-gracious Qoeene,

Rof. We fee the very wracke that we muft fuffer, More then your Lords departure weep not, more's not
And vnauoyded is the danger now Or if it be,'tis with falfe forrowes eie, (feene;
For fuffering fo the caufes of our wracke. Which for things true, weepe things imaginary.

Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death, Qu. It may be fo : but yet my inward foule
I fpie life peering : but I dare not fay Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be,
How neere the tidings of our comfort is. I cannot but be fad : fo heauy fad,

Wil. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours As though on thinking on no thought I thinke,
Rof. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, Makes me with heauy nothing faint and flirinke.

We three, are but thy felfe, and fpeaking fo, Bufh. 'Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.)
Queene.
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Qu. 'Tis nothing leffe : conceit is ftill deriu'd Ser. An houre before I came, the Dutchefle di'de.

From i'ome fore-father greefe, mine is not fo, Tor. Heau'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes
For nothing hath begot my fomething greefe, Come rufliing on this wofull Land at once ?
Or fomething, hath the nothing that I greeue, I know not what to do : I would to heauen
'Tis in reuerfion that I do poffefle, (So my vntruth haJ not prouok'd him to it)
But what it is, that is not yet knowne, what The King had cut oft"my head with my brothers.
I cannot name, 'tis namelefle woe I wot. What, are there poftes diipatcht for Ireland ?

Enter Greene. How fhall we do for money for thefe warres?
Gree, Heauen iaue your Maiefty, and wel met Gcntle- Come fifter (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me.

I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. (men: Go fellow, get thee home, poouide fome Carts,
Qu Why hop'ft thou fo? Tis better hope he is : And bring away the Armour that is there.

For his defignes craue haft, his haft good hope, Gentlemen, will you mufter men?
Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not ihipt ? If I know how, or which way 30 order thefe affaires

Gre. That he our hope, might haue retyr'd his power, Thus diforderly thruft into my hands,
and driuen into diipaire an enemies hope, Neuer beleeue me. Both are my kinfmen,
Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land. Th'one is rny Soueraigne, whom both my oath
The banittiA^Bulliiigbroolg repeales himfelfe, And dutie bids defend : th'other againe
And with vp-lifted Armes is fafe arriu'd Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd,
At Rauenjfiurg. Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right:

Qu. Now God in heauen forbid. Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come Cozen,
Gr. O Madam 'tis too true : and that is worfe, He difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter vp your men,

The L.Northumberland,his yong fonne Henrie fercie, And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftle:
The Lords of Roffe, Beaumond, and Willongbby, I fliould to Plafhy too : but time will not permit,
With all their powrefull friends are fled to him. All is vneuen, and euery thing is left at fix and feuen. Exit

BujbWhy haue you not proclaim'd Northumberland ""Bujh. The vvinde fits faire for newes to go to Ireland,
And the reft of the reuolted faftion, Traitors? But none returnes : For vs to leuy power

Gre. We haue : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter Proportionable to th'enemy, is all impofsible.
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign'd his Stewardship, (jr. Befides our neejenefie to the King in loue,
And al the houmold feruants fled with him to '"Bullinbrov^ Is neere the hate of thofe loue not the King .

Qu, So Qreene, thou art the midwife of my woe, '"Ba And that's the wauering Commons,for theirloue
And Bullinbroo^e my forrowes difmall heyre : Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them,
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegie, By fo much fils their hearts with deadly !'.a';e.
And I a gasping new deliuered mother, 'Bujh. Wherein the king ftands generally condemn'd
Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioyn'd. ''Bag. If lodgement lye in them, then fo do we,

'Bnjb. Difpaire not Madam. Becaufe we haue beene euer neere the King.
Qit. Who fhall hinder me ? Gr. Well: I will for refuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle,

I will difpaire, and be at enmitie The Earle of Wilt/hire is alreadie there.
With couzening hope ; he is a Flatterer, 'Bujb. Thither will I with you,for little office
A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs,
Who gently would diffblue the bands of life, Except like Curres, to teare vs all in peeces:
Which falfe hopes linger in extremity. Will you go along with vs?

Enter Torfy; Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie:
Gre. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine,
^a. With fignes of warre about his aged necke, We three here part, th; . neu'r fhall meete againe.

Oh full of carefull bufineffe are his lookes : '"Bu. That's as Yorke thriues to beate back

Vncle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words: Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes
Tbr.Comfort's in heauen, and we are on the earth, Is numbring fands,and drinking Oceans drie,

Where nothing liues but crofles, care and greefe: Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye.
Your husband he is gone to faue.farre off", Bujh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and euer.
Whilft others come to make him loofe at home: Well, we may meete againe.
Heere am I left to vnder-prop his Land, ''Bag, I feare me neuer. 'Exit.
Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe :
Now comes the ficke houre that his furfet made,

Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him. Sc<zna Tertia.
Enter a Jeruant.

Ser. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came.
Tor. He was : why fo : go all which way it will:

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, Enter the Dut^e of Hereford, and Northum-
And will I feare reuolt on Herfords fide. berland.
Sirra, get thee to Plafhie to my lifter Glofter,
Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound, '"Bui. How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now?
Hold, take my Ring. Nor, Beleeue me noble Lord,

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot I am a ftranger heere in Gloufterfhire,
To tell your Lordfhip, to day I came by,and call'd there, Thefe high wilde hilles, and rough vneeuen waies,
But I mall greeue you to report the reft. Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome:

Tor. What is't knaue? And yet our faire difcourfe hath beene as fugar,
Mak in
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Making the hard way fweet and deledlable : Enter 'Barely.
But I bethinke me, what a wearie way North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I gheffe.
From Rauenfpurgh to Cottfhold will be found, 'Bar/i. My Lord of Hereford, my Meflage is to you.
In Rofleand \Yilloughby, wanting your companie, 'Bull. My Lord, my Anfwere is to Lancajler,
Which I proteft hath very much beguild And I am come to feeke that Name in England,
The tedioufneffe,and procefie of my trauell : And I muft nnde that Title in your Tongue,
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue Before 1 make reply to aught you fay.
The prefent benefit that I pofTefTe 5 Barl^. Miftake me not, my Lord,'tis not my meaning
And hope to ioy, is little lefle in ioy, To raze one Title of your Honor out.
Then hope enioy'd : By this, the wearie Lords To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will)
Shall make their way leeme fhort,as mine hath done, From the moft glorious ot this Land,
By fight of what I haue, your Noble Companie. The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on

'"Bull. Of much leiTe value is my Companie, To take aduantage of the abfent time.
Then your good words: but who comes here ̂ And fright our Natiue Peace with felfe-borne Armes.

Snter H. Tercie. Enter Torl^e.
North. It is my Sonne, young Harry Percie, Bull. I fhall not need tranfport my words by you,

Sent from my Brother Worcefter : Whence foeuer. Here comes his Grace in Ferfon. My Noble Vnckle.
Harry, how fares your Vnckle? Tor^. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee,

Percie. I had thought, my Lord, to haue learn'd his Whofe dutie is deceiuable,and falle.
health of you. 'Bull. My gracious Vnckle.

North. Why,is he not with the Queene? Torl^. Tut, tut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me,
Terete. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Court, I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace,

Broken his Staffe of Office,and difperft In an vngracious mouth, is but prophane.
The Houfehold of the King. Why haue thefe banifh'd,and forbidden Legges,

North. What was his reafon ? Dar'd once to touch a Duft of Englands Ground '.
He was not fo refolu'd,when we laft fpake together. But more then why, why haue they dar'd to march

Percie. Becaufe your Lordfhip was procljimed Traitor. So many miles vpon her peacefull Bofome,
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre,
To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, And oftentation of defpifed Armes?
And lent me ouer by Barkely, to difcouer Com'ft thou becaufe th'anoynted King is hence?
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, Why foolifh Boy,the King is left behind,
Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. And in my loyall Bofome lyes his power.

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford(Boy.) Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth,
Percie. No,my good Lord ; for that is not forgot As when braue Gaunt,thy Father,and my felfe

Which neVe I did remember : to my knowledge, Refcued the Black^ Prince, that yong zflfars of men,
I neuer in my life did looke on him. From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French :

North. Then learne to know him now : this is the Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arme of mine,
Duke. Now Prifoner to the Pallie, chaftife thee,

Percie. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, And minifter correction to thy Fault.
Such as it is,being tender,raw,and young, 'Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault,
Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirme On what Condition ftands it, and wherein ?
To more approued feruice,and defert, Torl^. Euen in Condition of the worft degree,

Bull. I thanke thee gentle Percie, and be fure In groiFe Rebellion,and detefted Treafon:
I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy, Thou art a banifh'd man, and here art come
As in a Soule remembring my good Friends : Before th'expiration of thy time,
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Loue, In brauing Atmes againft thy Soueraigne.
It fhall be ftill thy true Loues recompence, Bull. As I was banilh'd, 1 was banifh'd Hereford,
My Heart this Couenant makes, my Hand thus feales it. But as I come, I come for Lancaftcr.

North. How farre is it to Barkely ? and what ftirre And Noble Vnckle,! befeech your Grace
Keepes good old Torfe there, with his Men of Warre ? Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye:

Percie. There ftands the Caftle,by yond tuft of Trees, You are my Father, for me thinkes in you
Mann'd with three hundred men,as I haue heard, I fee old Quunt aliue. Oh then my Father,
And in it are the Lords of Toriy, Barely, and Seymor, Will you permit,that I fhall ftand condemned
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties

Enter Roffe and Willougbby. Pluckt from my armes perforce,and giuen away
North. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and Willoughly, To vpftart Vnthrirts "i Wherefore was I borne ̂

Bloody with fpurring,fierie red with hafte. If that my Coufm King, be King of England,
Bull. Welcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues It muft be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafter.

A banifht Traytor ; all my Treafurie You haue a Sonn^,Numeric, my Noble Kinfman,
Is yet but vnfelt thankes, which more enrich'd, Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe,
Shall be your loue, and labours recompence. He fhould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father,

Raff. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord. To rowze his Wrongs,and chafe them to the bay.
Wtllo, And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it. I am denyde to fue my Liuerie here,
^Bull. Euermore thankes,th'Exchequer of the poore, And yet my Letters Patents glue me leaue :

Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeeres, My Fathers goods are all diftraynd,and fold,
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ? And thefe,and all,are all amiffe imployd.

What
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What would you haue me doe ? I am a Subiecl:, Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind,
And challenge Law: Attorneyes are deny'd me ; I fee thy Glory, like a /hooting Starre,
And therefore personally I lay my claime Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament:
To my Inheritance of free Difcent. Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft,

North. The Noble Duke hath been too much abus'd. WitneiTing Stormes to come, Woe, and Vnreft :
Rojf. It Hands your Grace vpon,to doe him right. Thy Friends are fled, to wait vpon thy Foes,
Willo. Bafe men by his endowments are made great. And croffely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit.
Tor\. My Lords of England, let me tell you this,

I haue had feeling of my Cofens Wrongs,
And labour'd all 1 could to doe him right:

But in this kind,to come in brauing Armes, zAffius Tertius.
Be his owne Caruer, and cut out his way,
To find out Right with Wrongs, it may not be 5
And you that doe abett him in this kind,
Cherifh Rebellion,and are Rebels all.

North. The Noble Duke hath fworne his comm'mg is Enter cBuUingbroQ\e, Torly, Northumberland,
But for his owne ; and for the right of that, Roffe, Percie, Willougbby, rvith <Bujbie
Wee all haue ftrongly fworne to glue him ayd, and Greene Trifoners.
And let him neu'r fee Ioy,that breakes that Oath.

Torl(. Well, well,I fee the iflue of thefe Armes, 'Bull. Bring forth thefe men :
I cannot mend it,I muft needes confeffe, and Cjreene, I will not vex your foules,
Becaufe my power is weake, and all ill left: (Since prelently your foules muft part your bodies)
But if I could, by him that gaue me life, With too much vrging your pernitious liues,
I would attach you all,and make you ftoope For 'twere no Charitie : yet to wafli your blood
Vnto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. From off my hands, here in the view of men,
But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths.
I doe remaine as Neuter. So fare you well, You haue mis-led a Prince,a Royall King,
VnlefTe you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, A happie Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments,
And there repofe you for this Night. By you vnhappied,and disfigur'd cleane :

'Bull. An offer Vnckle, that wee will accept: You haue in manner with your finfull houres
But wee muft winne your Grace to goe with vs Made a Diuorce betwixt his Queene and him,
To Briftow Caftle, which they fay is held Broke the pofleffion of a Royall Bed,
By BuJhie,Bagot,zn& their Complices, And ftayn'd the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes,
The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, With teares drawn fro her eyes, with your foule wrongs.
Which I haue fworne to weed,and plucke away. My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth,

Torl^. It may be I will go with you: but yet He pawfe, Neere to the King in blood,and neere in loue,
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : Till you did make him mif-mterprete me,
Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries,
Things pair. redreffe,are now with me paft care. Exeunt. And figh'd my Englifh breath in forraine Clouds,

Eating the bitter bread of baniihment;
While you haue fed vpon my Seignories,
Dif-park'd my Parkes, and fell'd my Forreft Woods;

Sccena Quart a. 
From mine owne Windowes tome my Houfehold Coat,
Raz'd out my ImprefTe,leauing me no figne,
Saue mens opinions,and my liuing blood,
To fhew the World I am a Gentleman.

This, and much more,much more then twice all this,
Enter Salisbury, and a Captains. Condemnes you to the death : fee them deliuered ouer

To execution,and the hand of death.
Caft. My Lord of Salisbury, we haue ftayd ten dayes, Bujhle. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me,

And hardly kept our Countreymen together, Then cBulTmgbroo^e to England.
And yet we heare no tidings from the King ; Greene. My comfort is, that Heauen will take our foules,
Therefore we will difperfe our felues: farewell. And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell.

Sal. Stay yet another day,thou trultie Welchman, Bull. My Lord Northumberland,^ them difpatch'd :
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. Vnckle,you fay the Queene is at your Houfe,

Caft. 'Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ftay; For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated,
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, Tell her I fend to her my kind commends;
And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heauen ; Take fpeciall care my Greetings be deliuer'd.
The pale-fac'd Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, Tor^. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatch'd
And leane-look'd Prophets whifper fearefull change; With Letters of your loue, to her at large.
Rich men looke fad,and Ruffians dance and leape, Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away,
The one in feare, to loofe what they enioy, To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices;
The other to enioy by Rage,and Warre : A while to worke,and after holliday.
Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. Exeunt.
Fare well, our Countreymen are gone and fled,
As well affur'd Richard their King is dead. Exit. Sccena
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A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight,
Weake men muft fall,for Heauen ftill guards the right.

Enter Salisbury.
Scena Secunda. Welcome my Lord, how farre oft" lyes your Power?

Salisb. Nor neere, nor farther off", my gracious Lord,
Then this weake arme ; difcomfort guides my tongue,
And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire :

Drums : Fhurljh) and (Colours. One day too Jate, I feare (my Noble Lord)
Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth :

Enter Richard, Aumerle, Car Hie, and Souldiers. Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time returne.
And thou /halt haue twelue thoufand fighting men :

Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand ? To day,to day,vnhappie day too late
Au. Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, Orethrowes thy loyes, Friends, Fortune, and thy State;

After your late tolling on the breaking Seas? For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert'dead,
Rich. Needs muft I like it well : I weepe for ioy Are gone to Bullingbrooty,difperft, and fled.

To ftand vpon my Kingdome once againe. Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo
Deere Earth,I doe falute thee with my hand, pale ?
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : "^cb. But now the blood of twentie thoufand men
As a long parted Mother with her Child, Did triumph in my face, and they are fled,
Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting; And till fo much blood thither come againe,
So weeping,fmiling,greet I thee my Earth, Haue I not reafon to looke pale,and dead?
And doe thee fauor with my Royall hands. AH Soules that will be fate, flye from my fide,
Feed not thy Soueraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride.
Nor with thy Sweetes, comfort his rauenous fence : tAum. Comfort my Liege,remember who you are.
But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome, Rich. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not King?
And heauie-gated Toades lye in their way, Awake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou (leepeft :
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete, Is not the Kings Name fortie thoufand Names?
Which with vfurping fteps doe trample thee. Arme,arme my Name : a punie fubiecT: ftrikes
Yeeld flinging Nettles to mine Enemies; At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground,
And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, Ye Fauorites of a King: are wee not high f
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, High be our thoughts : I know my Vnckle Torl^e
Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch Hath Power enough to ferue our turne.
Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes Enemies. But who comes here-? Enter Scroofe.
Mock not my fencelefTe Coniuration, Lords; Scroofe. More health and happinefle betide my Liege,
This Earth fhall haue a feeling, and thefe Stones Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliuer him.
Proue armed Souldiers, ere her Natiue King Rich. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepar'd :
Shall falter vnder foule Rebellious Armes. The worft is worldly loire,thou canft vnfold:
Car.Feare not my Lord, that Power that made you King Say,Is my Kingdome loft? why'twas my Care:

Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. And what lolfe is it to be rid of Care ?
Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remifle, Striues 'Bull'mgbroo^e to be as Great as wee?

Whileftllu/ting&roofc through our fecuritie, Greater he lhall not be : If hee ferue God,
Crowes ftrong and great, in fubftance and in friends. Wee'l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo.

Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin,knoweft thou not, Reuolt our Subie£b?That we cannot mend,
That when the fearching Eye of Heauen is hid They breake their Faith to God,as well as vs:
Behind the Globe,that lights the lower World, Cry Woe, Deftruclion, Ruine, LolTe, Decay,
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad vnfeene, The worft is Death,and Death will haue his day.
In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here : Scroofe. Glad am I, that your HighnelTe is fo arm'd
But when from vnder this Terreftriall Ball To beare the tidings of Calamitie.
He fires the prowd tops of the Eafterne Pines, Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day,
And darts his Lightning through eu'ry guiltie hole, Which make the Siluer Riuers drowne their Shores,
Then Murthers,Treafons,and detefted fmnes As if the World were all difTolu'd to teares :
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) So high,aboue his Limits, fwells the Rage
Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues. Of Bulllngbroo^e, couering your fearefull Land
So when this Theefe,this Trzjlor'BuUingbroo!^, With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele:
Who all this while hath reuell'd in the Night, White Beares haue arm'd their thin and hairelelTe Scalps
Shall fee vs rifmg in our Throne, the Eaft, Againft thy Maieftie, and Boyes with Womens Voyces,
His Treafons will fit blufliing in his face, Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioints
Not able to endure the light of Day ; In ftiffe vnwieldie Armes : againft thy Crowne
But felfe-affrighted,tremble at his finne. Thy very Beadf-men learne to bend their Bowes
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea Of double fatall Eugh : againft thy State
Can walh the Balme from an anoynted King; Yea Diftaffe-Women manage ruftie Bills:
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe Againft thy Seat both young arrd old rebell,
The Deputie eleded by the Lord : And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell.
For euery man that Bullingbroo^e hath preft, Rich. Too well, too well thou tell'ft a Tale fo ill.
To lift Ihrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, Where is the Earle of Wiltlhire? where is 'Ba
Heauen for his Richard hath in heauenly pay What is become oFBuJhie! where is Qreene ?

That
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That they haue let the dangerous Enemie To change Blowes with thee,for our day of Doome :
Meafure our Confines with fuch peacefull fteps ? This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne,
If we preuaile, their heads fhall pay for it. An eafie taske it is to winne our owne.
I warrant they haue made peace with cBuUingbrool(e. Say Scroope,where lyes our Vnckle with his Power?

Scroope. Peace haue they made with him indeede(my Speake fweetly man,although thy lookes be fowre.
Lord.) Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie

Rich. Oh Villains,Vipers, damned without redemption, The ftate and inclination of the day;
Dogges,eafily woon to fawne on any man, So may you by my dull and heauie Eye :
Snakes in my heart blood warm'd, that fting my heart, My Tongue hath but a heauier Tale to fay :
Three ludafles, each one thrice worfe then ludas, I play the Torturer,by fmall and fmall
Would they make peace? terrible Hell make warre To lengthen out the worft,that muft be fpoken.
Vpon their fpotted Soules for this Offence. Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn'd with Bullingbroo^e^

Scroope. Sweet Loue(I fee) changing his propertie, And all your Northerne Caftlei yeelded vp,
Turnes to the fowreft,and moft deadly hate: And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes
Againe vncurfe their Soules; their peace is made Vpon his Faction.
With Heads,and not with Hands:thofe whom you curfe Rjch. Thou haft faid enough.
Haue felt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand, Befhrew thee Coufin, which didft lead me forth
And lye full low,grau'd in the hollow ground. Of that fweet way I was in, to defpaire :

Aum, Is 'Bufhie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltshire What fay you now? What comfort haue we now f
dead "i1 By Heauen He hate him euerlaftingly,

Scroope. Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads. That bids me be of comfort any more.
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? Goe to Flint Caftle,there He pine away,
Rich. No matter where; of comfort no man fpeake : A King, Woes ibue, fhall Kingly Woe obey :

Let's talke of Graues,of Wormes,and Epitaphs, That Power I haue,difcharge,and let'em goe
Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes To eare the Land, that hath fome hope to grow,
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. For I haue none. Let no man fpeake againe
Let's chufe Executors,and talke of Wills : To alter this,for counfaile is but vaine.
And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath, Aum. My Liege, one word.
Saue our depofed bodies to the ground? Rich. He does me double wrong,
Our Lands,our Liues,and all are Bullingbroofyes, That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.
And nothing can we call our owne, but Death, Difcharge my followers : let them hence away,
And that fmall Modell of the barren Earth, From Richards Night,to Bullingbroofys faire Day.
Which ferues as Pafte,and Couer to our Bones: Exeunt.
For Heauens fake let vs fit vpon the ground,
And tell fad flories of the death of Kings:
How fome haue been depos'd, fome flaine in warre, Scana Tertia.
Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos'd,
Some poyfon'd by their Wiues, fome Sleeping kill'd,
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne

That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, Enter with Drum and Colours^ullingbroo^e,
Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits Yor^e, Northumberland, Attendants.
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe,
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 'Bull. So'that by this intelligence we learne
To Monarchize,be fear'd,and kill with lookes, The Welchmen are difpers'd,and Salisbury
Infilling him with felfe and vaine conceit, Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed
As if this Flefli, which walls about our Life, With fome few priuate friends,vpon this Coaft.
Were BrafTe impregnable : and humor'd thus, North. The newes is very faire and good,my Lord,
Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne Richard,not farre from hence, hath hid his head.
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King. Tcrl(. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland,
Couer your heads,and mock not flefh and blood To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day,
With folemne Reuerence : throw away Refpedl, When fuch a facred King fliould hide his head.
Tradition,Forme,and Ceremonious dutie, North. Your Grace miftakes : onely to be briefe,
For you haue but miftooke me all this while: Left I his Title out.
I liue with Bread like you, feele Want, Yor\, The time hath beene,
Tafte Griefe,need Friends: fubiefted thus, Would you haue beene fo briefe with him, he would
How can you fay to me, I am a King? Haue beene fo briefe with you, to fhorten you,
CarLMy Lord, wife men ne're waile their prefent woes, For taking fo the Head,your whole heads length.

But prefently preuent the wayes to waile : 'Bull. Miftake not (Vnckle) farther then you fhould.
To feare the Foe,fince feare opprefleth ftrength, Tor\. Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fliould.
Giues in your weakeneiTe,ftrength vnto your Foe; Leaft you miftake the Heauens are ore your head.
Feare,and be flaine,no worfe can come to fight, Bull. I know it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my felfe
And fight and die,is death deftroying death, Againft their will. But who comes here?
Where fearing, dying, payes death feruile breath. Enter Terete.

Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, Welcome Harry what, will not this Caftle yeeld f
And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. Per. The Caftle royally is mann'd,my Lord,

Ricb.Thou chid'ft me welhproud 'Bulllngbrooke I come Againft thy entrance.
'Bull. Roy.
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Bull. Royally? Why,it containes no King? Armies of Peftilence, and they fhall ftrike
Per. Yes (my good Lord) Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbegot,

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes That lift your Vaffall Hands againft my Head,
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne.
And with him, the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, Tell 'Bulliagkroofy, for yond me thinkes he is,
Sir Stephen Scroops, befides a Clergie man That euery ftride he makes vpon my Land,
Of holy reuerence j who, I cannot learne. Is dangerous Treafon : He is come to ope

North. Oh, belike it is the Bifhop of Carlile. The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre ;
'Bull. Noble Lord, But ere the Crowne he lookes for,Hue in peace,

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes
Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle Shall ill become the flower of Englands face,
Into his ruin'd Eares, and thus deliuer : Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace
Henry Bullingbroo\e vpon his knees doth kiffe To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew
King Richards, hand,and fends allegeance Her Paftors Graffe with faithfull Englifh Blood.
And true faith of heart to his Royall Perfon: hither come North. The King of Heauen forbid our Lord the King
Euen at his feet, to lay my Armes and Power, Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes
Prouided,that my Banifhment repeal'd, Be rufh'd vpon : Thy thrice-noble Coufin,
And Lands reftor'd againe,be freely graunted : Harry <-Bul!ingbroo/(e,doth humbly kiffe thy hand,
If not, He vfe th'aduantage of my Power, And by the Honorable Tombe he fweares,
And lay the Summers duft with fhowers of blood, That ftands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bones,
Rayn'd from the wounds of Daughter'd Englishmen ; And by the Royalties of both your Bloods,
The which,how farre off from the mind of ̂ BuUingbrao^e (Currents that fpring from one moft gracious Head)
It is, fuch Crimfon Tempeft fhould bedrench And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt,
The frefli grcene Lap of faire King Richards Land, And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe,
My ftooping dutie tenderly fhall fhew. Comprifing all that may be fworne,or faid,
Goe fignifie as much, while here we march His comming hither hath no further (cope,
Vpon the Graffie Carpet of this Plainer Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge
Let's march without the noyfe of threatning Drum, Infranchifement immediate on his knees :
That from this Caftles tatter'd Battlements Which on thy Royall partie graunted once,
Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd. His glittering Armes he will commend to'Ruft,
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould meet His barbed Steedes to Stables,and his heart
With no leffe terror then the Elements To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie :
Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoake This fweares he, as he is a Prince,is iuft,
At meeting teares the cloudie Cheekes of Heauen : And as I am a Gentleman,! credit him.
Be he the fire,IleJbe the yeelding Water; Rich. Northumberland,^ thus : The King returnes,
The Rage be his, while on the Earth I raine His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither,
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. And all the number of his faire demands
March on,and marke King Rjchard how he lookes. Shall be accomplifh'd without contradiction :

Parle tritbcut, and anfaere within: then a Flourijh. With all the gracious vtterance thou haft,
Enter on the Walls, Richard, Carlile,Numeric, Scroop, Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends.
Salisbury. We doe debafe our felfe(Coufin)doe we not,

See,fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appeare To looke fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire ?
As doth the blufhing difcontented Sunne, Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend
From out the fierie Portall of the Eaft, Defiance to the Traytor, and fo die ?
When he perceiues the enuious Clouds are bent Aum. No,good my Lord,let's fight with gentle words,
To dimme his glory,and to ftaine the tract Till time lend friends,and friends their helpeful Swords.
Of his bright paffage to the Occident. Rich. Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine,

TorT^. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye That layd the Sentence of dread Bani/hment
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth On yond prowd man, fhould take it off againe
Controlling Maieftie : alack,alack,for woe, With words of footh : Oh that I were as great
That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhew. As is my Griefe,or leffer then my Name,

Rich. Wee are amaz'd,and thus long haue we flood Or that I could forget what I haue beene,
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, Or not remember what I muft be now:
Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfull King : Swell'ft thou prowd heart? He giue thee fcope to beat,
And if we bs, how dare thy ioynts forget Since Foes haue fcope to beat both thee and me.
To pay their awful! dutie to our prefence ? Aum. Northumberland comes backe from '"Bulling-
If we be not,fhew vs the Hand of God, brool^e.
That hath difmifs'd vs from our Stewardship, Rich. What muft the King doe nowfmuft he fubrnit?
For well wee know, no Hand of Blood and Bone The King fhall doe it: Muft he be depos'd "?
Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, The King fhall be contented: Muft he loofe
Vnleffe he doe prophane,fteale,or vfurpe. The Name of King ? o' Gods Name let it goe.
And though you thinke,that all,as you haue done, He giue my lewels for a fett of Beades,
Haue torne their Soules,by turning them from vs, My gorgeous Pallace,for a Hermitage,
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends: My gay Apparrell,for an Almes-mans Gowne,
Yet know, my Mafter, God Omnipotent, My figur'd Goblets, for a Difh of Wood,
Is muftring in his Clouds, on our behalfe, My Scepter,for a Palmers walking Staffe,

My
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My Subie£ts,for a payre of carued Saints,
And my large Kingdome,for a little Graue,
A little little Graue,an obfcure Graue.
Or He be buryed in the Kings high-way,
Some way of common Trade, where Subjects feet Scena Quarta.
May howrely trample on their Soueraignes Head :
For on my heart they tread now,whileft I liue ;
And buryed once, why not vpon my Head f Enter the Queens,and two Ladies.
tAumerle,thou weep'ft (my tender-hearted Coufin)
Wee'le make foule Weather with defpifed Teares: .Qa.What fport fhall we deuife here in this Garden,
Our fighes, and they,fhall lodge the Summer Corne, To driue away the heauie thought of Care ?
And make a Dearth in this reuolting Land. La. Madame, wee'le play at Bowles.
Or fhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, Qu.'Twill make me thinke the World is full of Rubs,
And make fome prettie Match, with fhedding Teares? And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas.
As thus : to drop them ftill vpon one place, La. Madame, wee'le Dance.
Till they haue fretted vs a payre of Graues, £>u. My Legges can keepe no meafure in Delight,
Within the Earth : and therein lay'd,there lyes When my poore Heart no meafure keepes in Griefe.
Two Kinfmen,digg'd their Graues with weeping Eyes? Therefore no Dancing(GirleJ fome other fport.
Would not this ill,doe well? Well, well,I fee La. Madame,wee'le tell Tales.
I talke but idly,and you mock at mee. £$u. Of Sorrow, or of Griefe ?
Moft mightie Prince,my Lord Northumberland, La. Of eyther, Madame.
What fayes King Bullingbroofy? Will his Maieftie <$u. Of neyther,Girle.
Giue Richard leaue to liue,till Richard die1? For if of loy, being altogether wanting,
You make a Legge,and ̂ullingbrooke fayes I. It doth remember me the more of Sorrow :

North. My Lord,in the bafe Court he doth attend Or if of Griefe, being altogether had,
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe. It addes more Sorrow to my want of loy :

Rich. Downe,downe I come,like glift'ring Phaeton, For what I haue,I need not to repeat;
Wanting the manage of vnruly lades. And what I want,it bootes not to complaine.
In the bafe Court? bafe Court, where Kings grow bafe, La. Madame, lie fing.
To come atTraytors Calls,and doe them Grace. ^a.'Tis well that thou haft caufe :
_ln the bafe Court come down: down Court, down King, But thou ihould'ft pleafe me better, would'ft thou weepe.
For night-Owls fhrike, where mouting Larks fhould fing. La. I could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good.

'Bull. What fayes his Maieftie ? S^u. And I could fing, would weeping doe me good,
North. Sorrow,and griefe of heart And neuer borrow any Teare of thee.

Makes him fpeake fondly, like a frantick man: Enter a Gardiner,and (TOO Seruants.
Yet he is come. But ftay,here comes the Gardiners,

'Bull. Stand all apart, Let's ftep into the fhadow of thefe Trees.
And fliew faire dutie to his Maieftie. My wretchednen"e,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes,
My gracious Lord. They'le talke of State: for euery one doth fo,

Rich. Faire Coufin, Againft a Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe.
You debafe your Princely Knee, Card. Goe binde thou vp yond dangling Apricocks,
To make the bafe Earth prowd with kiffing it. Which like vnruly Children,make their Syre
Me rather had,my Heart might feele your Loue, Stoupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weight:
Then my vnpleas'd Eye fee your Courtefie. Giue fome fupportance to the bending twigges.
Vp Coufin, vp, your Heart is vp,l know, Goe thou,and like an Executioner
Thus high at leaft, although your Knee be low. Cut oft'the heads of too faft growing fprayes,

Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth :
owne. All muft be euen,in our Gouernment.

Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and You thus imploy'd, 1 will goe root away
all. The noyfome Weedes,that without profit fucke

Bull. So farre be mine, my moft redoubted Lord, The Soyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers.
As my true feruice fhall deferue your loue. Ser. Why fliould we,in the compafle of a Pale,

Rich. Well you deferu'd : Keepe Law and Forme,and due Proportion,
They well deferue to haue, Shewing as in a Modell our firme Eftate ?
That know the ftrong'ft, and fureft way to get. When our Sea-wailed Garden, the whole Land,
Vnckle giue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes, Is full of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choakt vp,
Teares fhew their Loue,but want their Remedies. Her Fruit-trees all vnpruin'd,her Hedges ruin'd,
Coufin,! am too young to be your Father, Her Knots diforder'd,and her wholefome Hearbes
Though you are old enough to be my Heire. Swarming with Caterpillars.
What you will haue,Ile giue,and willing to, Card. Hold thy peace.
For doe we muft,what force will haue vs doe. He that hath fuffer'd this diforder'd Spring,
Set on towards London : Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe.
Coufin, is it fo? The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaues did ihelter,

cBull. Yea, my good Lord. That feem'djin eating him,to hold him vp,
Rich. Then 1 muft not fay, no. Are pull'd vp, Root and all, by BuUingbroo^e :

Flovnjb. Exeunt. I meane,the Earle of Wiltfhire, Bufiie, Greene.
d £r.What,
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Ser. What are they dead ? Now ̂ Bagot, freely fpeake thy minde,
Card. They are, What thou do'ft know of Noble Gloufters death :

And 'TSullingbrooke hath feiz'd the waftefull King. Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'd
Oh, whatpitty is it, that he had not fo trim'd The bloody Office of his TimelerTe end.
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden,at time of yeare, 'Bag. Then fet before my face, the LovA Aumerle.
And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trees, Bui. Cofin,ftand forth, and looke vpon that man.
Leaft being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood, Bag. My Lord Aumerh, I know your daring tongue
With too much riches it confound it felfe ? Scornes to vnfay, what it hath once deliuer'd.
Had he done fo, to great and growing men, In that dead time, when Gloufters death was plotted,
They might haue liu'd to beare, and he to tafte I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length,
Their fruites of dutie. Superfluous branches That reacheth from the reftfull Engiifh Court
We lop away, that bearing boughes may liue: As farre as CaDis, to my Vnkles head.
Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, Amongft much other talke, that very time,
Which wafte and idle houres,hath quite thrown downe. I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe

Ser. What thinke you the King mall be depos'd? The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes,
Gar. Depreft he is already,and depos'd Then Bullingbroolfes returne to England ; adding withall,

'Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night How bleft this Land would be, in this your Cofms death.
To a deere Friend of the Duke of Yorkes, Aum. Princes, and Noble Lords :
That tell blacke tydings. What anfwer mail I make to this bafe man ?

Qu.Oh I am preft to death through want of fpeaking: Shall I fo much dimonor my faire Starres,
Thou old Adams likeneffe, fet to drefle this Garden : On equall termes to giue him chafticement?
How dares thy harm rude tongue found this vnpleafing Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd
What Eue? what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes With th'Attaindor of his /hnd'rous Lippes.
To make a fecond fall of curfed man? There is my Gage, the manuall Scale of death
Why do'ft thou fay, King Richard is depos'd, That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeft,
Dar'ft thou, thou little better thing then earth, And will maintaine what thou haft faid, is falfe,
Diuine his downfall ? Say, where, when,and how In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe
Cam'ft thou by this ill-tydings? Speake thou wretch. To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword.

Card. Pardon me Madam. Little ioy haue I 'Bui. ̂ Bagct forbeare, thou malt not take it vp.
To breath thefe newes; yet what I fay,is true ; Aum* Excepting one, I would he were the beft
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold In all this prefence, that hath mou'd me fo.
Of Bulllngbrooke, their Fortunes both are weigh'd : Fit-x. If that thy valour ftand on fympathize :
In your Lords Scale,is nothing but himfelfe, There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine :
And fome few Vanities, that make him light: By that fiire Sunne, that ftewes me where thou ftand'ft,
But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrooty, I heard thee fay (and vauntingly thou fpak'ft it)
Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifti Peeres, That thou wer't caufe of Noble Gloufters death.
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. If thou denieft it, twenty times thou lyeft,
Pofte you to London, and you'l finde it fo, And I will turne thy falfhood to thy hart,
I fpeake no more, then euery one doth know. Where it was forged with my Rapiers point.

Qu. Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foote, Aum. Thou dar'ft not (Coward) liue to fee the day.
Doth not thy EmbalTage belong to me ? Fit*. Now by my Soule, I would it were this houre.
And am I laft that knowes it? Oh thou think'ft Aum. Fit-zwater thou art damn'd to hell for this.
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe Per. Aumerle, thou lye'ft : his Honor is as true
Thy forrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe, In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuft :
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage
What was I borne to this: that my fad looke, To proue it on thee, to th'extreameft point
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrool^e. Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ft.
Gard'ner, for telling me this newes of woe, Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off,
I would the Plants thou graft'ft, may neuer grow. Exit. And neuer brandifh more reuengefull Steele,

G.Poore Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, Ouer the glittering Helmet of my Foe.
I would my skill were fubiecl to thy curfe: Surrey. My Lord Fitx-water :
Heere did me drop a teare, heere in this place I do remember well, the very time
He fet a Banke of Rew, fowre Herbe ofGrace: eAumerle, and you did talke.
Rue, eu'n for ruth, heere fhortly mall be feene, Fit*. My Lord,
In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene. Exit. 'Tis very true : You were in prefence then,

And you can witneffe with me, this is true.
Surrey. As falfe, by heauen,

ASlusQuartus. Sc&na^Prima. As Heauen it felfe is true.Fit*. Surrey, thou Lyeft.
Surrey. Dimonourable Boy ;

That Lye, mail lie fo heauy on my Sword,
Enter as to the Parliament, <rBuU'mgbroo\e, Aumerle, Nor- That it mall render Vengeance, and Reuenge,

thumberland, 'fercie, Fifz-Water, Surrey,Qarlile, Abbot Till thou the Lye-giuer, and that Lye, doe lye
of Weftminfter. Herauld, Officers, and Bagot. In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull.

In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne,
'Bullingbrookf. Call forth 'Bagot. Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar'ft.
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Fitziv. How fondly do'ft thou fpurre a forward Horfe? The blood of Engliih fhall manure the ground,

If I dare eate,or drinke,or breathe,or liue, And future Ages groane for his foule A<S.
I dare meete Surrey in a Wilderneffe, Peace ihall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels,
And fpit vpon him, whileft I fay he Lyes, And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres
And Lyes, and Lyes: there is my Bond of Faith, Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound.
To tye thee to my ftrong Correction. Diforder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie
As I intend to thriue in this new World, Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call'd
Aumerle is guiltie of my true Appeale. The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.
Befides,! heard the baniih'd Norfol{e fay, Oh, if you reare this Houfe, againft this Houfe
That thou Aumerh didft fend two of thy men, It will the wofulleft Diuifion proue,
To execute the Noble Duke at Callis. That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth.

Aum. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage, Preuent it, refift it,and let it not be fo,
That Norfol^e lyes : here doe I throw downe this, Leaft Child,Childs Children cry againft you, Woe.
If he may be repealed, to trie his Honor. North. Well haue you argu'd Sir: and for your paines,

'Bull. Thefe differences fliall all reft vnder Gage, Of Capitall Treafon we arreft you here.
Till Norfolly be repeal'd : repeal'd he ihall be; My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge,
And (though mine Enemie)reftor'd againe To keepe him fafely, till his day of Tryall.
To all his Lands and Seignories: when hee's return'd, May it pleafe you,Lords,to grant the Commons Suit?
Againft Aumerle we will enforce his Tryall. "Bull. Fetch hither ff(icbard, that in common view

Carl. That honorable day ihall ne're be feene. He may furrender: fo we ihall proceede
Many a time hath baniih'd Norfolfy fought Without fufpition.
For lefu Chrift, in glorious Chriftian field Torke. I will be his Conduct. Exit.
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian Crofle, 'Ba//. Lords,you that here are vnder our Arreft,
Againft black Pagans,Turkes,and Saracens: Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer :
And toyl'd with workes of Warre, retyr'd himfelfe Little are we beholding to your Loue,
To Italy,and there at Venice gaue And little look'd for at your helping Hands.
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth,
And his pure Soule vnto his Captaine Chrift, Enter 'Richard and Yorl^e.
Vnder whofe Colours he had fought fo long. Rich. Alack, why am I fent for to a King,

Bull. Why Bi(hop,is Norfolfy dead ? Before I haue ihooke off the Regall thoughts
Carl. As fure as 1 liue,my Lord. Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet haue learn'd
Bull. Sweet peace conduct his fweet Soule To infinuate, flatter, bowe,and bend my Knee.

To the Bofome of good old Abraham. Giue Sorrow leaue a while,to future me
Lords Appealants,your diftereces fhal all reft vnder gage, To this fubmiffion. Yet I well remember
Till we affigne you to your dayes of Tryall. The fauors of thefe men : were they not mine ?

Enter TCorfye. Did they not fometime cry, All hayle to me?
Yorfye. Great Duke of Lancafter,I come to thee So ludat did to Chrift: but he in twelue,

From plume-pluckt ̂cbard, who with willing Soule Found truth in all,but one; I,in twelue thoufand,none.
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds God faue the King: will no man fay,Amen?
To the pofieffion of thy Royall Hand. Am I both Prieft,and Clarke? well then, Amen.
Afcend his Throne,descending now from him, God faue the King, although I be not hee :
And long liue Henry, of that Name the Fourth. And yet Amen,if Heauen doe thinke him mee.

'Bull. In Gods Name, He afcend the Regall Throne. To doe what feruice, am I fent for hither?
Carl. Mary, Heauen forbid. Tor^e. To doe that office of thine owne good will,

Worft in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake, Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer:
Yet beft befeeming me to fpeake the truth. The Refignation of thy State and Crowne
Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence To Henry 'TSullmgbrookf.
Were enough Noble, to be vpright ludge Rich.G'me me the Crown.Here Coufin,feize y Crown:
Of Noble Richard: then true NoblenefTe would Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine.
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong, Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well,
What Subieft can giue Sentence on his King ? That owes two Buckets, filling one another,
And who fits here, that is not Richards Subieftf The emptier euer dancing in the ayre,
Theeues are not iudg'd,but they are by to heare, The other downe, vnfeene, and full of Water:
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am I,
And (hall the figure of Gods Maieftie, Drinking my Griefes,whil'ft you mount vp on high.
His Captaine,Steward,Deputie eleft, Bull. I thought you had been willing to refigne.
Anoynted,Crown'd, planted many yeeres, Rich. My Crowne I am, but ftill my Griefes are mine:
Be iudg'd by fubiedl, and inferior breathe, You may my Glories and my State depofe,
And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh, forbid it, God, But not my Griefes; ftill am I King of thofe.
That in a Chriftian Climate,Soules refin'de Bull. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne.
Should fhew fo heynous,black,obfcene a deed. Rich. Your Cares fet vp, do not pluck my Cares downe.
I fpeake to Subie<fts,and a Subieft fpeakes, My Care, is loffe of Care, by old Care done,
Stirr'd vp by Heauen, thus boldly for his King. Your Care,is gaine of Care, by new Care wonne :
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, The Cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away,
Is a foule Traytor to prowd Hereford^ King. They 'tend the Crowne,yet ftill with me they ftay:
And if you Crowne him, let me prophecie, 'Bull. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne ?

d 2, Rich. I,
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Rich. I,no; no,I:for I muft nothing bee: That it may fhew me what a Face I haue,

Therefore no, no,for I refigne to thee. Since it is Bankrupt of his Maieftie.
Now,marke me how I will vndoe my felfe. 'Bui!. Goe fome of you, and fetch a Looking-Ghffe.
I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head, .ZWd>.Read o're this Paper,while y Glaffe doth come.
And this vnwieldie Scepter from my Hand, Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell.
The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart. Bull.Vrge it no more,my Lord Northumberland.
With mine owne Teares I wafh away my Balme, Nortb.The. Commons will not then be fatisfy'd.
With mine owne Hands I giue away my Crowne, .Rfc/b.They fhall be fatisfy'd : He reade enough,
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, When I doe fee the very Booke indeede,
With mine owne Breath releafe all dutious Oathes; Where all my finnes are writ,and that's my felfe.
All Pompe and Maieftie I doe forfweare : Enter one with a Glajje.
My Manors, Rents, Reuenues, I forgoe; Giue me that Glaffe,and therein will I reade.
My Afts, Decrees, and Statutes I denie : No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow ftrucke
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to mee, So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine,
God keepe all Vowes vnbroke are made to thee. And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glaffe,
Make me, that nothing haue, with nothing grieu'd, Like to my followers in profperitie,
And thou with all pleas'd,that haft all atchieu'd. Thou do'it beguile me. Was this Face, the Face
Long may'ft thou Hue in Richards Seat to fit, That euery day, vnder his Houfe-hold Roote,
And foone lye Richard in an Earthie Pit. Did keepe ten thoufand men ? Was this the Face,
God faue King Henry, vn-King'd Richard fayes, That like the Sunne, did make beholders winke i
And fend him many yeeres of Sunne-ihine dayes. Is this the Face,which fac'd fo many follyes,
What more remaines? That was at laft out-fac'd by Bulltngbrooly ?

North. No more : but that you reade A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face,
Thefe Accufadons, and thefe grieuous Crymes, As brittle as the Glory, is the Face,
Committed by your Perfon, and your followers, For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhiuers.
Againft the State,and Profit of this Land : Marke filent King, the Morall of this fport,
That by conferring them, the Soules of men How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy'd my Face.
May deeme, that you are worthily depos'd. Bull. The fhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy'd

Rich. Muft I doe fo ? and muft I rauell out The fhadow of your Face.
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumberland, Rich. Say that againe.
If thy Offences were vpon Record, The madow of my Sorrow: ha, let's fee,
Would it not fhame thee,in fo faire a troupe, 'Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within,
To reade a Ledlure of them ? If thou would'ft, And thefe externall manner of Laments,
There fhould'ft thou finde one heynous Article, Are meerely fhadowes, to the vnfeene Griefe,
Contayning the depofing of a King, That fwells with filence in the tortur'd Soule.
And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, There lyes the fubftance : and I thanke thee King
Mark'd with a Blot, damn'd in the Booke of Heauen. For thy great bountie,that not onely giu'ft
Nay,all of you, that ftand and looke vpon me, Me caufe to wayle, but teacheft me the way
Whil'ft that my wretchedneffe doth bait my felfe, How to lament the caufe. He begge one Boone,
Though fome of you, with Pilate,Vfaih your hands, And then be gone, and trouble you no more.
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Pilates Shall I obtaine it?
Haue here deiiuer'd me to my fowre Croffe, Bull. Name it, fake Coufin.
And Water cannot wafh away your fmne. Rjcb. Faire Coufin? I am greater then a King:

North. My Lord difpatch,reade o're thefe Articles. For when I was a King, my flatterers
Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,! cannot fee: Were then but fubiedts; being now a fubiecT:,

And yet fait-Water blindes them not fo much, I haue a King here to my flatterer:
But they can fee a fort of Traytors here. Being fo great, I haue no neede to begge.
Nay, if I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 'Bull. Yet aske.
I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft : Rich. And fliall I haue "?
For I haue giuen here my Soules confent, 'Bull. You fliall.
T'vndeck the pompous Body of a King ; Rich. Then giue me leaue to goe.
Made Glory bafe ; a Soueraigntie,a Slaue ; Bull. Whither?
Prowd Maieftie, a Subiedl; State,a Pefant. Rich. Whither you will,fo I were from your fights.

North. My Lord. Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him to the Tower.
Rich. No Lord of thine,thou haught-infulting man; Rich. Oh good: conuey: Conueyers are you all,

No,nor no mans Lord : I haue no Name,no Title; That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall.
No, not that Name was giuen me at the Font, 'Bull.On Wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe
But 'tis vfurpt: alack the heauie day, Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your felues. Sxeunt.
That I haue worne fo many Winters out, slbbot.A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld.
And know not now, what Name to call my felfe. Carl. The Woes to come, the Children yet vnborne,
Oh, that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow, Shall feele this day as iharpe to them as Thorne.
Standing before the Sunne ofBullingbroofe, eAum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. To rid the Realme of this pernicious Blot.
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, sAbbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein,
And if my word be Sterling yet in England, You /hall not onely take the Sacrament,
Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight, To bury mine intents,but alfo to effedt

What
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What euer I fhall happen to deuife. You muft to Pomfret, not vnto the Tower.
I fee your Browes are full of Difcontent, And Madame, there is order ta'ne for you :
Your Heart of Sorrow,and your Eyes of Teares. With all fwift fpeed,you muft away to France.
Come home with me to Supper,Ile lay a Plot Rich. Northumberland,thou Ladder wherewithall
Shall fhew vs all a merry day. Exeunt. The mounting ̂Bullingbroo^e afcends my Throne,

The time fhall not be many houres of age,
More then it is, ere foule finne, gathering head,
Shall breake into corruption:thou fhalt thinke,

AStusQwntus. Scena^Prima. Though he diuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe,
It is too little,helping him to all:
He fhall thinke, that thou which know'ft the way
To plant vnrightfull Kings,wilt know againe,

Enter Queene, and Ladies. Being ne're fo little vrg'd another way,
Qu. This way the King will come: this is the way To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne.

To luliiu Ca'fars ill-eredted Tower: The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Feare ;
To whofe flint Bofome,my condemned Lord That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one,or both,
Is doom'd a Prifoner, by prowd cBullingbroo^e. To worthie Danger,and deferued Death.
Here let vs reft, if this rebellious Earth North. My guilt be on my Head,and there an end :
Haue any refting for her true Kings Queene. Take leaue,and part, for you muft part forthwith.

Enter Richard, and Quard. Rich. Doubly diuorc'd?(bad men) ye violate
But foft, but fee, or rather doe not fee, A two-fold Marriage; 'twixt my Crowne,and me,
My faire Rofe wither : yet looke vp ; behold, And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife.
That you in pittie may diffolue to dew, Let me vn-kifTe the Oath 'twixt thee,and me ;
And wafh him frefh againe with true.loue Teares. And yet not fo,for with a Kifle'twas made. '
Ah thou,the Modell where old Troy did ftand, Part vs,Northumberland: I,towards the North,
Thou Mappe of Honor, thcu King Richards Tombe, Where fhiuering Cold and SicknefTe pines the Clyme :
And not King Richard: thou molt beauteous Inne, My Queene to France : from whence,fet forth in pompe,
Why fhould hard-fauor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee, She came adorned hither like fweet May;
When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft. Sent back like Kollowmas,or ftiort'ft of day.

Rich. loyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo, £>u. And muft we be diuided ? muft we part ?
To make my end too fudden : learne good Soule, Rich. I,hand from hand(my Loue)and heart fro heart.
To thinke our former State a happie Dreame, Qu. Banifh vs both,and fend the King with me.
From which awak'd,the truth of what we are, North. That were fome Loue,but little Pollicy.
Shewes vs but this. I am fworne Brother (Sweet) S^u. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe.
To grim Neceffitie ; and hee and I Rich.So two together weeping,make one Woe.
Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, Weepe thou for me in France; I,for thee heere:
And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Houfe : Better farre oft", then neere,be ne're the neere.
Our holy Hues muft winne a,new Worlds Crowne, Goe, count thy Way with Sighes; I, mine with Groanes.
Which our prophane houres here haue ftricken downe. Qu,. So longeft Way fhall haue thelongeft Moanes.

Shi. What, is my Richard both in fhape and minde l^icb.Twice for one ftep He groane,y Way being fhort,
Transform'd,and weaken'd f Hath Bullingbrool^e And peece the Way out with a heauie heart.
Depos'd thine Intellect? hath he beene in thy Heart? Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let's be briefe,
The Lyon dying,thrufteth forth his Paw, Since wedding it,there is fuch length in Griefe :
And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,with rage One Kifle fhall flop our mouthes, and dumbely part;
To be o're-powr'd : and wilt thou,Pupill-like, Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart.
Take thy Correction mildly, kifTe the Rodde, Qu. Giue me mine owne againe:'twere no good part,
And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart.
Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beafts? So, now I haue mine owne againe, be gone,

Rich. A King of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts, That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane.
I had beene ftill a happy King of Men. Rich.We make Woe wanton with this fond delay:
GoodCfometime Queenejprepare thee hence for France: Once more adieu; the reft,let Sorrow fay. Exeunt.
Thinke I am dead,and that euen here thou tak'ft,
As from my Death-bed, my laft liuing leaue.

In Winters tedious Nights ftt by the fire Sccena Secunda.With good old folkes, and let them tell thee Tales
Of wofull Ages, long agoe betide :
And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their griefe,
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, Enter Yorl^e,andhis Ducheffe.
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds :
For why? the fencelefTe Brands will fympathize Duch. My Lord,you told me you would tell the reft,
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue, When weeping made you breake the ftory off,
And in compaffion, weepe the fire out: Of our two Coufins comming into London.
And fome will mourne in afhes,fome coale-black, Torke. Where did I leaue?
For the depofing of a rightfull King. Duch. At that fad ftoppe,my Lord,

Enter Northumberland. Where rude mif-gouern'd hands, from Windowes tops,
Nortb.My Lord, the mind of Bulttngbroofy is chang'd. Threw duft and rubbifh on King Richards head.
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Tor{e. Then, as I faid, the Duke, great tBulKngbrool{e, Boy, let me fee the Writing.

Mounted vpon a hot and fierie Steed, Aum. I do befeech you pardon me,I may not fliew it.
Which his afpiring Rider feem'd to know, Tor. I will be fatisfied:let me fee it I fay. Snatches it
With flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe: Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine,Traitor,Slaue.
While all tongues cride, God faue thee BuHingbrooJy. Dut. What's the matter, my Lord ?
You would haue thought the very windowes fpake, Torfe. Hoa, who's within there ? Saddle my horfe.
So many greedy lookes of yong and old, Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is heere ?
Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes Dut. Why,what is't my Lord?
Vpon his vifage : and that all the walles, Torly. Giue me my boots, 1 fay : Saddle my horfe :
With painted Imagery had faid at once, Now by my Honor,my life,my troth,
lefu preferue thee, welcom Bullingbroo^e. I will appeach the Villaine.
Whil ft he, from one fide to the other turning, Dut. What is the matter ?
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, Tcr^e. Peace foolifli Woman.
Befpake them thus : I thanke you Countrimen : 'Dut. I will not peace. What is the matter Sonne?
And thus ftill doing, thus he part along. Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more

'Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? Then my poore life muft anfwer.
Tor^e. As in a Theater, the eyes of men Dut. Thy life anfwer ?

After a well grac'd Aftor leaues the Stage, Enter Seruant frith Boots.
Are idlely bent on him that enters next, Tor. Bring me my Boots, I will vnto the King.
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: T>ut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, y art amaz'd,
Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my fight.
Did fcowle on Richard: no man cride, God faue him : Tor. Giue me my Boots,! fay.
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home, Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do?
But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head, Wilt thou not hide the Trefpafie of thine owne ?
Which with fuch gentle forrow he /hooke off, Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to haue ?
His face ftill combating with teares and fmiles Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time?
(The badges of his greefe and patience) And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age,
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) fteel'd And rob me of a happy Mothers name?
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, Is he not like thee? Is he not thine owne?
And Barbarifme it felfe haue pittied him. Tor. Thou fond mad woman :
But heauen hath a hand in thefe euents, Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiracy?
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. A dozen of them heere haue tane the Sacrament,
To ̂ Bullingbroofy, are we fworne Subiedls now, And interchangeably fet downe their hands
Whofe State, and Honor, I for aye allow. To kill the King at Oxford.

Enter ^Aumerle. Dut. He fhall be none:

Dut. Heere comes my fonne Numeric. Wee'l keepe him heere : then what is that to him^
Tor. Aumerle that was, Tor. Away fond woman : were hee twenty times my

But that is loft, for being Richards Friend, Son, I would appeach him.
And Madam, you muft call him Jutland now: 'Dut. Hadft thou groan'd for him as I haue done,
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, Thou wouldeft be more pittifull :
And lafting fealtie to the new-made King. But now I know thy minde ; thou do'ft fufpe<5t

Dut. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now, That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed,
That ftrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring f And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne :

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that minde :
God knowes, I had as liefe be none, as one. He is as like thee,as a man may bee,

2'or^e.Well, beare you well in this new-fpring of time Not like to me, nor any of my Kin,
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. And yet I loue him.
What newes from Oxford? Hold thofe lufts & Triumphs? Tor^e. Make way, vnruly Woman. Exit

Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do. Dut. After Aumerle. Mount thee vpon his horfe,
Tor^e. You will be there I iknow. Spurre poft, and get before him to the King,
Aum. If God preuent not, I purpofe fo. And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee,
TV.What Seale is that that hangs without thy bofom? lie not be long behind : though I be old,

Yea, look'ft thou pale ? Let me fee the Writing. I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke:
Aum. My Lord, 'tis nothing. And neuer will I rife vp from the ground,
YorJy. No matter, then who fees it, Till Bullingbrookf haue pardon'd thee:Away be gone..Er;V

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing.
Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me,

It is a matter of fmall confequence, Sccena Tertia.
Which for fome reafons I would not haue feene.

Tariff, Which for fome reafons fir,I meane to fee:
I feare, I feare. Enter Bullingbroo\e, Perch, and other Lords.

Dut. What fhould you feare ? Btil. Can no man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne ?
'Tis nothing but fome bond, that he is enter'd into 'Tis full three monthes (ince I did fee him laft.
For gay apparrell, again ft the Triumph. If any plague hang ouer vs, 'tis he,

Tor\e. Bound to himfelfe? What doth he with a Bond I would to heauen(my Lords)he might be found:
That he is bound to? Wife,thou art a foole. Enquire at London,'mongft the Tauernes there :

For
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For there (they fay) he dayly doth frequent, As thriftleffe Sonnes, their fcraping Fathers Gold,
With vnreftrained loofe Companions, Mine honor liues, when his difhonor dies,
Euen fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, Or my fham'd life, in his difhonor lies:
And rob our Watch, and beate our pafiengers, Thou kiil'ft me in his life, giuing him breath,
Which he, yong wanton, and effeminate Boy The Traitor liues, the true man's put to death.
Takes on the point of Honor, to fupport Dutcbeffe within.
So difTblute a crew. 'Dut. What hoa(my Liege)for heauens fake let me in.

Per. My Lord, fome two dayes fince I faw the Prince, Bui. What fhrill-voic'd Suppliant,makes this eager cry?
And told him of thefe Triumphes held at Oxford. Dut. A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) 'tis I.

Bui. And what faid the Gallant? Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore,
Per. His anfwer was: he would vnto the Stewes, A Begger begs, that neuer begg'd before.

And from the common'ft creature plucke a Gloue 'Bui. Our Scene is alter'd from a ferious thing,
And weare it as a fauour, and with that And now chang'd to the Begger,and the King.
He would vnhorfe the luitieft Challenger. My dangerous Colin, let your Mother in,

Bui. As diffolute as defp'rate, yet through both, I know fhe's come, to pray for your foule fin.
I fee fome fparkes of better hope ; which elder dayes Torl^e. If thou do pardon, whofoeuer pray,
May happily bring forth. But who comes heere? More finnes for this forgiuenefle, profper may.

Enter Numeric. This fefter'd ioynt cut oft", the reft refts found,
Aum. Where is the King? This let alone, will all the reft confound.
'Bui. What meanes our Cofin,that hee ftares Enter DutcheJ/e.

And lookes fo wildely ? Dut. O King, beleeue not this hard-hearted man,
Aum.GoA faue your Grace.I do befeech your Maiefty Loue, louing not it felfe, none other can.

To haue fome conference with your Grace alone. Tor. Thou franticke woman, what doft y make here,
Bui. Withdraw your felues,and leaue vs here alone: Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare?

What is the matter with our Cofm now? 'Dut. Sweet Yorke be patient,heare me gentle Liege.
Aum. For euer may my knees grow to the earth, 'Bui. Rife vp good Aunt.

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech.
Vnlefle a Pardon, ere I rife,or fpeake. For euer will I kneele vpon my knees,

'Bui. Intended, or committed was this fault? And neuer fee day, that the happy fees,
If on the firft, how heynous ere it bee, Till thou giue ioy : vntill thou bid me ioy,
To win thy after loue, I pardon thee. By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgreffing Boy.

Aum. Then giue me leaue, that I may turne the key, Aum. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my knee.
That no man enter, till my tale me done. Torfe. Againft them both, my true ioynts bended be.

'Bui. Haue thy defire. Tor^e ivithiu. Dut. Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face,
Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are in ieft:

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft.
Bui. Villaine, lie make thee fafe. He prayes but faintly,and would be denide,
Aum. Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe We pray with heart, and foule,and all bellde :

to feare. His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know,
Tariff. Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King: Our knees flu 11 kneele, till to the ground they grow:

Shall I for loue fpeake treafon to thy face? His prayers are full of falfe hypocrifie,
Open the doore, or I will breake it open. Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritie :

Enter Torl^e. Our prayers do out-pray his,then let them haue
'Bui. What is the matter(Vnkle)fpeak,recouer breath, That mercy, which true prayers ought to haue.

Tell vs how neere is danger, Bui. Good Aunt ftand vp.
That we may arme vs to encounter it. Dut. Nay, do not fay ftand vp.

Tor. Perufe this writing heere,and thou fhalt know But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp.
The reafon that my hafte forbids me fhow. And if I were thy Nurfe,thy tongue to teach,

Aum, Remember as thou read'ft, thy promife paft: Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach.
I do repent me, reade not my name there, I neuer long'd to heare a word till now :
My heart is not confederate with my hand. Say Pardon (King,)let pitty teach thee how.

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. The word is fhort: but not fo fhort as fweet,
I tore it from the Traitors bofome, King. No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet.
Feare, and not Loue, begets his penitence ; Torfe. Speake it in French (King) fay Pardon"ne may.
Forget to pitty him, leaft thy pitty proue Dut. Doft thou teach pardon, Pardon to deftroy ?
A Serpent, that will fting thee to the heart. Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord,

'Bui. Oh heinous,ftrong,and bold Confpiracie, That let's the word it felfe, againft the word.
O loyall Father of a treacherous Sonne : Speake Pardon, as 'tis currant in our Land,
Thou fheere, immaculate,and filuer fountaine, The chopping French we do not vnderftand.
From whence this ftreame, through muddy paflages Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there,
Hath had his current, and defil'd himfelte. Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine eare,
Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad, That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pearce,
And thy abundant goodneffe fhall excufe Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to rehearfe.
This deadly blot, in thy digreffing fonne. Bui. Good Aunt,ftand vp.

Torfp. So fhall my Vertue be his Vices bawd, Dut. I do not fue to ftand,
And he fhall fpend mine Honour, with his Shame ; Pardon is all the fuite I haue in hand.

Bui.
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'Bui. I pardon him, as heauen fliall pardon mee. Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe
Due. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : Of fuch as haue before indur'd the like.

Yet am I ficke for feare: Speake it againe, Thus play I in one Prifon, many people,
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, And none contented. Sometimes am I King ;
But makes one pardon ftrong. Then Treafon makes me wifh my felfe a. Beggar,

^uL I pardon him with all my hart. And fo I am. Then cru/hing penurie,
Dut. A God on earth thou art. Perfwades me, I was better when a King:
'Bui. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, Then am I king'd againe:and by and by,

With all the reft of that conforted crew, Thinke that I am vn-king'd by "BuHingArooty,
Destruction ftraight ftiall dogge them at the heeles: And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am, Mufic\_
Good Vnckle helpe to order feuerall powres Nor I, nor any man, that but man is,
To Oxford, or where ere thefe Traitors are : With nothing fhall be pleas'd,till he be eas'd
They /hall not liue within this world I fweare, With being nothing. Muficke do I heare?
But I will haue them, if I once know where. Ha, haPkeepe time : How fowre fweet Muficke is,
Vnckle farewell, and Colin adieu: When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept?
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. So is it in the Muficke of mens liues:

Dut.Come my old Ton,! pray heauen make thee new. And heere haue I the daintinefTe of eare,
Exeunt. To heare time broke in a diforder'd firing:

Enter Exton and Servants. But for the Concord of my State and Time,
Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hee Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke.

fpake ? I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me :
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare: For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke;
Was it not fo ? My Thoughts,are minutes; and with Sighes they iarre,

Ser. Thofe were his very words. Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Watch,
Ex. Haue I no Friend?(quoth he:)he fpake it twice, Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point,

And vrg'd it twice together, did he not? Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares.
Ser. He did. Now fir, the found that tels what houre it is,
Sxt And fpeaking it, he wiftly look'd on me, Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart,

As who fhould fay, I would thou wer't the man Which is the bell : fo Sighes,and Teares,and Grones,
That would diuorce this terror from my heart, Shew Minutes,Houres,and Times : but my Time
Meaning the King at Pomfret: Come, let's goe ; Runs poafting on, in ̂ Bullingbrocfys proud ioy,
I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe. Exit, While I ftand fooling heere, his iacke o'th'Clocke.

This Muficke mads me, let it found no more,
For though it haue holpe madmen to their wits,

Quarta. In me it feemes, it will make wife-men mad :Yet bleffing on his heart that giues it me;
For 'tis a figne of loue, and loue to Richard,
Is a ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world.

Enter Richard. Enter Grooms.

Rich. I haue bin ftudying, how to compare Groo. Haile Royall Prince.
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the World : Rich. Thankes Noble Peere,
And for becaufe the world is populous, The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere.
And heere is not a Creature, but my felfe, What art thou ?And how com'ft thou hither?
I cannot do it: yet He bammer't out. Where no man euer comes,but that fad dogge
My Braine, He proue the Female to my Soule, That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ?
My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King)
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts ; When thou wer't King:who trauelling towards Yorke,
And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World With much adoo, at length haue gotten leaue
In humors, like the people of this world, To looke vpon my (fometimes Royall) mafters face.
For no thought is contented. The better fort, O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld
As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt In London ftreets, that Coronation day,
With fcruples, and do fet the Faith it felfe When '"Bullingbroo^e rode on Roane Barbary,
Againft the Faith:as thus: Come litle ones:& then again, That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid,
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft,
To thred the pofterne of a Needles eye. Rich. Rode he on Barbary?Tell me gentle Friend,
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot How went he vnder him ?
Vniikely wonders;how thefe vaine weake nailes Groo. So proudly,as if he had difdain'd the ground.
May teare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes Rich. So proud, that 'Bullingbroolfe was on his backe j
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles: That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand.
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Thoughts tending to Content,flatter themfelues, Would he not ftumble?Would he not fall downe
That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues, (Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the necke
Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe ?
Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their Aame Forgiuenefle horfe : Why do I raile on thee,
That many haue, and others muft fit there; Since thou created to be aw'd by man
And in this Thought, they finde a kind of eafe, Was't borne to beare? I was not made a horfe,

And
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And yet I beare a burthen like an Afle, The manner of their taking may appeare
Spur-gall'd, and tyrd by iauncing BullingbrooJ^e. At large difcourfed in this paper heere.

Enter Keeper with a Dijb. BuLVfe thank thee gentle Percy for thy paines,
Keep, Fellow, giue place, heere is no longer ftay. And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines.
^ch. If thou loue me, 'tis time thou wer't away. Enter Fity,-"uaters.
Groo. What my tongue dares not, that my heart mall Fit%. My Lord, I haue from Oxford fent to London,

fay. Exit. The heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely,
Keep. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall too? Two of the dangerous conforted Traitors,
Rich. Tafte of it firft, as thou wer't wont to doo. That fought at Oxford, thy dire ouerthrow.
Keep. My Lord I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, Bui. Thy paines Fitzwaters fhall not be forgot,

Who lately came from th'King,commands the contrary. Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot.
Rich, The diuell take Henrie of Lancafter,and thee ; Enter Percy and Carlile.

Patience is dale, and I am weary of it. Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter,
Keep. Helpe,helpe,helpe. With clog of Confcience, and fowre Melancholly,

Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue :
Enter Exton and Servants, But heere is Carlile, liuing to abide

Ri. How nowPwhat meanes Death in this rude afialt? Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride.
Vilhine, thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inftrument, Bui. Qarlile, this is your doome :
Go thou and fill another roome in hell, Choofe out fome fecret place, fome reuerend roome

Exton Jiri^es him dmne. More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life:
That hand fliall burne in neuer-quenching fire, So as thou liu'ft in peace, dye free from ftrife :
That ftaggers thus my perfon. Exton, thy fierce hand, For though mine enemy, thou haft euer beene,
Hath with the Kings blood, ftain'd the Kings own land. High fparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene.
Mount, mount my foule, thy feate is vp on high, Enter Exton with a Coffin.
Whil'ft: my grofle flefh finkes down ward,heere to dye. Sxton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent

Exton. As full of Valor, as of Royall blood, Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathleffe lies
Both haue I fpilt: Oh would the deed were good. The mightieft of thy greateft enemies
For now the diuell, that told me I did well, Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought.
Sayes, that this deede is chronicled in hell. 'Bui. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought
This dead King to the liuing King He beare, A deede of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand,
Take hence the reft, and giue them buriall heere. Exit. Vpon my head, and all this famous Land.

£x.From your owne mouth my Lord, did I this deed.
'Bui. They loue not poyfon, that do poyfon neede,

Sc&na Quinta. Nor do I thee : though I did wifli him dead,
I hate the Murtherer, loue him murthered.
The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour,

Flourijh. Enter 'BulJingl>rool^e,Tor^e,Tvitb But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour.
other Lords & attendants. With Qaine go wander through the fhade of night,

Bui. Kinde Vnkle Yorke,the lateft newes we heare, And neuer fhew thy head by day, nor light.
Is that the Rebels haue confum'd with fire Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe,
Our Towne ofCiceter in Gloucefterfhire, That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make me grow.
But whether they be tane or flaine, we heare not. Come mourne with me, for that I do lament,

Enter Northumberland. And put on fullen Blacke incontinent:
Welcome my Lord : What is the newes ? He make a voyage to the Holy-land,

Nor. Firft to thy Sacred State, wifh I all happineffe : To warn this blood off from my guilty hand.
The next newes is, I haue to London fent March fadly after, grace my mourning heere,
The heads of Sahbury^pencerfBlunt^n^ Kent: In weeping after this vntimely Beere. Exeunt

FINIS.
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The Firft Part of Henry the Fourth,
with the Life and Death of HENRY

Sirnamed HOT-SPVRRE.

<>A5lus ̂ Primus. Sccena cPrima,

Enter the King, Lord lobn ofLancaJler, Earle Vpon whofe dead corpes there was fuch mifufe,
of Weftmerland^mtb others. Such beaftly,fhameleffe transformation,

By thofe Welshwomen done, as may not be
King. (Without much fhame) re-told or fpoken of.

O lhaken as we are, fo wan with care, King. It feemes then, that the tidings of this broile,
Finde we a time for frighted Peace to pant, Brake off our bufineffe for the Holy land.
And breath /hortwinded accents of new broils Weft. This matcht with other like,my gracious Lord,
To be commenc'd in Stronds a-farre remote : Farre more vneuen and vnwelcome Newes

No more the thirfty entrance of this Soile, Came from the North, and thus it did report:
Shall daube her lippes with her owne childrens blood : On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotjpurre there,
No more fhall trenching Warre channell her fields, Young Harry Percy, and braue ̂Archibald,
Nor bruife her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes That euer-valiant and approoued Scot,
Of hoftile paces. Thofe oppofed eyes, At Holmeden met, where they did fpend
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heauen, A fad and bloody houre :
All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred, As by difcharge of their Artillerie,
Did lately meete in the interline fhocke, And fhape of likely-hood the newes was told :
And furious cloze of ciuill Butchery, For he that brought them, in the very heate
Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes And pride of their contention, did take horfe,
March all one way, and be no more oppos'd Vncertaine of the iffue any way.
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred,and Allies. King. Heere is a deere and true induftrious friend,
The edge of Warre, like an ill-fheathed knife, Sir Walter 'Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe,
No more fhall cut his Mafter, Therefore Friends, Strain'd with the variation of each foyle,
As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chrift, Betwixt that Holmedon,z.nd this Seat of ours:
Whofe Souldier now vnder whofe bleffed Croffe And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcomes newes.
We are imprefTed and ingag'd to fight, The Earle of 'Dowglas is difcomfited,
Forthwith a power of English /hall we leuie, Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights
Whofe armes were moulded in their Mothers wombe, Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Walter fee
To chace thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, On Holmedons Plaines. Of Prifoners, Hotjpurre tooke
Ouer whofe Acres walk'd thofe bleffed feete Mordakf Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne
Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail'd To beaten Ttwglas, and the Earle of Atboll,
For our aduantage on the bitter Croffe. Of Murry, tAngw, and Menteitb.
But this our purpofe is a tweluemonth old, And is not this an honourable fpoyle ?
And bootleffe 'tis to tell you we will go : A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin, is it not? Infaith it is.
Therefore we meete not now. Then let me heare Weft. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of.
Of you my gentle Coufin Weftmerland, King. Yea, there thou mak'ft me fad, & mak'ft me fin,
What yefternigbt our Councell did decree, In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland
In forwarding this deere expedience. Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne :

Weft. My Liege : This hafte was hot in queftion, A Sonne, who is the Theame of Honors tongue ;
And many limits of the Charge fet downe Among'ft a Groue, the very ftraighteft Plant,
But yefternight: when all athwart there came Who is fweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride :
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heauy Newes ; Whil'ft I by looking on the praife of him,
Whofe worft was, That the Noble cWortimer, See Ryot and Dishonor ftaine the brow
Leading the men of Herefordfhire to fight Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou'd,
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendower, That fome Night-tripping-Faiery, had exchang'd
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, In Cradle-clothes, our Children where the) lay,
And a thoufand of his people butchered : And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet:
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Then would I haue his Harry,and he mine: Fal. Thou fay'ft true Lad : and is not my Hofteffe of
But let him from my thoughts. What thinke you Coze the Tauerne a moft fweet Wench ?
Of this young Percies pride?The Prifoners Trin. As is the hony, my old Lad of the Caftle : and is
Which he in this aduenture hath furpriz'd, not a Buffe lerkin a moft fweet robe of durance?
To his owne vfe he keepes, and fends me word Fal. How now? how now mad Wagge ? What in thy
I fhall haue none but Mordafy Earle of Fife. quips and thy quiddities ? What a plague haue I to doe

Weft. This is his Vnckles teaching.This is Worcefter with a Buffe-Ierkin?
Maleuolent to you in all Afpeds : Prin. Why, what a poxe haue I to doe with my Ho-
Which makes him prune himfelfe,and briftle vp fteffe of the Tauerne?
The creft of Youth againft your Dignity. Fal. Well, thou haft call'd her to a reck'ning many a

King. But I haue fent for him to anfwer this: time and oft.
And for this caufe a-while we muft neglect Prin. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part?
Our holy purpofe to lerufalem. Fal. No, He giue thee thy due, thou haft paid al there.
Cofin, on Wednefday next,our Councell we will hold Prin. Yea and elfewhere, fo farre as my Coine would
At Windfor, and fo informe the Lords : ftretch, and where it would not, I haue vs'd my credit.
But come your felfe with fpeed to vs againe, Fal. Yea,and fo vs'd it, that were it heere apparant,
For more is to be faid, and to be done, that thou art Heire apparant. But I prythee fweet Wag,
Then out of anger can be vttered. fhall there be Gallowes ftanding in England when thou

Weft. I will my Liege. Exeunt art King ?and refolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru-
ftie curbe of old Father Anticke the Law? Doe not thou

when thou art a King, hang a Theefe.

Selena Secunda. Prin. No, thou fhalt.Fal. Shall I? O rare! He be a braue ludge.
Prin. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I meane, thou fhalt

haue the hanging of the Theeues, and fo become a rare
Snter Henry Prince of Wales, Sir lohn Fal- Hangman.

ftajffe, and Pointz. Fal. Well Hal, well : and in fome fort it iumpes with
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell

Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ? you.
Prince. Thou art fb fat-witted with drinking of olde 'Prin. For obtaining of fuites?

Sacke, and vnbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping Fal. Yea,for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang-
vpon Benches in the afrernoone, that thou haft forgotten man hath no leane Wardrobe. I am as Melancholly as a
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeft truly know. Gyb-Cat,or a lugg'd Beare.
What a diuell haft thou to do with the time of the day ? Prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Louers Lute.
vnlefTe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnfhire Bagpipe.
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes Prin. What fay'ft thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly
of Leaping-houfes, and the bleffed Sunne himfelfe a faire of Moore-Ditch ?
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata ; I fee no reafon, Fal. Thou haft the moft vnfauoury fmiles, and art in-
why thou fhouldeft bee fo fuperfluous, to demaund the deed the moft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince.
time of the day. But Ha/,1 prythee trouble me no more with vanity,! wold

Fal. Indeed you come neere me now Hal, for we that thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good names
take Purfes, go by the Moone and feuen Starres, and not were to be bought: an olde Lord of the Councell rated
by Phoebus hee, that wand'ring Knight fo faire. And I me the other day in the ftreet about you fir ; but I mark'd
prythee fweet Wagge, when thou art King, as God faue him not, and yet hee talk'd very wifely, but I regarded
thy Grace, Maiefty I fhould fay, for Grace thou wilte him not,and yet he talkt wifely,and in the ftreet too.
haue none. Pi in. Thou didft well: for no man regards it.

Prin. What, none ? Fa!. O,thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeede
Fal. No, not fo much as will ferue to be Prologue to able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harme vn-

an Egge and Butter. to me .Ha//,God forgiue thee for it. Before I knew thee
Prin. Well,how then?Come roundly, roundly.5 Ha/,1 knew nothing:and now I am(if a man fhold fpeake
Fal. Marry then,fweet Wagge, when thou art King, truly) little better then one of the wicked. I muft giue o-

let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call'd uer this life, and I will giue it ouer : and I do not, I am a
Theeues of the Dayes beautie. Let vs be Dianaes Forre- Villaine. He be damn'd for neuer a Kings fonne in Chri-
fters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; ftendome.
and let men fay, we be men of good Gouernment, being frin. Where fhall we take a purfe to morrow,lacke?
gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, He make one : and I doe
Moone, vnder whofe countenance we fteale. not,call me Villaine, and bafflle me.

Prin. Thou fay'ft well, and it holds well too : for the Prin. I fee a good amendment of life in thee : From
fortune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and Praying, to Purfe-taking.
flow like the Sea, beeing gouerned as the Sea is, by the Fal. Why,Hal,'tis my Vocation Hal: 'Tis no fin for a
Moone : as for proofe. Now a Purfe of Gold moft refo- man to labour in his Vocation.
lutely fnatch'd on Monday night, and moft diffolutely Point*. Now fhall wee know if Gads hill haue fet a
fpent on Tuefday Morning ; got with fwearing, Lay by: Watch. O, if men were to be faued by merit, what hole
and fpent with crying, Bring in : now, in as low an ebbe in Hell were hot enough for him ?This is the moft omni-
as the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high a flow potent Villaine, that euer cryed, Stand, to a true man.
as the ridge of the Gallowes.. Prin. Good morrow Ned.

Points,
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Poines. Good morrow fweet Hal. What faies Mon- true bred Cowards as euer turn'd backe:and for the third

fieur Remorfe ? What fayes Sir lohn Sacke and Sugar : if he fight longer then he fees reafon,lle forfwear Armes.
laclce ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, The vertue of this left will be, the incomprehenfible lyes
that thou foldeft him on Good-Friday laft, for a Cup of that this fat Rogue will tell vs,when we meete at Supper:
Madera,and a cold Capons legge? how thirty at leaft he fought with, what Wardes, what

Prin. Sir John ftands to his word, the diuel {hall haue blowes, what extremities he endured;and in the reproofe
his bargaine, for he was neuer yet a Breaker of Prouerbs: of this, lyes the left.
He -will giue the diuell his due. frin. Well, He goe with thee, prouide vs all things

Po/H.Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with neceflary, and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheape,
the diuell. there lie fup. Farewell.

Prin. Elfe he had damn'd for cozening the diuell. Poyn. Farewell, my Lord. Exit Points
Pay. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by Prin. I know you all, and will a-while vphold

foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go- The vnyoak'd humor of your idleneffe :
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- Yet heerein will I imitate the Sunne,
ding to London with fat Purfes. I haue vizards for you Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloudes
all; you haue horfes for your felues : Gads-hill lyes to To fmother vp his Beauty from the world,
night in Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrow in That when he pleafe againe to be himfelfe,
Eaftcheape ; we may doe it as iecure as fleepe: if you will Being wanted, he may be more wondred at,
go, I will ftuffe your Purfes full of Crownes : if you will By breaking through the foule and vgly mifts
not, tarry at home and be hang'd. Of vapours, that did feeme to ftrangle him.

Fal. Heare ye Yedward,if I tarry at home and go not, If all the yeare were playing holidaies,
He hang you for going. To fport, would be as tedious as'to worke ;

Pay. You will chops. But when they feldome come, they wifht-for come,
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents.
Prin. Who, I rob? I a Theefe? Not I. So when this loofe behauiour I throw off,
Fal. There's neither honefty, manhood, nor good fel- And pay the debt I neuer promifed ;

lowfhip in thee, nor thou cam'ft not of the blood-royall, By how much better then my word I am,
if thou dar'ft not ftand for ten {hillings. By fo much fliall I falfifie mens hopes,

friii. Well then, once in my dayes He be a mad-cap. And like bright Mettall on a fullen ground :
Fa/. Why, that's well faid. My reformation glittering o're my fault,
Prin. Well, come what will, lie tarry at home. Shall fliew more goodly, and attract more eyes,
Fal, He be a Traitor then, when thou art King. Then that which hath no foyle to fet it off.
Prin. I care not. He fo offend, to make offence a skill,
Poyn. Sir Iohn,I prythee leaue the Prince & me alone, Redeeming time, when men thinke leaft I will.

I will lay him downe fuch reafons for this aduenture,that
he {hall go.

Fal. Well, maift thou haue the Spirit of perfwafion ;and he the eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft, Tertia.
may moue ; and what he heares may be beleeued,that the
true Prince, may (for recreation fake)proue a falfe theefe j
for the poore abufes of the time, want countenance. Far- Enter the King, Northumberland, Worcefter, Hotjfiurre,
well, you {hall finde me in Eaftcheape. Sir Walter 'Blunt, and others.

Prin. Farwell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown
Summer. King, My blood hath beene too cold and temperate,

Poy. Now, my good fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs Vnapt to ftirre at thefe indignities,
to morrow. I haue a ieft to execute, that I cannot man- And you haue found me ; for accordingly,
nage alone. Falftaffe, Haruey, Rojji/l, and Qads-bill, fliall You tread vpon my patience : But be fure,
robbe thofe men that wee haue already way-layde, your I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe,
felfe and I, wil not be there:and when they haue the boo- Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition
ty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from my Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, foft as yong Downe,
{houlders. And therefore loft that Title of refpe£t,

Pr/w.But how {hal we part with them in fetring forth? Which the proud foule ne're payes,but to the proud.
Poyn. Why, we wil fet forth before or after them, and Wor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Liege)little deferues

appoint them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our plea- The fcourge of greatneffe to be vfed on it,
fure to faile ; and then will they aduenture vppon the ex- And that fame greatneffe too, which our owne hands
ploit rhemfelues, which they fliall haue no fooner atchie- Haue holpe to make fo portly.
ued, but wee'l fet vpon them. Nor. My Lord.

Prin. I, but tis like that they will know vs by our King. Worcefter get thee gone : for I do fee
horfes,by our habits,and by euery other appointment to Danger and difobedience in thine eye.
be our felues. O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory,

Toy. Tut our horfes they {hall not fee, He tye them in And Maieftie might neuer yet endure
the wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leaue The moody Frontier of a feruant brow,
them : and firrah, I haue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, You haue good leaue to leaue vs. When we need
to immaske our noted outward garments. Your v{e and counfell,we {hall fend for you.

Prin. But I doubt they will be too hard for vs. You were about to fpeake.
Pain. Well,for two of them, I know them to bee as North. Yea, my good Lord.

Thofe
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Thofe Prifoners in your Highneffe demanded, No : on the barren Mountaine let him fterue :
Which Harry Percy heere at Holmedon tooke, For I fliall neuer hold that man my Friend,
Were (as he fayes) not with fuch ftrength denied Whofe tongue fhjll aske me for one peny coft
As was deliuered to your Maiefty : To ranfome home revolted Mortimer.
Who either through enuy, or mifprifion, Hot. Reuolted tjtfortimert
Was guilty of this fault; and not my Sonne. He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege,

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners. But by the chance of Warre : to proue that true,
But, I remember when the fight was done, Needs no more but one tongue. For all thofe Wounds,
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he tooke,
Breathleffe,and Faint, leaning vpon my Sword, When on the gentle Seuernes fiedgie banke,
Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft; In fingle Oppofition hand to hand,
Frefh as a Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt, He did confound the beft part of an houre
Shew'd like a ftubble Land at Harueft-home. In changing hardiment with great Glendoveer :
He was perfumed like a Milliner, Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink
And 'twixt his Finger and his Thumbe,he held Vpon agreement, of fwift Seuernes flood ;
A Pouncet-box : which euer and anon Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes,
He gaue his Nofe, and took't away againe : Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds,
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke,
Tooke it in Snuffe : And ftill he fmil'd and talk'd : Blood-ftained with thefe Valiant Combatants.
And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by, Neuer did bafe and rotten Policy
He call'd them vntaught Knaues, Vnmannerly, Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds;
To bring a flouenly vnhandfome Coarfe Nor neuer could the Noble <^Miortlmer
Betwixt the Winde,and his Nobility. Receiue fo many, and all willingly :
With many Holiday and Lady tearme Then let him not be fland'red with Reuolt.
He queftion'd me : Among the reft, demanded King. Thou do'ft bely him Percy, thou doft bely him;
My Prifoners, in your Maiefties behalfe. He neuer did encounter with Glendower:
I then, all-fmarting, with my wounds being cold, I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the diuell alone,
(To be fo peftered with a Popingay) As Owen Glendoveer for an enemy.
Out of my Greefe, and my Impatience, Art thou not afliam'd^ But Sirrah, henceforth
Anfwer'd (negledlingly) I know not what, Let me not heare you fpeake of Mortimer.
He fliould, or fhould not : For he made me mad, Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedieft meanes,
To fee him fhine fo briske, and fmell fo fweet, Or you fhall heare in fuch a kinde from me
And talke fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland,
Of Guns,& Drums,and Wounds: God faue the marke ; We Licenfe your departure with your fonne,
And telling me, the Soueraign'ft thing on earth Send vs your Prifoners, or you'l heare of it. Exit King,
Was Parmacity, for an inward bruife : Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them
And that it was great pitty, fo it was, I will not fend them. I will after ftraight
That villanous Salt-peter fliould be digg'd And tell him fo : for I will eafe my heart,
Out of the Bowels of the harmleffe Earth, Although it be with hazard of my head.
Which many a good Tall Fellow had deftroy'd .A/or. What? drunke with chollerfftay & paufe awhile,
So Cowardly. And but for thefe vile Gunnes, Heere comes your Vnckle. Enter Worcefter.
He would himfelfe haue beene a Souldier. Hot. Speake of Mortimer ?
This bald, vnioynted Chat of his (my Lord) Yes, I will fpeake of him, and let my foule
Made me to anfwer indirectly (as I faid.) Want mercy, if I do not ioyne with him.
And I befeech you, let not this report In his behalfe, He empty all thefe Veines,
Come currant for an Accufation, And flied my deere blood drop by drop i'th duft,
Betwixt my Loue,and your high Maiefty. But I will lift the downfall yZfyfortimer

Blunt. The circumftance confidered,good my Lord, As high i'th Ayre, as this Vnthankfull King,
What euer Harry Percie then had faid, As this Ingrate and Cankred 'Bullingbroo^e.
To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place, Nor. Brother,the King hath made your Nephew mad
At fuch a time, with all the reft retold, Wor. Who ftrooke this heate vp after I was gone.?
May reafonably dye, and neuer rife Hot. He will (forfooth)haue all my Prifoners:
To do him wrong, or any way impeach And when I vrg'd the ranfom once againe
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. Of my Wiues Brother, then his cheeke look'd pale,

King. Why yet doth deny his Prifoners, And on my face he turn'd an eye of death,
But with Prouifo and Exception, Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer.
That we at our owne charge, fliall ranfome ftraight Wor. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim'd
His Brother-in-Law, the foolifh Mortimer, By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ?
Who (in my foule)hath wilfully betraid Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation,
The liues of thofe, that he did leade to Fight, And then it was, when the vnhappy King
Againft the great Magitian, damn'd Gler.do-aer : (Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth
Whofe daughter (as we heare)the Earle of March Vpon his Irifli Expedition :
Hath lately married. Shall our Coffers then, From whence he intercepted, did returne
Be emptied, to redeeme a Traitor home ? To be depos'd, and fliortly murthered.
Shall we buy Treafon c and indent with Feares, Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth
When they haue loft and forfeyted themfelues. Liue fcandaliz'd,and fouly fpoken of.

e Hot.
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Hot. But foft I pray you ; did King Richard then He keepe them, by this Hand.

Prockime my brother Mortimer, War. You ftart away,
Heyre to the Crowne ? And lend no eare vnto my purpofes.

Nor. He did, my felfe did heare it. Thofe Prifoners you {hall keepe.
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King, Hot. Nay, I will; that's flat:

That wifh'd him on the barren Mountaines ftaru'd. He faid, he would not ranfome Mortimer:
But {hall it be, that you that fet the Crowne Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer.
Vpon the head of this forgetful! man, But I will finde him when he lyes a/leepe,
And for his fake, wore the detefted blot And in his eare, lie holla Mortimer.
Of murtherous fubornation? Shall it be, Nay, He haue a Starling /hall be taught to fpeake
That you a world of curfes vndergoe, Nothing but Mortimer, and giue it him,
Being the Agents, or bale fecond meanes, To keepe his anger ftill in motion.
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? War. Heare you Coufin : a word.
O pardon, if that I defcend fo low, Hot. All ftudies heere I folemnly defie,
To (hew the Line, and the Predicament Saue how to gall and pinch this Bullingbroo^e,
Wherein you range vnder this fubtill King. And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales.
Shall it for ihame, be fpoken in thefe dayes, But that I thinke his Father loues him not,
Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come, And would be glad he met with fome rnifchance,
That men of your Nobility and Power, I would haue poyfon'd him with a pot of Ale.
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe War. Farewell Kinfman : lie talke to you
(As Both of you, God pardon it, haue done) When you are better temper'd to attend.
To put downe Richard, that fweet louely Rofe, Nor. Why what a Wafpe-tongu'd & impatient foole
And plant this Thorne, this Canker eBvllingbr6o^> Art thou, to breake into this Womans mood,
And /hall it in more flume be further (poken, Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne ?
That you are fooPd, difcarded, and ihooke off Hot. Why look you, I am whipt & fcourg'd with rods,
By him, for whom thefe /names ye vnderwent ? Netled,and ftung with Pifmires, when I heare
No : yet time ferues, wherein you may redeeme Of this vile Politician eBuHingbroi>^f.
Your banifiVd Honors, and reftore your felues In Richards time : What de'ye call the place ?
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. A plague vpon't, it is in Gloufterfhire:
Reuenge the geering and difdain'd contempt 'Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept,
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night His Vncle Yorke, where I firft bow'd my knee
To anfwer all the Debt he owes vnto you, Vnto this King of Smiles, this Bullingbrooke:
Euen with the bloody Payment of your deaths: When you and he came backe from Rauenfpurgh.
Therefore I fay 

War. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 
Nor. At Barkley Caftle.
Hot. You fay true :

And now I will vnclaspe a Secret booke, Why what a caudie deale of curtefie,
And to your quicke conceyuing Difcontents, This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me.
He reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous, Looke when his infant Fortune came to age,
As full of perill and aduenturous Spirit, And gentle Harry "Percy, and kinde Coufin:
As to o're-walke a Current, roaring loud O, the Diuell take fuch Couzeners, God forgiue me,
On the vnftedfaft footing of a Speare. Good Vncle tell your tale, for I haue done.

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or finke or fwimme: War. Nay, if you haue not, too't againe,
Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, Wee'l (ray your leyfure.
So Honor croffe it from the North to South, Hot. I haue done infooth.
And let them grapple : The blood more ftirres Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoners.
To rowze a Lyon,then to ftart a Hare. Deliuer them vp without their ranfome ftraight,

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit, And make the Dowglas fonne your onely meane
Driues him beyond the bounds of Patience. For powres in Scotland : which for diuers reafens

Hot. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafie leap, Which I {hall fend you written, be affur'd
To plucke bright Honor from the pale-fac'd Moone, Will eafily be granted you, my Lord.
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y'd,
Where Fa(Jome-line could neuer touch the ground, Shall fecretly into the bofome creepe
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes: Of that fame noble Prelate, well belou'd,
So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare The Archbifhop.
Without Co-riuall, all her Dignities: Hot. Of Yorke, is't not ?
But out vpon this halfe-fac'd Fellowship. Wor. True, who beares hard

War. He apprehends a World of Figures here, His Brothers death at Eriftcff, the Lord Scroope.
Bnt not the forme of what he fhould attend : I fpea-ke not this in eftimation,
Good Coufin giue me audience for a-whik, As what I thinke might be, but what I know
And lift to me. Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe,

Hot. I cry you mercy. And onely ftayes but to behold the face
War. Thofe fame Noble Scottes Of that occafion that fhall bring it on.

That are your Prifoners. Hot. I fmell it:
Hot. He keepe them all. Vpon my life, it will do wond'rous well.

By heauen, he {hall not haue a Scot of them: Nor. Before the game's a-foot, thou ftill kt'ft flip.
No, if a Scot would faue his Soule,he {hall not. Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but be a Noble plot,

And

354



The Firft ^Part ofJ^ing Henry the Fourth. 53
And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorke ding in the ftable.
To ioyne with Mortimer, Ha. i.Car. Nay foft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two

Wor. And fo they {hall. of that.
Hot. Infaith it is exceedingly well aym'd. Gad. I prethee lend me thine.
War. And 'tis no little reafon bids vs fpeed, ^. Car. I, when, canft tell f Lend mee thy Lanthorne

To faue our heads, by railing of a Head : (quoth-a) marry He fee thee hang'd firft.
For, beare our felues as euen as we can, Gad. Sirra Carrier : What time do you mean to come
The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt,. to London ?
And thinke,we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 2.Car. Time enough to goe to bed with a Candle, I
Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. warrant thee. Come neighbour cMugges, wee'll call vp
And fee already, how he doth beginne the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they
To make vs ftrEngers. to his lookes of loue. haue great charge. Exeunt

Hot. He does, he doesjwee'l be reueng'd on-him.
War. Coufm, farewell. No further go in this, Enter Chamberlaine.

Then I by Letters {hall direft your courfe
When time is ripe, which will be fodainly: Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ?
He fteale to Glendorcer, and loe, Mortimer, Cham, At hand quoth Pick-purfe.
Where you,and Dorvg/as,and our powres at once, Gad, That's euen as faire,as at hand quoth the Cham-
As I will famion it, {hall happily meete, berlaine : For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur-
To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes, fes, then giuing direction, doth from labouring. Thou
Whiek now we hold at much vncertainty. lay'ft the, plot, how.

Nor. Farewell good Brother, we {hall thriue, I truft. £ham. Good, morrow Mafter Gads-Hill, it holds cur-
Hot. Vncle,adieu : O let the houres be {hort, rant that I told you yefternight. There's a Franklin in the

Till fields,and blowes,and grones,applaud our fport.exit wilde of Kent, hath brought three, hundred Markes with
him in Gold: I heard him tell it to one of his company laft
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun-

ASlus Secundus. Scena ̂Prima. dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are vp al-ready, and call for Egges and Butter. They will away
prefently.

Gad. Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clarks,
Enter a Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand. He giue thee this necke.

i.Car. Heigh-ho, an't be not foure by the day, He be Qham. No, He none of it : I prythee keep that for the
hang'd. Charles waine \s ouer the new Chimney, and yet Hangman, for I know thou worihipft S. Nicholas as tru-
our horfe not packt. What Oftler ? ly as a man of faHhood may.

Oft. Anon,anon. Gad. What talked thou to me of the Hangman? If I
l.Car. I prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few hang, He make a fat payre of Gallowes. For, if I hang,

Flockes in the point : the poore lade is wrung in the wi- old Sir lohn hangs with mee, and thou. know'ft hee's no
thers,out of all ceffe. Starueling. Tut, there are other Troians.that y dream'ft

Enter another Carrier. not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to doe the
2.Car. Peafe and Beanes are as danke here as a.Dog, Profeffion fome grace; that would (if matters Jhould bee

and this is the next way to giue poore lades the Bottes: look'd into) for their owne Credit fake, make all Whole.
This houfe is turned vpfide downe fince 1(obin the Oftler I am ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers, no Long-ftaffe
dyed, fix-penny ftrikers, none of thefe mad Muftachio-purple-

i.Car. Poore fellow neuer iby'd fince the price of oats hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and, Tranquilitie ;
rofe, it was the death of him. Bourgomafters, and great Oneyers, fuch as can holde in,

2. Car. I thinke this is the moft villanous houfe in al fuch as. will ftrike fooner then fpeake ; and fpeake, fooner
London rode for Fleas: I am ftung like a Tench. then drinke, and drinke fooner then pray : and yet I lye,

l-C"r. Like a Tench? There is ne're a King in Chri- for they pray continually vnto their Saint the Common-
ftendome,could be better bit, then I haue beene fince the wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on her-.for
firft Cocke. they ride vp & downe on her,and make hir their Boots.

2.Car. Why, you will allow vs ne're a lourden, and Cham. What, the Commonwealth their Bootes 5 Will
then we leake in your Chimney: and your Chamber-lye {he hold out water in foule way ?
breeds Fleas like a Loach. Gad. She will,{he will; luftice hath liquor'd her. We

I.Car. What Oftler, come away,and be hangd: come fleale as in a Caftle,cockfure : we haue the receit of Fern-
away. feede, we walke inuifible.

2.Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of (^ham. Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding
Ginger, to be deliuered as farre as Charing-crofTe. to the Night, then to the Fernfeed, for your walking in-

i.Car. The Turkies in my Pannier are quite flamed. uifible.
What Oftler? A plague on thee, haft thou neuer an eye in Gad. Giue me thy hand.
thy head ? Can'ft not heare ? And t'were not as good a Thou {halt haue a {hare in our purpoie,
deed as drinke, to break the pate of thee,I am a very Vil- As I am a true man.
laine. Come and be hang'd,haft no faith in thee ? Cham. Nay, rather let mee haue it, as you are a falfe

Enter Gads-hill. Theefe.

Cfad. Good-morrow Carriers. What's a clocke? Gad. Goe too : Homo is a common name to all men.
Car. I thinke it be. two a clocke. Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the ftrable. Fare-
Gad. I prethee lend me thy Lanthorne. to fee my Gel- well, ye muddy Knaue. Exeunt.

e 2 Scena
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Prin. You foure mall front them in the narrow Lane :

AW and I, will walke lower; if they fcape from your en-
Sccena Secunda. counter,then they light on vs.

feto. But how many be of them ?
Gad. Some eight or ten.
Fal. Will they not rob vs ?

Enter "Prince, Paynes,and Peto. Prin. What,a Coward Sir lohn Paunch ?
Poines. Come flicker, /helter, I haue remoued Falftafs Fal. Indeed I am not lohn of Gaunt your Grandfather;

Horfe, and he frets like a gum'd Veluet. but yet no Coward, Hal.
Prln. Stand clofe. Prin. Wee'l leaue that to the proofe.

Enter Falflaffe. Poin. Sirra lacke, thy horfe ftands behinde the hedg,
Fal. Poines, Poines, and be hang'd Poines. when thon need'ft him, there thou fhalt finde him. Fare-
Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Rafcail, what a brawling well,and Hand faft.

doft them keepe. Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him,if I mould be hang'd.
Fal. What Poines. Hal? Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes ?
Prin. He is walk'd vp to the top of the hill, He go feek Poin. Heere hard by : Stand clofe.

him. Fal. Now my Mafters, happy man be his dole, fay I :
Fal. I am accurft to rob in that Theefe company: that euery man to his bufineffe.

Rafcail hath remoued my Horfe, and tied him I know not
where. If I trauell but foure foot by the fquire further a Enter Trauellers.
foote, I Aall breake my winde. Well, I doubt not but Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy fliall leade our Horfes
to dye a faire death for all this, if I fcape hanging for kil- downe the hill : Wee'l walke a-foot a while, and eafe our
ling that Rogue, I haue forfworne his company hourely Legges.
any time this two and twenty yeare, & yet I am bewitcht Theeues. Stay.
with the Rogues company. If the Rafcail haue not giuen Tra. lefu bleffe vs.
me medicines to make me loue him,He behang'd;it could Fal. Strike: down with them, cut the villains throats;
not be elfe : I haue drunke Medicines. Poines, Hal, a a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaues, they hate vs
Plague vpon you both. 'Bardolfh, Peto : He ftarue ere I youth ; downe with them,fleece them.
rob a foote further. And 'twere not as good a deede as to Tra. O, we are vndone, both we and ours for euer.
drinke, to turne True-man, and to leaue thefe Rogues, I Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaues,are you vndone ? No
am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed with a Tooth. ye Fat Chuffes, I would your ftore were heere. On Ba-
Eight yards of vneuen ground, is threefcore & ten miles cons.on, what ye knaues ? Yong men muft liue, you are
afoot with me : and the ftony-hearted Villaines knowe it Grand lurers, are ye t Wee'l hire ye ifaith.
well enough. A plague vpon't, when Theeues cannot be Heere they rob them ,and binde them. Enter the
true one to another. They Whijlle. Prince and Poines.
Whew : a plague light vpon you all. Giue my Horfe you Prin. The Theeues haue bound the True-men : Now
Rogues: giue me my Horfe,and be hang'd. could thou and I rob the Theeues,and go merily to Lon-

Prin. Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, lay thine eare don, it would be argument for a Weeke, Laughter for a
clofe to the ground, and lift if thou can heare the tread of Moneth, and a good left for euer.
Trauellers. Paynes. Stand clofe, I heare them comming.

Fal. Haue you any Leauers to lift me vp again being
downe ? lie not beare mine owne flefli fo far afoot again, Enter Theeues aga'me.
for all the coine in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague Fal. Come my Mafters, let vs fhare,and then to horffe
meane ye to colt me thus ? before day: and the Prince and Poynes bee not two ar-

Prin. Thou !y'ft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted. rand Cowards, there's no equity ftirring. There's no moe
Fal. I prethee good Prince Hal, help me to my horfe, valour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke.

good Kings fonne. Prin, Your money.
frin. Out you Rogue, fliall I be your Oftler? Poin. Villaines.
Fal. Go hang thy felfe in thine owne heire-apparant- t^As they are Jharing, the Prince and Poynes fet -upon them.

Garters : If I be tane, He peach for this : and I haue not They all run away, leaning the booty behind them.
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of Prince. Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Horfe :
Sacke be my poyfon: when a left is fo forward, & a foote The Theeues are fcattred,and poffeft with fear fo ftrong-
too, I hate it. ly, that they dare not meet each other : each takes his fel-

low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falflaffe fweates to
Enter Gads-bill. death,and Lards the leane earth as he walkes along: wer't

not for laughing,! mould pitty him.Gad. Stand.
Poin. How the Rogue roar'd. Exeunt.

Fal. So I do againft my will.
Poin. O 'tis our Setter, I know his voyce :

Barddfe, what newes ?
'Bar. Cafe ye,cafe ye ; on with your Vizards, there's Sccena Tertia.

mony of the Kings comming downe the hill, 'tis going
to the Kings Exchequer.

Fal. You lie you rogue,'tis going to the Kings Tauern. Enter Hotjfiurre Jolus, reading a Letter.
Gad. There's enough to make vs all. 'But for mine <mnepart,my Lord, I could bee t,M contented to
Fal. To he hang'd. be there, In rejj>e£i of the loue I beare your boufe.

He
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He could be contented : Why is he not then ? in refpect of Ser. One horfe,my Lord,he brought euen now.
the loue he beares our houfe. He fhewes in this, he loues Hot, What Horfe ? A Roane, a crop eare, is it not.
his owne Barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me Ser. It is my Lord.
lee fome more. The purpoje you -undertake is dangerous, Hot. That Roane fliall be my Throne. Well, I will
Why that's certaine : "i'is dangerous to take a Colde, to backe him ftraight. EJperance, bid Butler lead him forth
fleepe, to drinke : but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of into the Parke.
this Nettle, Danger; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The La. But heare you,my Lord.
purpoje you 'undertake is dangeroui, the Friends you kaue na- Hot, What fay'ft thou my Lady ?
med fncertaine, the Time it Jelfe -vnjorted, and your whole La. What is it carries you away ?
Plot too light, for the counterpoize of Jo great an Oppojttkn. Hot. Why,my horfe(my Loue)my horfe.
Say you lo, fay you fo : I fay vnto you againe, you are a La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not
Shallow cowardly Hinde, and you Lye. What a lacke- fuch a deale of Spleene, as you are toft with. In footh lie
braine is this? I proteft, our plot is as good a plot as euer know your bufinefle Harry, that I will. I feare my Bro-
was laid ; our Friend true and conftant : A good Plotte, ther Mortimer doth ftirre about his Title, and hath fent
good Friends, and full of expectation : An excellent plot, for you to line his enterprize. But if you go "
very good Friends. What a Frofty-fpirited rogue is this? Hot. So farre a foot, I fhall be weary, Loue.
Why, my Lord of Yorke commends the plot, and the La. Come,come,you Paraquito, anfwer me directly
generall courfe of the action. By this hand, if I were now vnto this queftion, that I ihall aske. Indeede lie breake
by this Rafcall, I could braine him with his Ladies Fan. thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not tel me true.
Is there not my Father, my Vnckle, and my Selfe, Lord Hot. Away, away you trifler : Loue,.I loue thee not,
Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of Torfy, and Onen (jlendour? I care not for thee Kate: this is no world
Is there not befides, the Dowglas ? Haue I not all their let- To play with Mammets, and to tilt with lips.
ters, to meete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- We muft haue bloodie Nofes,and crack'd Crownes,
neth ? and are they not fome of them fet forward already? And pafle them currant too. Gods me, my horfe.
What a Pagan Rafcall is this? An Infidell. Ha, you fhall What fay'ft thou Kate?vfhat wold'ft thou haue with me ?
fee now in very fincerity of Feare and Cold heart, will he La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed ?
to the King, and lay open all our proceedings. O,I could Well, do not then. For fince you loue me not,
diuide my felfe, and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a difh I will not loue my felfe. Do you not loue me ?
of skim'd Milk with fo honourable an Action. Hang him, Nay,tell me if thou fpeak'ft in ieft,or no.
let him tell the King we are prepared. I will fet forwards Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me ride ?
to night. And when I am a-horfebacke, I will fweare

I loue thee infinitely. But hearke you Kate,
Enter his Lady. I muft not haue you henceforth,queftion me,

Whether I go : nor reafon whereabout.
How now Kate, I muft leaue you within thefe two hours. Whether I muft, I muft: and to conclude,

La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? This Euening muft I leaue thee,gentle Kate.
For what offence haue I this fortnight bin I know you wife, but yet no further wife
A banifh'd woman from my Harries bed ? Then Harry Percies wife. Conftant you are,
Tell me (fweet Lord) what is't that takes from thee But yet a woman : and for fecrecie,
Thy ftomacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe ? No Lady clofer. For I will beleeue
Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth ? Thou wilt not vtter what thou do'ft not know,
And ftart fo often when thou fitt'ft alone? And fo farre wilt I truft thee,gentle Kate.
Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes? La. How fo farre ?
And giuen my Treafures and my rights of thee, Her.Not an inch further. But harke you Kate,
To thicke-ey'd mufing, and curft melancholly ? Whither I go, thither fhall you go too :
In my faint-flumbers, I by thee haue watcht, To day will I fet forth, to morrow you.
And heard thee murmore tales of Iron Warres : Will this content you Kate ?
Speake tearmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, La. It muft of force. Exeunt
Cry courage to the. field. And thou haft talk'd
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches,Tents, Scena Quarta.
Of Palizadoes, Frontiers,Parapets,
Of Bafiliskes, of Canon, Culuerin, Enter Prince and Poines.
Of Prifoners ranfome, and of Souldiers flaine, Prin. i\W,prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend
And all the current of a headdy fight. me thy hand to laugh a little.
Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo at Warre, Poines. Where haft bene Hall ?
And thus hath fo beftirr'd thee in thy fleepe, trin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft 3.
That beds of fweate hath flood vpon thy Brow, or fourefcore Hogflieads. I haue founded the verie bale
Like bubbles in a late-difturbed Streame ; ftring of humility. Sirra, I am fworn brother to a leafli of
And in thy face ftrange motions haue appeared, Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Tom, Dicfe,
Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath and Francis. They take it already vpon their confidence,
On fome great fodaine haft. O what portents are thefe ? that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the King
Some heauie bufinefle hath my Lord in hand, of Curtefie: telling me flatly I am no proud lack like Fal-
And I muft know it: elfe he loues me not. Jlajfe,bu.t 3. Corinthian,a lad of mettle, a good boy, and

Hot. What ho ; Is Gilliams with the Packet gone ? when I am King of England,! fhall command al the good
Ser. He is my Lord, an houre agone. Laddes in Eatt-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy-
Hot.Hzth Sutler brought thofe horfes fro the Sheriffe? ing Scarlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then

e 3 they
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they cry hem,and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am ling ? Looke to the Guefts within: My Lord, olde Sir
fo good a proficient in one quarter of an houre, that I can lohn with halfe a dozen more,are at the doore : ihall I let
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language during my them in?
life. I tell thee AW,thou haft loft much honor, that thou Prin. Let them alone awhile, and then open the doore.
wer't not with me in this action : but fweet Ned,to fwee- Poines.
ten which name of AW, I giue thee this peniworth of Su- Enter Poines.
gar, clapt euen now into my hand by an vnder Skinker, jPo/«.Anon,anon fir.
one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, then Eight Prin. Sirra, Falflaffe and the reft of the Theeues,are at
Jbillings and fix pence, and, Tou are welcome: with this /hril the doore, fhall we be merry ?
addition, *Anon, tAnon jir, Score a Pint of'"Baftard in the Poin. As merrie as Crickets my Lad. But harke yee,
Halfe Moone, or fo. But Ned, to driue away time till Fal- What cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the
ftaffe come, I prythee doe thou ftand in fome by-roome, Drawer ? Come, what's the iffue ?
while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue Prin.l am now of all humors,that haue {hewed them.
me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue calling Francis, that his felues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and lie the pupill age of this prefent twelue a clock at midnight.
jhew thee a Prefident. What's a clocke Francis ?

Poines. Francis. Fran. Anon,anon fir.
Prin. Thou art perfect. Prin. That euer this Fellow fliould haue fewer words
Poin. Francis. then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Woman. His indu-

Enter ''Drawer. ftry is vp-ftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence the par-
Fran. Anon,anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percies mind, the Hot-

net, Ralfe. fpurre of the North, he that killes me fome fixe or feauen
Prince. Come hither Francis. dozen of Scots at a Breakfaft, wafhes his hands, and faies
Fran. My Lord. to his wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, I want worke. O my
Prin. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis ? fweet Harry fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill'd to day?
Fran. Forfooth fiue yeares, and as much as to 
Poin. Francis. 

Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hee) and anfweres,
fome fourteene,an houre after : a trifle, a trifle. I prethee

Fran. Anon,anon fir. call in Falftaffe, lie play Percy, and that damn'd Brawne
Prin. Fiue yeares : Berlady a long Leafe for the clin- fhali play Dame <^Wortimer his wife../J;«o,fayes the drun-

king of Pewter. But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as kard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow.
to play the coward with thy Indenture, & mew it a faire
paire of heeles, and run from it ? Enter Falflaffe.

Fran. O Lord fir, lie be fworne vpon all the Books in
England,! could finde in my heart. Poin. Welcome lacke, where haft thou beene?

Poin. Francis. Fal. A plague of all Cowards I fay, and a Vengeance
Fran. Anon,anon fir. too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sacke Boy. Ere
Prin. How old art thou,Fraxcu ? I leade this life long, lie fowe nether ftockes, and mend
Fran. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I flialbe 
Poin. Francis. 

them too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a Cup of
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant?

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay a little,my Lord. Prin. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kiife a diih of Butter,
Prin. Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou pittifull hearted Titan that melted at the fweete Tale of

gaueft me,'twas a penyworth,was't not? the Sunne? If thou didft, then behold that compound.
Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too:there
Prin. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound : Aske is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man;yet

me when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it. a Coward is worfe then a Cup of Sack with lime. A vil-
Poin. Francis. lanous Coward, go thy wayes old lacke, die when thou
Fran. Anon,anon. wilt,if manhood,good manhood be not forgot vpon the
Pn'/z.Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran- face of the earth, then am I a Ihotten Herring : there Hues

ch : or Francis,on thurfday:or indeed Francis when thou not three good men vnhang'd in England, & one of them
wilt. But Francis. is fat, and growes old, God helpe the while,a bad world I

Fran. My Lord. fay. I would I were a Weauer, I could fing all manner of
Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne lerkin, Chriftall fongs. A plague of all Cowards,! fay ftill.

button, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke ftocking, Caddice Prin. How now Woolfacke,what mntter you ?
garter, Smooth tongue, Spanilh pouch. Fal. A Kings Sonnet If I do not beate thee out of thy

Fran. O Lord fir,who do you meane? Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and driue all thy Sub-
Prin. Why then your browne Baftard is your onely ieds afore thee like a flocke of Wilde-geefe, He neuer

drinke : for looke you Francis,your white Canuas doub- weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales ?
let will fulley. In Barbary fir,it cannot come to fo much. Prin. Why you horfon round man?what's the matter?

Fran. What fir? Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anfwer me to that, and
Poin. Francis. Poines there ?

Prin. Away you Rogue,doft thou heare them call ? Prin. Ye fatch paunch, and yee call mee Coward, He
Heere they both call him, the Drawer Jiands amazed, ftab thee.
not fyiowing which way to go. Fal. I call thee Coward ? He fee thee damn'd ere I call

the Coward: but I would giue a thoufind pound I could
Enter "Vintner. run as faft as thou canft. You are ftraight enough in the

Vint. What, ftand'ft thou ftilJ, and hear'ft fuch a cal- flioulders, you care not who fees your backe : Call you
that
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon fuch bac- clofe,came in foot and handjand with a though't,feuen of
king : glue me them that will face me. Giue me a Cup the eleuen I pay'd.
of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunke to day. Prin. O monftrous ! eleuen Buckrom men growne

Prince. O Villaine, thy Lippes are fcarce wip'd, fince out of two ?
thou drunk'ft laft. Falft. But as the Deuill would haue it, three mif-be-

Falft. All's one for that. He drin^es. gotten Knaues, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and
A plague of all Cowards ftill,fay I. let driue at me ; for it was fo darke ,Sz/,that thou could'ft

Prince. What's the matter ? not fee thy Hand.
Falft. What's the matter ? here be foure of vs, haue Prin. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them,

ta'ne a thoufand pound this Morning. grofle as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay-
Prince. Where is h,Iac^ ? where is it ? brayn'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Foole, thou Horfon ob-
Fal/i. Where is it ? taken from vs, it is ; a hundred fcene greafie Tallow Catch.

vpon poore foure of vs. Falft. What,art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the
Prince. What, a hundred, man ? truth,the truth ?
FalH. I am a Rogue ,if I were not at halfe Sword with Prin. Why, how could'ft thou know thefe men in

a dozen of them two houres together. I haue fcaped by Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could'ft not
miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Doublet, fee thy Hand f Come, tell vs your reafon:what fay'ft thou
foure through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and to this ?
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-faw, ecce Jlgnum. Poin. Come,your reafon lac^ your reafon.
I neuer dealt better fince I was a man : all would not doe. Falft. What,vpon compuliion ? No : were I at the
A plague of all Cowards : let them fpeake ; if they fpeake Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not
more or leffe then truth,they are villaines, and the fonnes tell you on compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfi-
of darkneffe. on ? If Reafons were as plentie as Black-berries,! would

Prince. Speake firs,how was it ? giue no man a Reafon vpon compul/ion,I.
Gad. We foure fet vpon fome dozen. Prin. He be no longer guiltie of this finne. This fan-
Falft. Sixteene,at leaft,my Lord. guine Coward, this Bed-prefTer,this Horf-back-breaker,
Gad. And bound them. this huge Hill of Fleih.
Peto. No, no, they were not bound. Falft. Away you Starueling, you Elfe-skin, you dried
Falft. You Rogue, they were bound, euery man of Neats tongue, Bulles-piflell, you ftocke-fifh:O for breth

them, or I am a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew. to vtter. What is like thee ? You Tailors yard,you fheath
Gad. As we were maring,fome fixe or feuen frefh men you Bow-cafe,you vile ftanding tucke.

fet vpon vs. Prin. Well, breath a-while,and then to't againe : and
Falft. And vnbound the reft , and then come in the when thou haft tyr'd thy felfe in bafe companions, heare

other. me fpeake but thus.
Trince. What,fought yee with them all? foin. Marke lacke.
Falft. All ? I know not what yee call all : but if I frin. We two,faw you foure fet on foure and bound

fought not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radiih : them,and were Mailers of their Wealth : mark now how
if there were not two or three and fiftie vpon poore olde a plaine Tale fhall put you downe. Then did we two, fet
lacl^, then am I no two-legg'd Creature. on you foure,and with a word, outfac'd you from your

Pain. Pray Heauen, you haue not murthered fome of prize,and haue it: yea, and can fhew it you in the Houfe .
them. And Fa/Jlaffe,you caried your Guts away as nimbly,with

Falft. Nay, that's paft praying for; I haue pepper'd as quicke dexteritie,and roared for mercy, and ftill ranne
two of them : Two I am fure I haue payed, two Rogues and roar'd, as euer I heard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaue art
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a thou, to hacke thy fword as thou haft done,and then fay
Lye,fpit in my face,call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde it was in fight. What trick? what deuice ? what ftarting
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point; foure Rogues hole canft thou now find out,to hide thee from this open
in Buckrom let driue at me.' and apparant Shame ?

Pr;«c£.What,foure? thou fayd'ft but two,euen now. Poines. Come, let's heare lacke : What tricke haft
Falft. Foure Hal, I told thee foure. thou now ?
Pom. 1,1,he faid foure. Fa!. I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare
Falft. Thefe foure came all a-front, and mainely thruft ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heire apparant ?

at me ; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen Should I turne vpon the true Prince? Why,thou knoweft
points in my Targuet, thus. I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware Inftindt, the Lion

Prince. Seuen ? why there were but foure, euen now. will not touch the true Prince : Inftindl is a great matter.
Falft. In Buckrom. I was a Coward on InftincT: : I fliall thinke the better of
Poin. I,foure,in Buckrom Sutes. my felfe, and thee, during my life : I, for a valiant Lion,
Falft. Seuen,by thefe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elfe. and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you haue
Prin. Prethee let him alone,we lhall haue more anon. the Mony. Hofteffe,clap to the doores: watch to night,
Falft. Doeft thou heare me,Hal ? pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Harts of Gold,
Prin. I,and marke thee too, Iac\. all the good Titles of Fellowship come to you. What,
Falft. Doe fo, for it is worth the liftning too : thefe fhall we be merry? lhall we haue a Play extempory.

nine in Buckrom,that I told thee of. Prin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy runing
frin. So,two more alreadie. away.
Falft. Their Points being broken. Fal. A,no more of that Hall, and thou loueft me.
Poin. Downe fell his Hofe. Enter Hofte/e.
Falft. Began to giue me ground : but I followed me Hoft. My Lord, the Prince ?

Prin.
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Prin. How now my Lady the Hoftefie , what fay'ft Prin. So did he neuer the Sparrow.

thou to me ? Falft. Well, that Rafcall hath good mettall in him,
HofteJJe. Marry,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the hee will not runne.

Court at doore would fpeake with you: hee fayes,hee Prin. Why, what a Rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him
comes from your Father. fo for running ?

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall Falft. A Horfe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot hee will
man,and fend him backe againe to my Mother. not budge a foot.

Falft. What manner of man is hee ? frin. Yes Iac^e,vfon inftincl.
HofteJJe. An old man. Falft. I grant ye,vpon inftincl: Well,hee is there too,
FalH. What doth Grauitie out of his Bed at Midnight? and one t^fordal^e, and a thoufand blew-Cappes more.

Shall I giue him his anfwere? Worcefter is ftolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is
Prin. Prethee doe lacl^e. turn'd white with the Newes ; you may buy Land now
Falft. Taith,and He fend him packing. Exit. as cheape as ftinking Mackrell.
Prince. Now Sirs : you fought faire 5 fo did you Prin. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sunne,and this

Peto, fo did you Bardol: you are Lyons too, you ranne ciuill buffetting hold, wee fliall buy Maiden-heads as
away vpon inftincl : you will not touch the true Prince; they buy Hob-nayles,by the Hundreds.
no, fie. Falft. By the Maffe Lad, thou fay'ft true, it is like wee

Bard. 'Faith,! ranne when I faw others runne. fliall haue good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art
Prin. Tell mee now in earneft, how 'came Falftaffes not thou horrible afear'd ? thou being Heire apparant,

Sword fo hackt ? could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemyes a-
Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid,hee gaine, as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spirit Percy, and that

would fweare truth out of England, but hee would make Deuill Glendovrer ? Art not thou horrible afraid ? Doth
you beleeue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doe not thy blood thrill at it ?
the like. Prin. Not a whit: I lacke fome of thy inftincl.

'Bard. Yea,and to tickle our Nofes with Spear-graffe, Falft. Well,thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow,
to make them bleed, and then to befiubber our garments when thou commeft to thy Father : if thou doe loue me,
with it, and fweare it was the blood of true men. I did pradlife an anfwere.
that I did not this feuen yeeres before, I bluiht to heare Prin. Doe thou ftand for my Father,and examine mee
his monftrous deuices. vpon the particulars of my Life.

Prin. O Villaine, thou ftoleft a Cup of Sacke eigh- Falft. Shall I ? content: This Chayre Jhall bee my
teene yeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, and State , this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cumion my
euer fince thou haft blufht extempore : thou hadft fire Crowne.
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what Prin. Thy State is taken for a loyn'd-Stoole, thy Gol-
inftincl hadft thou for it ? den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich

'Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doe you Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne.
behold thefe Exhalations ? Falft. Well,and the fire of Grace be not quite out of

Prin. I doe. thee, now {halt thou be moued. Giue me a Cup of Sacke
'Bard. What thinke you they portend? to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought I
Prin. Hot Liuers,and cold Purfes. haue wept, for I muft fpeake in paffion, and I will doe it
'Bard. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken. in King Cambyjes vaine.
friti. No, if rightly taken, Halter. Prin. Well, heere is my Legge.

Falft. And heere is my fpeech : ftand afide Nobilitie.
Enter Falftaffe. HofteJJe. This is excellent fport,yfaith.

Falft. Weepe not, fweet Queene, for trickling teares
Heere comes leane Zjc^,heere comes bare-bone. How are vaine.
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is't agoe, HofteJJe. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte-
lackf,fince thou faw'ft thine owne Knee ? nance ?

Falft. My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres Falft. For Gods fake Lords, conuey my truftfull Queen,
(Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafte, I could For teares doe flop the floud-gates of her eyes.
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague HoftfJJe. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry
of fighing and griefe, it blowes a man vp like a Bladder- Players, as euer I fee.
There's villanous Newes abroad : heere was Sir lohn Falft. Peace good Pint-pot,peace good Tickle-braine.
'Braby from your Father ; you muft goe to the Court in Harry, I doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeft thy
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy; time j but alfo, how thou art accompanied : For though
and hee of Wales, that gaue sAmamon the Baftinado, the Camomile, the more it is troden,the fafter it growes;
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and fwore the Deuill his true yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it weares.
Liege-man vpon the Crofle of a Welch-hooke ; what a Thou art my Sonne : I haue partly thy Mothers Word,
plague call you him ? partly my Opinion ; but chiefely, a villanous tricke of

Poin. O, Glenaower. thine Eye, and a foolifh hanging of thy nether Lippe, that
Falft. On>en, Owen ; the fame, and his Sonne in Law doth warrant me. It then thou be Sonne to mee, heere

(^Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and the fprightly lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to me , art thou fo
Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runnes a Horfe-backe vp a poynted at ? Shall the blefled Sonne of Heauen proue a
Hill perpendicular. Micher, and eate Black-berryes ? a queftion not to bee

Prin. Hee that rides at high fpeede,and with a Piftoll askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue aTheefe, and
kills a Sparrow flying. take Purfes ? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing,

Falft. You haue hit it. Harry, which thou haft often heard of,and it is knowne to
many
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many in our Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch (as not him thy Harryes companie; banifli plumpe
ancient Writers doe report)doth defile; fo doth the com- banifli all the World.
panie thou keepeft : for Harry, now I doe not fpeake to Prince. I doe, I will.
thee in Drinke,but in Teares; not in Pleafure,but in Paf-
fion 5 not in Words onely, but in Woes alfo : and yet Enter ^ardolfh running.
there is a vertuous man, whom I haue often noted in thy
companie, but I know not his Name. 'Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a moft

Prin, What manner of man, and it like your Ma- moft monftrous Watch, is at the doore.
ieftie ? Falft. Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I haue much

Falft. A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent, to fay in the behalfe of that Falftaffe.
of a chearefull Looke, a pleafing Eye, and a moft noble
Carriage, and as I thinke,his age fome fiftie, or(byrlady) Enter the Hofteffe.
inclining to threefcore ; and now I remember mee, his
Name is Falftaffe: if that man fliould be lewdly giuen, Hofteffe. O, my Lord, my Lord.
hee deceiues mee ; for Harry, I fee Vertue in his Lookes. Falft. Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle-
If then the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit,as the Fruit fticke : what's the matter ?
by the Tree, then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is Vertue Hofte/e. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the
in that Falftaffe : him keepe with, the reft banifli. And doore : they are come to fearch the Houfe , fliall I let

tell mee now, thou naughtie Varlet, tell mee, where haft them in ?
thou beene this moneth f Falft. Do'ft thou heare Hal , neuer call a true peece of

Prin. Do'ft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand Gold a Counterfeit : thou art effentially made, without
for mee, and lie play my Father. feeming fo.

Falff. Depofe me : if thou do'ft it halfe fo grauely, fb "Prince. And thou a naturall Coward , without in-

maieftically,both in word and matter,hang me vp by the ftind.
heeles for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare. Falft. I deny your c/Wa/or : if you will deny the

frin. Well,heere I am fet. Sherife, fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart
Falft. And heere I ftand : iudge my Mafters. as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I
Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? hope I fliall as foone be ftrangled with a Halter, as ano-
Falft. My Noble Lord, from Eaft-cheape. ther.
Prin. The complaints I heare of thee,are grieuous. Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft
FalH. Yfaith, my Lord, they are falfe : Nay, He tickle walke vp aboue. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and

ye for a young Prince. good Confcience.
Trin. Sweareft thou, vngracious Boy ? henceforth Falft. Both which I haue had : but their date is out,

ne're looke on me: thou art violently carryed away from and therefore lie hide me. Exit.
Grace : there is a Deuill haunts thee, in the likenefie of a Prince. Call in the Sherife.
fat old Man ; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why
do'ft thou conuerfe with that Trunke of Humors , that Enter Sherife and the Carrier.
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlinefie, that fwolne Parcell of
Dropfies, that huge Bombard of Sacke, that ftuft Cloake- Prince. Now Mafter Sherife , what is your will with
bagge of Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the mee ?
Pudding in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini- She. Firft pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath
quitie, that Father Ruffian, that Vanitie in yeeres? where- followed certaine men vnto this houfe.
in is he good, but to tafte Sacke, and drinke it ? wherein Prince. What men ?
neat and cleanly, but to carue a Capon, and eat it ? where- She. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord,
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Craftie, but in Villa- a groffe fat man.
nie ? wherein Villanous,but in all things ? wherein wor- Car. As fat as Butter.
thy, but in nothing f "Prince. The man, I doe affure you, is not heere,

Fal&. I would your Grace would take me with you : For I my felfe at this time haue imploy'd him :
whom meanes your Grace ? And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee,

Prince. That villanous abhominable mis-leader of That I will by to morrow Dinner time,
Youth, Falftaffe, that old white-bearded Sathan. Send him to anfwere thee, or any man,

Falft. My Lord, the man I know. For any thing he fliall be charg'd withall :
Prince. I know thou do'ft. And fo let me entreat you,leaue the houfe.
Falft. But to fay, I know more harme in him then in She. I will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen

my felfe, were to fay more then I know. That hee is olde Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes.
(the more the pittie) his white hayres doe witneffe it : Prince. It may be fo : if he haue robb'd thefe men,
but that hee is (fauing your reuerence) a Whore-ma- He (hall be anfwerable : and fo farewell.
fter, that I vtterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a fault, She. Good Night, my Noble Lord.
Heauen helpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry, be a Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow,is it not?
finne,then many an olde Hofte that I know, is damn'd : She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke.
if to be fat, be to be hated, then Pharaohs leane Kine are Exit.
to be loued. No, my good Lord, banifh Peto, banifli Prince. This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poules:
Bardolph, banifh Points : but for fweete lacke Falftaffe, goe call him forth.
kinde lackf Falttaffe, true lacty Falftaffe, valiant lady Fal- Peto. Falftaffe ? faft afleepe behinde the Arras , and

J}affe,and therefore more valiant, being as hee is olde lac^ fnorting like a Horfe.
Falftaffe, banifli not him thy Harryes companie, banifli Prince. Harke, how hard he fetches breath : fearch his

Pockets. He
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He fearcbetb his Pockets , and findeth Steeples,and moffe-growne Towers. At your Birth,

certaine Papers. Our Grandam Earth,hauing this diftemperature,
Prince. What haft them found? In paffion fhooke,
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. Glend. Coufin : of many men
Prince. Let's fee, what be they ? reade them. 1 doe not beare thefe Croflings : Glue me leaue
Peto. Item, a Capon. ii.s.ii.d. To tell you once againe, that at my Birth

Item,Sawce. iiii-d. The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes,
Item,Sacke,two Gallons. v.s.viii.d. The Goates ranne from the Mountaines,and the Heards
Item, Anchoues and Sacke after Supper. iLs.vi.d. Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted fields:
Item, Bread. ob. Thefe fignes haue markt me extraordinarie,

Prince. O monftrous, but one halfe penny-worth of And all the courfes of my Life doe fhew,
Bread to this intollerable deale of Sacke f What there is 1 am not in the Roll of common men.
elfe,keepe clofe, wee'le reade it at more aduantage : there Where is the Liuing,clipt in with the Sea,
let him fleepe till day. He to the Court in the Morning: That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales,
Wee muft all to the Warres,and thy place fhall be hono- Which calls me Pupill,or hath read to me?
rable. He procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, And bring him out,that is but Womans Sonne,
and I know his death will be a Match of Twelue-fcore. Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art,
The Money fhall be pay'd backe againe with aduantage. And hold me pace in deepe experiments.
Be with me betimes in the Morning : and fo good mor- Hotjp. I thinke there's no man fpeakes better Welfh :
row Peto. He to Dinner.

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. Mart. Peace Coufin Percy, you will make him mad.
Glend. I can call Spirits from the vaftie Deepe-
Hot/p. Why fo can I, or fo can any man :

But will they come, when you doe call for them ?
AStus Tertius. Scena ''Prima. Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin, to command the

Deuill.

Hotjfi.And I can teach thee,Coufin,to fhame the Deuil,
By telling truth. Tell truth, and jbame the Deuill.

Enter Hotjjiurre, Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, If thou haue power to rayfe him, bring him hither,
Owen Glendoiver. And He be fworne, I haue power to fhame him hence.

Oh, while you liue, tell truth,and fhame the Deuill.
Mart. Thefe promifes are faire, the parties fure, effort. Come, come, no more of this vnprofitable

And our induction full of profperous hope. Chat.
Hotjj>. Lord <^fyTortimer, and Coufin G/endzTver, Glend. Three times hath Henry BuUingbroofye made head

Will you fit downe ? Againft my Power: thrice from the Banks of Wye,
And Vnckle Warcefter 5 a plague vpon it, And fandy-bottom'd Seuerne, haue I hent him
I haue forgot the Mappe. Bootleffe home,and Weather-beaten backe.

Glend. No,here it is : Hotjfi. Home without Bootes,
Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coufin Hotjpurre : And in foule Weather too,
For by that Name,as oft as Lancafter doth fpeake of you, How fcapes he Agues in the Deuils name ?
His Cheekes looke pale, and with a rifing figh, Glend, Come, heere's the Mappe :
He wifheth you in Heauen. Shall wee diuide our Right,

Hotjp. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glen- According to our three-fold order ta'ne ?
dower fpoke of. Mart. The Arch-Deacon hath diuid«d it

Glsnd. I cannot blame him : At my Natiuitie, Into three Limits, very equally :
The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes, England, from Trent,and Seuerne, hitherto,
Of burning CrefTets : and at my Birth, By South and Eaft, is to my part affign'd :
The frame and foundation of the Earth All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne fhore,
Shak'd like a Coward. And all the fertile Land within that bound,

Hotjj>. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, To Omn Glendower : And deare Couze, to you
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd, though your felfe The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent.
had neuer beene borne. And our Indentures Tripartite are drawne :

Glend. I fay the Earth did fhake when I was borne. Which being fealed enterchangeably,
Hotjj>. And I fay the Earth was not of my minde, (A BufinelTe that this Night may execute,?

If you fuppofe, as fearing you, it fhooke. To morrow,Coufin Percy,you and I,
Glend. The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did And my good Lord of Worcefter, will fet forth,

tremble. To meete your Father, and the Scottifh Power,
Hotjj>. Oh, then the Earth fhooke As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury.

To fee the Heauens on fire, My Father Glendotver is not readie yet,
And not in feare of your Natiuitie. Nor fhall wee neede his helpe thefe foureteene dayes :
Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth Within that fpace,you may haue drawne together
In ftrange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth Your Tenants,Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen.
Is with a kinde of Collick pincht and vext, Glend. A fnorter time mail fend me to you, Lords :
By the imprifoning of vnruly Winde And in my Conduct fhall your Ladies come,
Within her Wombe : which for enlargement ftriuing, From whom you now muft fteale, and take no kaue,
Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and tombles downe For there will be a World of Water fhed,

Vpon
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Vpon the parting of your Wiues and you. I cry'd hum, and well, goe too,

Hot/}>. Me thinks my Moity, North from Burton here, But mark'd him not a word. O,he is as tedious
In quantitie equals not one of yours: As a tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife,
See,how this Riuer comes me cranking irr, Worfe then a fmoakie Houfe. I had rather Hue
And cuts me from the beft of all my Land, With Cheefe and Garlick in a Windmill farre,
A huge halfe Moone,a monftrous Cantle out. Then feede on Cates,and haue him talke to me,
lie haue the Currant in this place damn'd vp, In any Summer-Houfe in Chriftendome.
And here the fmug and Siluer Trent fhall runne, Mart. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman,
In a new Channell, faire and euenly : Exceeding well read, and profited,
It mall not winde with fuch a deepe indent, In ftrange Concealements:
To rob me of fo rich a Bottome here. Valiant as a Lyon,and wondrous affable,

Glend. Not winde? it mall,it muft,you fee it doth. And as bountifullj as Mynes of India.
Mart. Yea, but marke how he beares his courfe, Shall I tell you, Coufin,

And runnes me vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, He holds your temper in a high refpecl,
Gelding the oppofed Continent as much, And curbes himfelfe, euen of his naturall fcope,
As on the other fide it takes from you. When you doe crofle his humorf faith he does.

Wore. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here, I warrant you, that man is not aliue,
And on this North fide winne this Cape of Land, Might fo haue tempted him,as you haue done,
And then he runnes ftraight and euen. Without the tafte of danger,and reproofe :

Hotjp. He haue it fo,a little Charge will doe it. But doe not vfe it oft,let me entreat you.
Glend. He not haue it alter'd. Wore. In faith,my Lord,you are too wilfull blame,
Hotjp. Will not you ? And fince your comming hither,haue done enough,
Glend. No, nor you mail not. To put him quite befi-des his patience.
Hotjp. Who mall fay me nay ? You muft needes Iearne,Lord,to amend this fault:
Glend. Why, that will I. Though fometimes it mew Greatneffe, Courage, Blood,
Hotjp. Let me not vnderftand you then, fpeake it in And that's the deareft grace it renders you;

Welih. Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harm Rage,
Glend. I can fpeake Englifh, Lord, as well as you : Defect of Manneis, want of Gouernment,

For I was trayn'd vp in the Englifh Court; Pride, Haughtineffe, Opinion,and Difdaine :
Where, being but young, I framed to the Harpe The leaft of w.hich, haunting a Nobleman,
Many an Englifh Dittie,louely well, Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behinde a ftayne
And gaue the Tongue a helpefull Ornament; Vpon the beautie of all parts befides,
A Vertue that was neuer feene in you. Beguiling them of commendation.

Hotjp. Marry, and I am glad of it with all my heart, Hotjp. Well, I am fchool'd :
I had rather be a Kitten,and cry mew, Good-manners be your fpeede ;
Then one of thefe fame Meeter Ballad-mongers: Heere come your Wiues,and let vs take our leaue.
I had rather heare a Brazen Candleftick turn'd,
Or a dry Wheele grate on the Axle-tree, Enter Glendotver, with the Ladies.
And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge,
Nothing fo much, as mincing Poetrie; Mart. This is the deadly fpight,that angers me,
'Tis like the forc't gate of a muffling Nagge. My Wife can fpeake no Englifh, I no Welfh.

Glend. Come,you mail haue Trent turn'd. GlendMj Daughter weepes,fhee'le not part with you,
Hotjp. I doe not care: He giue thrice fo much Land Shee'le be a Souldier too, fhee'le to the Warres.

To any well-deferuing friend ; Mart. Good Father tell her, that fhe and my Aunt Percy
But in the way of Bargaine,marke ye me, Shall follow in your Conduct fpeedily.
He cauill on the ninth part of a hayre.
Are the Indentures drawne? mail we be gone ? Cjlendoteer Jpeafys to her in Weljk, andjhe an-

Glend. The Moone mines faire, hveres him in the fame.
You may away by Night:
He hafte the Writer ; and withall, Qlend. Shee is defperate heere:
Breake with your Wiues, of your departure hence : A peeuifh felfe-will'd Harlotry,
I am afraid my Daughter will runne madde, One that no perfwafion can doe good vpon.
So much me doteth on her Mortimer. Exit.

Mart. Fie, " Coufin Percy, how you croffe my Fa- The Ladyjpeafys in Weljh.
ther.

Hotjp. I cannot chufe : fometime he angers me, Mart. I vnderftand thy Lookes: that pretty Welfh
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, Which thou powr'ft down from thefe fwelling Heauens,
Of the Dreamer <^\¬erlin, and his Prophecies ; I am too perfect in : and but for fhame,
And of a Dragon, and a finn«-lefTe Fifh, In fuch a parley mould I anfwere thee.
A clip-wing'd Griffin,and a moulten Rauen,
A couching Lyon,and a ramping Cat, The Lady againe in Weljh,
And fuch a deale of skimble-skamble Stuffe,
As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, Mart. I vnderftand thy KifTes,and thou mine,
He held me laft Night,at leaft, nine howres, And that's a feeling difputation :
In reckning vp the feuerall Deuils Names, But I will neuer be a Truant, Loue,
That were his Lacqueyes : Till I haue learn'd thy Language:for thy tongue

Makes
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Makes Welfh as fweet as Ditties highly penn'd, within thefe two howres: and fo come in, when yee
Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers Bowre, will. Exit.
With rauifhing Diuifion to her Lute. Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow,

Qlend. Nay,if thou melt, then will me runne madde. As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe.
By this our Booke is drawne: wee'le but feale,

The Lady Jpea%es againe in Wdjh. And then to Horfe immediately.
Mart. With all my heart. Exeunt.

t^Tort. O,Iam Ignorance it felfe in this.
Qlend. She bids you,

On the wanton Rufhes lay you downe, Sccena Secunda.
And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe,
And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you,
And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe,
Charming your blood with plejfing heauinefle ; Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others.
Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe,
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, King. Lords, giue vs leaue :
The houre before the Heauenly Harneis'd Teeme The Prince of Wales,and I,
Begins his Golden Progreffe in the Eaft. Muft haue fome priuate conference :

effort. With all my heart He fit, and heare her fing: But be neere at hand,
By that time will our Booke,! thinke, be drawne. For wee /hall prefently haue neede of you.

Qlend. Doe fo : Exeunt Lords.
And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you, I know not whether Heauen will haue it fo,
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence ; For fome difpleafing feruice I haue done;
And ftraight they mall be here : fit, and attend. That in his fecret Doome,out of my Blood,

Hotjp. Come Kafe,thou art perfect in lying downe : Hee'le breede Reuengement,and a Scourge for me :
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy But thou do'ft in thy paffages of Life,
Lappe. Make me beleeue,that thou art onely mark'd

Lady. Goe,ye giddy-Goofe. For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heauen
To punifh my Miftreadings. Tell me elfe,

flayes. Could fuch inordinate and low defires,
Such poore,fuch bare, fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts,

Hot/]' . Now I perceiue the Deuill vnderftands Welfh, Such barren pleafures, rude focietie,
And 'tis no maruell he is fo humorous : As thou art matcht withall,and grafted too,
Byrlady hee's a good Mufitian. Accompanie the greatneffe of thy blood,

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muficall, And hold their leuell with thy Princely heart?
For you are altogether gouerned by humors : Prince. So pleafe your Maiefty, I would I could
Lye ftill ye Theefe, and heare the Lady fing in Welfh. Qujt all offences with as cleare excufe,

Hotjp. I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in As well as I am doubtleffe I can purge
Irifh. My felfe of many I am charg'd withall:

Lady. Would'ft haue thy Head broken ? Yet fuch extenuation let me begge,
Hotjp. No. As in reproofe of many Tales deuis'd,
Lady. Then be ftill. Which oft the Eare of Greatneffe needes muft heare,
Hotjp. Neyther,'tis a Womans fault. By fmiling Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongers;
Lady. Now God helpe thee. I may for fome things true,wherein my youth
Hotjp . To the Welfh Ladies Bed. Hath faultie wandred,and irregular,
Lady. What's that ? Finde pardon on my true fubmiflion.

Peace, fhee fings. King. Heauen pardon thee :
Yet let me wonder, Harry,

Heere the Ladyjings a Pf^eljh Song. At thy affections, which doe hold a Wing
Qu_ite from the flight of all thy anceftors.

Hotjp. Come, He haue your Song too. Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft,
Lady. Not mine, in good footh. Which by thy younger Brother is fupply'de j
Hotjp. Not yours, in good footh ? And art almoft an alien to the hearts

You fweare like a Comfit-makers Wife : Of all the Court and Princes of my blood.
Not you, in good footh ; and, as true as I liue ; The hope and expectation of thy time
And,as God fhall mend me ; and, as fure as day : Is ruin'd,and the Soule of euery man
And giueft fuch Sarcenet furetie for thy Oathes, Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall.
As if thou neuer walk'ft further then Finsbury. Had I fo lauifh of my prefence beene,
Sweare me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, So common hackney'd in the eyes of men,
A good mouth-filling Oath: and leaue in footh, So ftale and cheape to vulgar Company ;
And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread, Opinion, that did helpe me to the Crowne,
To Veluet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens. Had ftill kept loyall to polTeffion,
Come, fing. And left me in reputeleffe baniihment,

Lady. I will not fing. A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood.
Hotjp . 'Tis the next way to turne Taylor, or be Red- By being feldome feene,[ could not ftirre,

breft teacher : and the Indentures be drawne, Jle away But like a Comet, I was wondred at,
That
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That men would tell their Children,This is hee : This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifes,
Others would fay; Where, Which is Bullingbroake. Difcomfited great Dotvglat, ta'ne him once,
And then I ftole all Courtefie from Heauen, Enlarged him, and made a friend of him,
And dreft my felfe in fuch Humilitie, To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp,
That I did plucke Allegeance from mens hearts, And fhake the peace and fafetie of our Throne.
Lowd Showts and Salutations from their mouthes, And what fay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland,
Euen in the prefence of the Crowned King. The Arch-bifhops Grace of Yorke, Dowglcu,Mortimer,
Thus I did keepe my Perfon frefh and new, Capitulate againft vs, and are vp.
My Prefence like a Robe Pontifical!, But wherefore doe I tell thefe Newes to thee?
Ne're feene,but wondred at : and fo my State, Why, Harry, doe I tell thee of my Foes,
Seldome but fumptuous, fhewed like a Feaft, Which art my neer'ft and deareft Enemie ?
And wonne by rareneffe fuch Solemnitie. Thou, that art like enough, through vaffall Feare,
The skipping King hee ambled vp and downe, Bafe Inclination, and the ftart of Spleene,
With {hallow Iefters,and rafh Bauin Wits, To fight againft me vnder Percies pay,
Soone kindled,and foone burnt,carded his State, To dogge his heeles,and curtfie at his frownes,
Mingled his Royaltie with Carping Fooles, To fhew how much thou art degenerate.
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, Prince. Doe not thinke fo, you /hall not finde it fo :
And gaue his Countenance, againft his Name, And Heauen forgiue them, that fo much haue fway'd
To laugh at gybing Boyes, and ftand the pufh Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me :
Of euery Beardlefle vaine Comparatiue ; I will redeeme all this on Percies head,
Grew a Companion to the common Streetes, And in the clofing of fome glorious day,
Enfeoff'd himfelfe to Popularitie : Be bold to tell you,that I am your Sonne,
That being dayly fwallowed by mens Eyes, When I will weare a Garment all of Blood,
They furfeted with Honey, and began to loathe And ftaine my fauours in a bloody Maske :
The tafte of SweetnefTe, whereof a little Which wafht away, fhall fcowre my fhame with it.
More then a little, is by much too much. And that fhall be the day, when ere it lights,
So when he had occafion to be feene, That this fame Child of Honor and Renowne,
He was but as the Cuckow is in lune, This gallant Hotjpur,t\ns all-prayfed Knight,
Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch Eyes, And your vnthought-of Harry chance to meet :
As ficke and blunted with Communitie, For euery Honor fitting on his Helme,
Affoord no extraordinarie Gaze, Would they were multitudes,and on my head
Such as is bent on Sunne-like Maieftie, My /harries redoubled. For the time will come,
When it fhines feldome in admiring Eyes : That I fhall make this Northerne Youth exchange
But rather drowz'd ,and hung their eye-lids downe, His glorious Deedes for my Indignities:
Slept in his Face, and rendred fuch afpedl Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord,
As Cloudie men vfe to doe to their aduerfaries, To engroffe vp glorious Deedes on my behalfe :
Being with his prefence glutted,gorg'd,and full. And I will call him to fo ftrict account,
And in that very Line,Harry, ftandeft thou : That h« fhall render euery Glory vp,
For thou haft loft thy Princely Priuiledge, Yea,euen the fleighteft worfliip of his time,
With vile participation. Not an Eye Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart.
But is awearie of thy common fight, This, in the Name of Heauen, I promife here :
Saue mine, which hath defir'd to fee thee more : The which, if I performe, and doe furuiue,
Which now doth that I would not haue it doe, I doe befeech your Maieftie, may falue
Make blinde it felfe with foolifh tenderneffe. The long-growne Wounds of my intemperature :

Prince. I fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, If not, the end of Life cancells all Bands,
Be more my felfe. And I will dye a hundred thoufand Deaths,

King. For all the World, Ere breake the fmalleft parcell of this Vow.
As thou art to this houre, was Richard then, King. A hundred thoufand Rebels dye in this :
When I from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh ; Thou fhalt haue Charge,and foueraigne truft herein.
And euen as I was then,is Percy now :
Now by my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, Enter 'Blunt.
He hath more worthy intereft to the State
Then thou, the fhadow of Succeffion ; How now good Blunt'? thy Lookes are full of fpeed.
For of no Right, nor colour like to Right. 'Blunt. So hath the Bufinefle that I come to fpeake of.
He doth fill fields with Harneis in the Realme, Lord fTVEortimer of Scotland hath fent word,
Turnes head againft the Lyons armed lawes; That Tto-wglat and the Englifh Rebels met
And being no more in debt to yeeres,then thou, The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury :
Leades ancient Lords, and reuerent Bifhops on A mightie and a fearefull Head they are,
To bloody Battailes,and to brufing Armes. (If Promifes be kept on euery hand)
What neuer-dying Honor hath he got, As euer offered foule play in a State.
Againft renowned Do-mglcu ? whofe high Deedes, King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day :
Whofe hot Incurfions,and great Name in Armes, With him my fonne, Lord lohn of Lancafter,
Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie, For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old.
And Militarie Title Capitall. On Wednefday next, ferry thou fhalt fet forward :
Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, On Thurfday, wee our felues will march.
Thrice hath the Hotjpur tflfars, in fwathing Clothes, Our meeting is Bridgenorth: and Harry,yo\i fhall march

f Through
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Through Glocefterfliire : by which account, Hofteffe. Why Sir 7c£»,what doe you thinke, Sir lohn ?
Our Bufmeffe valued fome twelue dayes hence, doe you thinke I keepe Theeues in my Houfe ? I haue
Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth ihall meete. fearch'd, I haue enquired, fo haz my Husband, Man by
Our Hands are full of Bufinefle : let's away, Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant : the tight of a
Aduantage feedes him fat,while men delay. Exeunt. hayre was neuer loft in my houfe before.

Falft. Ye lye Hoftefle : ^Bardolfh was ihau'd, and loft
many a hayre ; and He be fworne my Pocket was pick'd :
goe to,you are a Woman,goe.

Scena Tertia. HofteJJe. Who I ? I dene thee : I was neuer call'd fo
in mine owne houfe before.

Falft. Goe to,I know you well enough.
HoSleJJe. No,Sir Iohn,you doe not know me,Sir lohn:

Enter FalBaffe and *Bardolph. I know you,Sir John : you owe me Money, Sir lohn, and
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : I bought

Falfl. Bardolpb, am I not falne away vilely, fince this you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe.
laftaclion? doe I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why Falft. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them
my skinne hangs about me like an olde Ladies loofe away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Boulters of
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple lohn. Well, them.
He repent,and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : Hofleffe. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight
I fliall be out of heart fhortly , and then I {hall haue no /hillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides, Sir lohn,
ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you,
in-fide of a Church is made of, I am a Pepper-Come, a foure and twentie pounds.
Brewers Horfe,the in-fide of a Church. Company,villa- Falft. Hee had his part of it,let him pay.
nous Company hath beene the fpoyle of me. Hofteffe. Hee ? alas hee is poore , hee hath no-

Bard. Sir lohn, you are fo fretfull, you cannot Hue thing.
long. Falft. How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face : What call

Falft. Why there is it: Come,fmg me a bawdy Song, you Rich ? Let them coyne his Nofe,let them coyne his
make me merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle- Cheekes, lie not pay a Denier. What, will you make a
man need to be ; vertuous enough, fwore little, dic'd not Younker of me ? Shall I not take mine eafe in mine Inne,
aboue feuen times a weeke, went to a Bawdy-houfe not but I fhall haue my Pocket pick'd ? I haue loft a Seale-
aboue once in a quarter of an houre, payd Money that I Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortie Marke.
borrowed, three or foure times j liued well, and in good Hofteffe. I haue heard the Prince tell him, J know not
compafie : and now I liue out of all order, out of com- how oft, that that Ring was Copper.
pafTe. Falft. How? the Prince is a Iacke,a Sneake-Cuppe:

'Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir lobn , that you muft and if hee were heere,! would cudgell him like a Dogge,
needes bee out of all compaffe 5 out of all reafonable if hee would fay fo.
compafle, Sir lohn.

Falft. Doe thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy Enter the frince marching,and Falftaffe meets
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou beareft the Lanterne him, playing on his Truncbion
in the Poope, but 'tis in the Nofe of thee ; thou art the li{e a Fife.
Knight of the burning Lampe.

'Bard. Why,Sir Iohn,my Face does you no harme. Falft. How now Lad ? is the Winde in that Doorer1
Falft. No,lie be fworne : I make as good vfe of it, as Muft we all march ?

many a man doth of a Deaths-Head,or a Memento zMori. Bard. Yea,two and two,Newgate fafhion.
I neuer fee thy Face, but I thinke vpon Hell fire, and Diues Hofteffe. My Lord,I pray you heare me.
that liued in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, Trince. What fay'ft thou, Miftrefle Quickly ? How
burning. If thou wert any way giuen to vertue, I would does thy Husband ? I loue him well , hee is an honeft

fweare by thy Face ; my Oath {hould bee, ̂ By this Fire: man.
But thou art altogether giuen ouer ; and wert indeede, HofteJJe. Good, my Lord, heare mee.
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of vtter Darke- Falft. Prethee let her alone, and lift to mee.
neffe. When thou ran'ft vp Gads-Hill in the Night, to Prince. What fay'ft thou, lacfe ?
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene Falft. The other Night I fell afleepe heere behind the
an Ign-k fatuiu, ,or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchafe Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfe is turn'd
in Money. O, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euer- Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets.
lafting Bone-fire-Light: thou haft faued me a thoufand Prince. What didft thou lofe, lac^e ?
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the Falft. Wilt thou beleeue me, Ha/? Three or foure Bonds
Night betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne : But the Sack that of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand-
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as fathers.
good cheape,as the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue Prince. A Trifle, fome eight-penny matter.
maintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time Haft. So I told him,my Lord ; and I laid, I heard your
this two and thirtie yeeres, Heauen reward me for it. Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely of

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. you, like a foule-mouth'd man as hee is, and faid, hee
Falft. So fliould I be fure to be heart-burn'd. would cudgell you.

Enter Hofteffe. Prince. What hee did not ?
How now,Dame Partlet the Hen, haue you enquir'd yet Hoft. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood
who pick'd my Pocket ? in me elfe.

Falft. There's
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Falft. There's no more faith in thee then a ftu'de Prune; Prin. O my fweet Beefe :

nor no more truth in thee, then in a drawne Fox : and for I muft ftill be good Angell to thee.
Wooman-hood,Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife The Monie is paid backe againe.
of the Ward to thee. Go,you nothing: go. Fal. O,I do not like that paying backe, 'tis a double

Hoft. Say,what thing? what thing ? Labour.
Falft. What thing? why a thing to thanke heauen on. Prin. I am good Friends with my Father,and may do
Hoft. I am no thing to thanke heauen on, I wold thou any thing.

fhouldft know it : I am an honeft mans wife : and fetting Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do'ft,
thy Knighthood afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo. and do it with vnwafli'd hands too.

Falft. Setting thy woman-hood afide,thou art a beaft 'Bard. Do my Lord.
to fay other wife. Prin. I haue procured thee Iacfe,a Charge of Foot.

Hoft. Say, what beaft,thou knaue thou ? Fal. I would it had beene of Horfe. Where flial I finde
Fa/. What beaft? Why an Otter. one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe of two and
Prln. An Otter,fir lobn? Why an Otter ? twentie,or thereabout : I am heynoufly vnprouided. Wei
Fa!. Why? She's neither fifh nor flefh; a man knowes God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but

not where to haue her. the Vertuous. I laud them, I praife them.
Hoft . Thou art vniuft man in faying fo ; thou, or anie Prin. 'Bardolfb.

man knowes where to haue me,thou knaue thou. 'Bar. My Lord.
Prince. Thou'fay1 ft true Hoftefle,and he flanders thee Prin. Go beare this Letter to Lord lobn of Lancafter

moft groffely. To my Brother lobn. This to my Lord of Weftmerland,
Hoft. So he doth you,my Lord, and fayde this other Go Peto, to horfe : for thou,and I,

day, You ought him a thoufand pound. Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner time.
Prince. Sirrah,do I owe you a thoufand pound ? /<2c^,meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall
Falft. A thoufand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loue is At two a clocke in the afternoone,

worth a Million : thou ow'ft me thy loue. There ftialt thou know thy Charge,and there receiue
Hoft. Nay my Lord,he call'd you lacke, and faid hee Money and Order for their Furniture.

would cudgell you. The Land is burning, Percie ftands on hye,
Fal. Did I, Bardolph? And either they, or we muft lower lye.
'Bar. Indeed Sir lobn, you faid fo. Fal. Rare words! braue world.
Fal. Yea, if he laid my Ring was Copper. Hofte/Te,my breakfaft, come :
Prince. I fay 'tis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee as good as Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drumme.

thy word now ? Exeunt omnes.
Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ft,as thou art but a man,I

dare : but,as thou art a Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the
roaring of the Lyons Whelpe.

Prince. And why not as the Lyon ? AffinsQuartus. Sc&na^Prima.
Fal. The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon :

Do'ft thou thinke He feare thee,as I feare thy Father?nay
if I do, let my Girdle breake. Enter Harris Hotjfiurre, Worcefter,

Prin. O,if it mould, how would thy guttes fall about and
thy knees. But firra : There's no roome for Faith, Truth,
nor Honefty, in this bofome of thine ; it is all fill'd vppe Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking truth
with Guttes and Midriffe. Charge an honeft Woman In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie,
with picking thy pocket ? Why thou horfon impudent Such attribution fhould the Dowglas haue,
imboft Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but As not a Souldiour of this feafons ftampe,
Tauerne Recknings, Memorandums of Bawdie-houfes, Should go fo generall currant through the world.
and one poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to make thee By heauen I cannot flatter : I defie
long-winded : if thy pocket were enrich'd with anie o- The Tongues of Soothers. But a Brauer place
ther iniuries but thefe, J am a Villaine : And yet you will In my hearts loue, hath no man then your Selfe.
ftand to it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou not Nay,taske me to my word : approue me Lord.
afham'd ? Dow. Thou art the King of Honor :

Fal. Do'ft thou heare Hal ? Thou know'ft in the ftate No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground,
of Innocency, Adam fell : and what fliould poore lac fa But I will Beard him.
Falftaffe do, in the dayes of Villany ? Thou feeft, I haue
more flefh then another man, and therefore more frailty. Enter a MeJJenger.
You confefle then you pickt my Pocket?

Prin. It appeares fo by the Story. Hot. Do fo, and 'tis well. What Letters haft there ?
Fal. Hoftefle, I forgiue thee : I can but thanke you.

Go make ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband, Meff. Thefe Letters come from your Father.
Looke to thy Seruants, and cherifh thy Guefts : Hot . Letters from him ?
Thou fhalt find me tractable to any honeft reafon: Why comes he not himfelfe?
Thou feeft, I am pacified ftill. Mef. He cannot come, my Lord,
Nay, I prethee be gone. He is greeuous ficke.

Exit Hofteffe. Hot. How? haz he the leyfure to be ficke new
Now Hal, to the newes at Court for the Robbery, Lad ? In fuch a iuftling time? Who leades his power ?
How is that anfwered? Vnder whofe Gonernment come they along?
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Meff. His Letters beares his minde, not I his minde. . As heart can thinke :
Wor. I prethee tell me,doth he keepe his Bed ? There is not fuch a word fpoke of in Scotland,
Meff~. He did,my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth ! At this Dreame of Feare.

And at the time of my departure thence,
He was much fear'd by his Phyfician. Enter Sir Richard Vernon.

Wor. I would the ftate of time had firft beene whole,
Ere he by fickneiTe had beene vifited : Hotjp. My Coufin F~ernon, welcome by my Soule.
His health was neuer better worth then now. fern. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome,Lord.

HotJj>.S\cke jnow? droope now? this ficknes doth infeft The Earle of Weftmerland, feuen thoufand ftrong,
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, Is marching hither-wards, with Prince lobn.
'Tis catching hither,euen to our Campe. Hotjp. No harme: what more ?
He writes me here, that inward fickne/fe, Pern. And further, I haue learn'd,
And that his friends by deputation The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth,
Could not fo foone be drawne: nor did he thinke it meet, Or hither-wards intended fpeedily,
To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft With ftrong and mightie preparation.
On any Soule remou'd,but on his owne. Hotjj>. He mall be welcome too.
Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement, Where is his Sonne,
That with our fmall conjunction we mould on, The nimble-footed Mad-Cap,Prince of Wales,
To fee how Fortune is difpos'd to vs : And his Cumrades,that daft the World afide,
For,as he writes,there is no quailing now, And bid it paife ?
Becaufe the King is certainely poffeft Vern. All furnimt, all in Armes,
Of all our purpofes. What fay you to it ? All plum'd like Eftridges, that with the Winde

Wor. Your Fathers ficknefTe is a mayme to vs. Bayted like Eagles,hauing lately bath'd,
Hotjj>. A perillous Gam, a very Limme lopt off: Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images,

And yet,in faith,it is not his prefent want As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May,
Seemes more then we mall finde it. And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-fummer,
Were it good, to fet the exact wealth of all our ftates Wanton as youthfull Goates, wilde as young Bulls.
All at one Caft ? To fet fo rich a mayne I faw young Harry with his Beuer on,
On the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre, His Cufhes on his thighes,gallantly arm'd,
It were not good : for therein mould we reade Rife from the ground like feathered <^£ercury,
The very Bottome,and the Soule of Hope, And vaulted with fuch eafe into his Seat,
The very Lift, the very vtmoft Bound As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds,
Of all our fortunes. To turne and winde a fierie Pegafas,

Dowg. Faith,and fo wee mould, And witch the World with Noble Horfemanmip.
Where now remaines a fweet reuerfion. Hotjp. No more, no more,
We may boldly fpend, vpon the hope Worfe then the Sunne in March :
Of what is to come in : This prayfe doth nouri/h Agues: let them come.
A comfort of retyrement Hues in this. They come like Sacrifices in their trimme,

Hotjp. A Randeuous,a Home to flye vnto, And to the fire-ey'd Maid of fmoakie Warre,
If that the Deuill and Mifchance looke bigge All hot, and bleeding, will wee offer them :
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Affaires. The mayled <JWars ihall on his Altar fit

Wor. But yet I would your Father had beene here: Vp to the eares in blood. I am on fire,
The Q_ualitie and Heire of our Attempt To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh,
Brookes no diuifion : It will be thought And yet not ours. Come,let me take my Horfe,
By fome,that know not why he is away, Who is to beare me like a Thunder-bolt,
That wifedome,loyaltie, and meere diflike Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales.
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. Harry to Hany,{hz\\ not Horfe to Horfe
And thinke,how fuch an apprehenfion Meete,and ne're part,till one drop downe a Coarfe t
May turne the tyde of fearefull Faction, Oh,that Glendoner were come.
And breede a kinde of queftion in our caufe : Ver. There is more newes :
For well you know, wee of the offring fide, I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along,
Muft keepe aloofe from ftridt arbitrement, He cannot draw his Power this foureteene dayes.
And flop all fight-holes,euery loope,from whence Doreg. That's the worft Tidings that I heare of
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs : yet.
This abfence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, Wor. 1 by my faith, that beares a frofty found.
That fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare, Hotjfi. What may the Kings whole Battaile reach
Before not dreamt of. vnto ?

Hotjp. You ftrayne too farre. Ver. To thirty thoufand.
I rather of his abfence make this vfe : Hot. Forty let it be,
It lends a Luftre,and more great Opinion, My Father and Glendotver being both away,
A larger Dare to your great Enterprize, The powres of vs, may ferue fo great a day.
Then if the Earle were here : for men muft thinke, Come,let vs take a mufter fpeedily:
If we without his helpe, can make a Head Doomefday is neere; dye all,dye merrily.
To pu/h againft the Kingdome ; with his helpe, Doff. Talke not of dying,! am out of feare
We mail o're-turne it topfie-turuy downe : Of death,or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare.
Yet all goes well,yet all our ioynts are whole. Exeunt Omnes.

Scena
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Falft. Tut,neuer feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat,to

Sctena Secunda. fteale Creame.
Prince. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft

hath alreadie made tbee Butter : but tell me,lac^ whofe
fellowes are thefe that come after?

Enter Falftaffe and Bardolpb. Falft. Mine, Hal,mine.
Prince. I did neuer fee luch pittifull Rafcals.

Falji. 'Bardolph, get thee before to Couentry, fill me a Falft. Tut,tut,good enough to toffe:foode for Pow-
Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ihall march throughiwee'le der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit, as well as better:
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. tuih man,mortall men,mortall men.

'Bard. Will you giue me Money, Captaine ? Weftm. I, but Sir lobn, me thinkes they are exceeding
FalSi. Lay out, lay out. poore and bare, too beggarly.
'Bard. This Bottle makes an Angell. Falft. Faith,for their pouertie,! know not where they
Falft. And if it doe, take it for thy labour : and if it had that; and for their bareneffe, I am fure they neuer

make twentie, take them all, He anfwere the Coynage. learn'd that of me.
Bid my Lieutenant Peto meete me at the Townes end. Pr;'n«.No, lie be fworne,vnleffe you call three fingers

'Bard. I will Captaine : farewell. Exit. on the Ribbes bare. But firra, make hafte, Percy is already
Falft. If I be not afliam'd of my Souldiers, I am a in the field.

fowc't-Gurnet: I haue mif-vs'd the Kings Preffe dam- Falft. What, is the King encamp'd?
nably. I haue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie Weftm. Hee is, Sir lohn, 1 feare wee ihall ftay too
Souldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds. I preffe me long.
none but good Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonnesienquire Falft. Well,to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin-
me out contracted Batchelers, fuch as had beene ask'd ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft.
twice on the Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaues, Exeunt.
as had as lieue heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; fuch as
feare the report of a Caliuer,worfe then a ftruck-Foole,
or a hurt wilde-Ducke. I preft me none but fuch Toriesand Butter,with Hearts in their Bellyes no bigger then Sccena Tertia.
Pinnes heads, and they haue bought out their ferukes:
And now, my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor-
porals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as Snter Hotjfiur, Worcefter, Dotvglas, and
ragged as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glut- Vernon.
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were
neuer Souldiers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn- Hotjp. Wee'le fight with him to Night.
ger Sonnes to younger Brothers, reuolted Tapfters and Wore. It may not be.
Oftlers, Trade-falne, the Cankers of a calme World,and Dong. You giue him then aduantage.
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, Vern. Not a whit.
then an old-fac'd Ancient; and fuch haue I to fill vp the Hot/p. Why fay you fo ? lookes he not for fupply?
roomes of them that haue bought out their feruices: that Vern. So doe wee.
you would thinke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totter'd Hotjfi. His is certaine,ours is doubtful!.
Prodigalls, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating Wore. Good Coufin be aduis'd,ftirre not to night.
Draffe and Huskes. A mad fellow met me on the way, Vern. Doe not, my Lord.
and told me,I had vnloaded all the Gibbets,and preft the Dong. You doe not counfaile well:
dead bodyes. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowes : He You fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart.
not march through Couentry with them, that's flat. Nay, Vern. Doe me no (lander, Dowgltu: by my Life,
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if And I dare well maintaine it with my Life,
they had Gyues on 5 for indeede, I had the moft of them If well-refpefted Honor bid me on,
out of Prifbn. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my I ho/ld as little counfaile with weake feare,
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to- As you,my Lord,or any Scot that this day liues.
gether, and throwne ouer the Ihoulders like a Heralds Let it be feene to morrow in the Battell,
Coat, without fleeues : and the Shirt, to fay the truth, Which of vs feares.
ftolne from my Hoft of S. Albones, or the Red-Nofe DtjTvg. Yea,or to night.
Inne-keeper of Dauintry. But that's all one, they'le finde Vern. Content.
Linnen enough on euery Hedge. Hotjp. To night,fay I.

Vern. Come,come, it may not be.
Enter the Prince,and the LvrdofWeftmerland. I wonder much,being me of fuch great leading as you are

That you fore-fee not what impediments
Prince. How now blowne lacl^? how now Quilt? Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe
Falft. What Hal? How now mad Wag, what a Deuill Of my Coufin Vernons are not yet come vp,

do'ft thou in Warwickshire ? My good Lord of Weft- Your Vnckle Worcefters Horfe came but to day,
merland,! cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al- And now their pride and mettall is afleepe,
ready beene at Shrewsbury. Their courage with hard labour tame and dull,

Weft. 'Faith,Sir Iobn,'t\s more then time that I were That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfelfe.
there, and you too : but my Powers are there alreadie. Hotj}>. So are the Horfes of the Enemie
The King, I can tell you, lookes for vs all: we muft away In generall iourney bated,and brought low:
all to Night. The better part of ours are full of reft.
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Wore. The number of the King exceedeth ours ; When hee was perfonall in the Irifh Warre.

For Gods fake, Coufin,ftay till all come in. 'Blunt. Tut, I came not to heare this.
Hotjp. Then to the point.

The Trumpet founds a Parley. Enter Sir In fliort time after, hee depos'd the King.
Walter"'Blunt. Soone after that,depriu'd him of his Life :

And in the neck of that,task't the whole State.
'Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, To make that worfe,fuffer'd his Kinfman <^farcb,

If you vouchfafe me hearing,and refpe£K Who is,if euery Owner were plac'd,
Hotjp. Welcome,Sir Walter 'Blunt: In<ieede his King,to be engag'd in Wales,

And would to God you were of our determination. There,without Ranfome,to lye forfeited:
Some of vs loue you well: and euen thofe fome Difgrac'd me in my happie Victories,
Enuie your great deferuings, and good name, Sought to intrap me by intelligence,
Becaufe you are not of our qualitie, Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord,
But ftand againft vs like an Enemie. In rage difmifs'd my Father from the Court,

'Blunt. And Heauen defend, but ftill I mould ftand fb, Broke Oath on Oath,committed Wrong on Wrong,
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, And in concluflon,droue vs to feeke out
You ftand againft anoynted Maieftie. This Head of fafetiej and withall, to prie
But to my Charge. Into his Title : the which wee finde
The King hath fent to know Too indirect, for long continuance.
The nature of your Griefes,and whereupon 'Blunt. Shall I returne this anfwer to the King?
You coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace, Hotjp. Not fo, Sir Walter.
Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land Wee'le with-draw a while :
Audacious Crueltie. If that the King Goe to the King,and let there be impawn'd
Haue any way your good Deferts forgot, Some furetie for a fafe returne againe,
Which he confefleth to be manifold, And in the Morning early ihall my Vnckle
He bids you name your Griefes, and with all fpeed Bring him our purpofe : and fo farewell.
You fhaU haue your de(ires,with intereft; Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Lou«.
And Pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe, Hotjp. And't may be, fo wee fhall.
Herein mis-led, by your fuggeftion. Blunt. Pray Heauen you doe. Exeunt.

Hotjf. The King is kinde :
And well wee know, the King
Knowes at what time to promife,when to pay.
My Father, my Vnckle, and my felfe,
Did giue him that fame Royaltie he weares : Scena Quarta*
And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong,
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched,and low,
A poore vnminded Out-law, fneaking home, Enter the Arcb-Bijbop ofTorl^e,andSirMicbelL
My Father gaue him welcome to the fliore :
And when he heard him fweare,and vow to God, Arch.Hie, good Sir Mkhdl, beare this fealed Briefe
He came but to be Duke of Lancafter, With winged hafte to the Lord Marfhall,
To fue his Liuerie,and begge his Peace, This to my Coufin Scroope, and all the reft
With teares of Innocencie,and tearmes of Zeale; To whom they are directed.
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mou'd, If you knew how much they doe import,
Swore him affiftance,and perform'd it too. You would make hafte.
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme Sir Mich. My good Lord, I guefie their tenor.
Perceiu'd Northumberland did leane to him. Arch. Like enough you doe.
The more and lefle came in with Cap and Knee, To morrow, good Sir Micbell,is a day,
Met him in Boroughs,Cities, Villages, Wherein the fortune often thoufand men
Attended him on Bridges,flood in Lanes, Muft bide the touch. For Sir,at Shrewsbury,
Layd Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oathes, As I am truly giuen to vnderftand,
Gaue him their Heires,as Pages followed him, The King, with mightie and quick-rayfed Power,
Euen at the heeles,in golden multitudes. Meetes with Lord Harry : and I feare, Sir MkhelL,
He prefently,as Greatnefle knowes it felfe, What with the ficknefle of Northumberland,
Steps me a little higher then his Vow Whofe Power was in the firft proportion ;
Made to my Father, while his blood was poore, And what with Oven Glendowers abfence thence,
Vpon the naked (hore at Rauenfpurgh : Who with them was rated firmely too,
And now ( forfooth) takes on him to reforme And comes not in, ouer-rul'd by Prophecies,
Some certaine Edicts, and fome ftrait Decrees, I feare the Power of Percy is too weake,
That lay too heauie on the Common-wealth; To wage an inftant tryall with the King.
Cryes out vpon abufes,feemes to weepe Sir M('cA.Why,my good Lord,you need not feare,
Ouer his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, There is *D<xfglaf,and Lord <&l'ortimer.
This feeming Brow of luftice, did he winne Arch. No,<Jlfcrtimer is not there.
The hearts of all that hee did angle for. SirMic.But there is Mordakf ,£VnoM,Lord Har
Proceeded further,cut me off the Heads And there is my Lord of Worcefter,
Of all the Fauorites,that the abfent King And a Head of gallant Warriors,
In deputation left behinde him heere, Noble Gentlemen.

Arch. And
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tArcb. And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawne When yet you were in place, and in account

The fpeciall head of all the Land together: Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as 15
The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancafter, It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne,
The Noble Weftmerland, and warlike 'Blunt; That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare
And many moe Corriuals,and deare men The danger of the time. You fwore to vs,
Of eftimation, and command in Armes. And you did fweare that Oath at Doncafter,

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he fhall be well oppos'd That you did nothing of purpofe'gainft the State,
nArcb. I hope no lefle? Yet needfull 'tis to feare, Nor claime no further, then your new-falne right,

And to preuent the worft, Sir Michell fpeed ; The feate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancafter,
For if Lord Percy thriue not, ere the King To this, we fware our aide : But in fliort fpace,
DifmilTe his power, he meanes to vifit vs : It rain'd downe Fortune ftiowring on your head,
For he hath heard of our Confederacie, And fuch a floud of Greatnefle fell on you,
And,'tis but Wifedome to make ftrong againft him : What with our helperwhat with the abfent King,
Therefore make haft, I muft go write againe What with the iniuries of wanton time,
To other Friends : and fo farewell, Sir Micbell. ' Exeunt. The feeming fufterances that you had borne,

And the contrarious Windes. that held the King
So long in the vnlucky Irifli Warres,
That all in England did repute him dead :

AStus Quintus. Scena^Prima. And from this fwarm.e of faire aduantages,
You tooke occafion to be quickly woo'd,
To gripe the general! fway into your hand,
Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter,

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancafier, And being fed by vs, you vs'd vs fo,
Earle of Weftmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes Bird,

and Faljiaffe. Vfeth the Sparrow, did oppreffe our Neft,
Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulke,

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere That euen our Loue durft not come neere your fight
Aboue yon busky hill : the day lookes pale For feare of fwallowing : But with nimble wing
At his diftemperature. We were inforc'd for fafety fake, to flye

Prin, The Southerne winde Out of your fight, and raife this prefent Head,
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes, Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch meanes
And by his hollow whittling in the Leaues, As you your felfe, haue forg'd againft your felfe,
Fortels a Tempeft,and a bluft'ring day. By vnkinde vfage, dangerous countenance,

King. Then with the lofers let it fympathize, And violation of all faith and troth
For nothing can feeme foule to thofe that win. Sworne to vs in yonger enterprize.

Ths Trumpet founds. Kin. Thefe things indeede you haue articulated,
Enter Worcefier. Proclaim'd at Market Crofies,read in Churches,

To face the Garment of Rebellion

King. How now my Lord of Worfter? *Tis not well With fome fine colour, that may pleafe the eye
That you and I mould meet vpon fuch tearmes, Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents,
As now we meet. You haue deceiu'd our truft, Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes
And made vs doffe our eafie Robes ofPeace, Of hurly burly Innouation :
To crufh our old limbes in vngentle Steele : And neuer yet did Infurre&ion want
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. Such water-colours, to impaint his caufe :
What fay you to it? Will you againe vnknit Nor moody Beggars,ftaruing for a time
This churlim knot of all-abhorred Warre? Of pell-mell hauocke,and confufion.
And moue in that obedient Orbe againe, Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a foule
Where you did giue a faire and naturall light, Shall pay full dearely for this encounter,
And be no more an exhall'd Meteor, If once they ioyne in triall. Tell your Nephew,
A prodigie of Feare, and a Portent The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world
Of broached Mifcheefe, to the vnborne Times? In praife of Henry Percie: By my Hopes,

War. Heare me, my Liege : This prefent enterprize fet oft" his head,
For mine owne part, I could be well content I do not thinke a brauer Gentleman,
To entertaine the Lagge-end of my life More acYme, valiant,or more valiant yong,
With quiet houres : For I do proteft, More daring, or more bold, is now aliue,
I haue not fought the day of this diflike, To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds.

King. You haue not fought it: how comes it then? For my part, I may fpeake it to my ftiame,
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. I haue a Truant beene to Chiualry,
Prin. Peace, Chewet, peace. And fo I heare, he doth account me too :
War. It pleas'd your Maiefty, to turne your lookes Yet this before my Fathers Maiefty,

Of Fauour, from my Selfe, and all our Houfe ; I am content that he fhall take the oddes
And yet I muft remember you my Lord, Of his great name and eftimation,
We were the firft, and deareft of your Friends 5 And will,to faue the blood on either fide,
For you, my ftaffe of Office did I breake Try fortune with him, in a Single Fight.
In Richards time, and poafted day and night King. And Prince of Wales,fo dare we venter thee,
To meete you on the way,and kiffe your hand, Albeit, confiderations infinite Do
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Do make againft it:No good Worfter,no, And an adopted name of Ptiuiledge,
We loue our people well ; euen thofe we loue A haire-brain'd Hotjpurre,gouern'd by a Spleene:
That are mifled vpon your Coufms part: All his offences liue vpon my head,
And will they take the offer of our Grace : And on his Fathers. We did traine him on,
Both he, and they, and you; yea,euery man And his corruption being tane from vs,
Shall be my Friend againe, and lie be his. We as the Spring of all, mail pay for all:
So tell your Coufin, and bring me word, Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry know
What he will do. But if he will not yeeld, In any cafe, the offer of the King.
Rebuke and dread correction waite on vs, Ver. Deliuer what you will,Ile fay 'tis fo.
And they fhall do their Office. So bee gone, Heere comes your Cofin.
We will not now be troubled with reply,
We offer faire, take it aduifedly. Enter Hotjpurre.

Exit W'orcefter.
Prin. It will not be accepted,on my life, Hot. lyiy Vnkle is return'd,

The Domglcu and the Hotffiurre both together, Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerland.
Are confident againft the world in Armes. Vnkle, what newe-?

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, War. The King will bid you battell prefently.
For on their anfwer will we fet on them ; IZW.Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland.
And God befriend vs, as our caufe is iuft. Exeunt. Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him fo.

Manet Prince and Falflaffe. Dorr. Marry and ihall,and verie willingly.
Fal. Ha!, ifthou feemedownein the battell, Sxit Dowglas.

And beftride me, fo ; 'tis a point of friendfhip. War. There is no feeming mercy in the King.
JWn.Nothing but a Coloflus can do thee that frend/hip Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid.

Say thy prayers,and farewell. War. I told him gently of our greeuances,
Fal. I would it were bed time /£z/,and all well. Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus,
friti. Why, thou ow'ft heauen a death. By now forfwearing that he is forfworne,
Fal/}. 'Tis not due yet : I would bee loath to pay him He cals vs Rebels, Traitors,and will fcourge

before his day. What neede I bee fo forward with him, With haughty armes, this hatefull name in vs.
that call's not on me ? Well, 'tis no matter, Honor prickes Enter Dowglas.
me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come fDotv. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I haue thrown
on ? How then ? Can Honour fet too a leggePNo : or an A braue defiance in King Henries teeth :
arme ? No : Or take away the greefe of a wound ? No. And Weftmerland that was ingag'd did beare it,
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie,then ? No.What is Ho- Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on.
nour ? A word. What is that word Honour ? Ayre : A War. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the king,
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy'de a Wednef- And Nephew, challeng'd you to (ingle fight.
day. Doth he feele it? No. Doth hee heare it? No. Is it Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads,
infenfible then? yea, to the dead. But wil it not liue with And that no man might draw Ihort breath to day,
the liuing? No. Why ? Detraction wil not fuffer it,ther- But I and Harry Monmoutk. Tell me, tell mee,
fore He none of it. Honour is a meeie Scutcheon, and fo How fhew'd his Talking?Seem'd it in contempt?
ends my Catechifme. Exit. Ver. No, by my Soule : I neuer in my life

Did heare a Challenge vrg'd more modeftly,
Vnleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare

Scena Secunda. To gentle exercife, and proofe of Armes.He gaue you all the Duties of a Man,
Trimm'd vp your praifes with a Princely tongue,
Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle,

Enter JVorcefter, and Sir ̂ chard Vernon. Making you euer better then his praife,
By ftill difpraifing praife, valew'd with you :

War. O no, my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richard, And which became him like a Prince indeed,
The liberall kinde offer of the King. He made a blu/hing citall of him/elfe,

Vtr. 'Twere beft he did. And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace,
War. Then we are all vndone. As if he maftred there a double fpirit

It is not poffible, it cannot be, Of teaching, and of learning inftantly :
The King would keepe his word in louing vs, There did he paufe. But let me tell the World,
He will fufpedr. vs ftill, and finde a time If he out-liue the enuie of this day,
To punifh this offence in others faults: England did neuer owe fo fweet a hope,
Supposition, all our Hues, /hall be ftucke full of eyes; So much mifconftrued in his Wantonneffe.
For Treafon is but trufted like the Foxe, Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored
Who ne're fo tame, fo cherifht,and lock'd vp, On his Follies : neuer did I heare
Will haue a wilde tricke of his Anceftors : Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty.
Looke how he can, or fad or merrily, But be he as he will, yet once ere night,
Interpretation will mifquote our lookes, I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme,
And we fliall feede like Oxen at a ftall, That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtefie.
The better cherilht, ftill the nearer death. Arme,arme with fpeed. And Fel!ow's,Soldiers,Friends
My Nephewes trefpaffe may be well forgot, Better confider what you haue to do,
It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood, That I that haue not well the gift of Tongue,

Can
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Can lift your blood vp with perfwafion. Muffins where they are pepper'd : there's not three of my

Enter a t^fejjenger. 150. left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du-
Mef. My Lord,heere are Letters for you. ring life. But who comes heere ?
Hot. I cannot reade them now. Enter the Prince.

OGentlemen, the time of life is fhort; Pr/.Whar,ftand'ft thou idle here? Lend me thy fword,
To fpend that (hortnefle bafely,were too long. Many a Nobleman likes ftarke and ftiffe
If life did ride vpon a Dials point, Vnder the hooues of vaunting enemies,
Still ending at the arriuall of an houre, Whofe deaths are vnreueng'd. Prethy lend me thy fword
And if we Hue, we liue to treade on Kings: Fal. O Hal,\ prethee giue me leaue to breath awhile :
If dye; braue death, when Princes dye with vsi Turke Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in Armes, as I haue
Now for our Confciences, the Armes is faire, done this day. I haue paid Percy, I haue made him fure.
When the intent for bearing them is iuft. Prin. He is indeed,and liuing to kill thee :

Enter another <&feffenger. I prethee lend me thy fword.
Mef. My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace. Falfl. Nay Hal, if Percy bee aliue, thou getft not my

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale: Sword j but take my Piftoll if thou wilt.
For I profeiTe not talking: Onely this, Prin. Giue it me : What, is it in the Cafe ?
Let each man do his bed. And heere I draw a Sword, Fal. I Hal, 'tis hot: There's that will Sacke a City.
Whofe worthy temper I intend to ftaine The Trince drames out a 'Bottle of Sac^e.
With the beft blood that I can meete withal), Prin. What, is it a time to ieft and dally now. Bxit.
In the aduenture of this perillous day. Throwes it at him.
Now Efperance Percy, and fet on : Fal. If Percy be aliue, lie pierce him : if he do come in
Sound all the lofty Inftruments of Warre, my way,fo : if he do not, if I come in his (willingly) let
And by that Muficke, let vs all imbrace : him make a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning
For heauen to earth,fome of vsneuer fhall, honour as Sir Walter hath : Giue mee life, which if I can
A fecond time do fuch a curtefie. faue, fo : if not, honour comes vnlook'd for, and tiler's an

They embrace,the Trumpets found, the King entereth end. Exit
with h& power, alarum vnto the battell. Then enter
Dowglas,and Sir Walter 'Blunt.

.5/u.What is thy name, that in battel thus y croffeftme?
What honor doft thou feeke vpon my head ? Scena 'Tertia.

'Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas,
And I do haunt thee in the battell thus,
Becaufe fome tell me, that thou art a King.

Blunt. They tell thee true. tAlarum,excurjlom,enter the King,the Prince,
Dew. The Lord of Stafford deere to day hath bought Lord lohn of Lancajter, and Earle

Thy likeneffe : for infted of thee King Harry, of Weftmerland.
This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee,
Vnleffe thou yeeld thee as a Prifoner. King. I prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou blee-

Blu. I was not borne to yeeld, thou haughty Scot, deft too much: Lord lohn of Lancafter, go you with him.
And thou fhalt finde a King that will reuenge P.Ioh. Not I,my Lord,vnlefTe I did bleed too.
Lords Staffbrds death. Prin. I befeech your Maiefty make vp,

Fight, Blunt is Jlaine, then enters Hotjj>ur, Leaft you retirement do amaze your friends.
Hot. O Dowglas,hsdSl thou fought at Holmedon thus King. I will do fo :

j neuer had triumphed o're a Scot. My Lord of Weftmerland leade him to his Tent.
Doty. All's done,all's won,here breathles lies the king Weft. Come my Lord, lie leade you to your Tent.
Hot. Where? Prin. Lead me my Lord? I do not need your helpe :
Dow. Heere. And heauen forbid a fliallow fcratch fhould driue

Hot. This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well: The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this,
A gallant Knight he was, his name v/as^Blunt, Where ftain'd Nobility lyes troden on,
Semblably furnifh'd like the King himfelfe. And Rebels Armes triumph in maffacres.

Dow. Ah foole : go with thy foule whether it goes,' loh. We breath too long: Come cofin Weftmerland,
A borrowed Title haft thou bought too deere. Our duty this way lies,for heauens fake come.
Why didft thou tell me, that thou wer't a King ? Prin. By heauen thou haft deceiu'd me Lancafter,

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit:
Ttow. Now by my Sword,! will kill all his Coates, Before, I lou'd thee as a Brother, lohn;

lie murder all his Wardrobe peece by peece, But now, I do refpeft thee as my Soule.
Vntill I meet the King. King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the point,

Hot. Vp,and away, With luftier maintenance then I did looke for

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day. Exeunt Of fuch an vngrowne Warriour.
cA/arum, and enter Falftaffe.,fola4. Prin. O this Boy, lends mettall to vs all. Exit.

Fa!. Though I could fcape (hot-free at London,! fear Enter Dowglas.
the fhot heere : here's no fcoring, but vpon the pate.Soft Dow. Another King?They grow like Hydra's heads:
who are you ? Sir Walter 'Blunt, there's Honour for you : I am the Dowglas, fatall to all thofe
here's no vanity, I am as hot as molten Lead, and as hea- That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou
uy too; heauen keepe Lead out of mee, I neede no more That counterfeit'ft the perfon of a King ?
weight then mine owne Bowelles. I haue led my rag of King.The King himfelfe : who Dowglas grieues at hartSo
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So many of his fliadowes thou haft met, A Kingdome for it was too fmall a bound :
And not the very King. I haue two Boyes But now two paces of the vileft Earth
Seeke fercy and thy felfe about the Field : Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead,
But feeing thou fall'ft on me fo luckily, Beares not aliue fo ftout a Gentleman.
I will aflay thee : fo defend thy felfe. If thou wer't fenfible ofcurtefie,

"Dove. I feare thou art another counterfeit : I fhould not make fo great a fhew of Zeale.
And yet infaith thou bear'ft thee like a King: But let my fauours hide thy mangled face,
But mine I am fure thou art, whoere thou be, And euen in thy behalfe,Ile thanke my felfe
And thus I win thee. They fight, the K.being In danger, For doing thefe fayre Rites of Tendernefle.

Enter Prince. Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen,
Prln. Hold vp they head vile Scot, or thou art like Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue,

Neuer to hold it vp againe : the Spirits But not remembred in thy Epitaph.
Of valiant Sherly,Staffbrd,'Blunt,a.rt in my Armes; What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this flefh
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, Keepe in a little lifefPoore lacke, fare well :
Who neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay. I could haue better fpar'd a better man.

They Fight, Ttotrglasflyttb. O, I /hould haue a heauy miffe of thee,
Cheerely My Lord: how fare's your Grace ? If I were much in loue with Vanity.
Sir Nicholas Gatvfey hath for fuccour fent, Death hath not ftrucke fo fat a Deere to day,
And fo hath C^'fton '" I'e to Clifton ftraight. Though many dearer in this bloody Fray :

King. Stay, and breath awhile. ImbowelPd will I fee thee by and by,
Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion, Till then,in blood, by Noble Pereie lye. Exit.
And Ihew'd thou mak'ft fome tender of my life Falftaffe rifeth -vp.
In this faire refcue thou haft brought to mee. Fat/}. Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mee to day, He

Prin. O heauen, they did me too much iniury, giue you leaue to powder me,and eat me too to morow.
That euer faid I hearkned to your death. 'Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scot,
If it were fo, I might haue let alone had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit? I am no coun-
The infulting hand of Doreglas ouer you, terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for hee is but the
Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end, counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : But
As all the poyfonous Potions in the world, to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liueth,is to be
And fau'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. no counterfeit,but the true and perfect image of life in-

K, Make vp to Qlifton,\\e. to Sir Nicholas Gaufey. Exit deede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion ; in the
Enter Hotjfiur. which better part, I haue faued my life. I am affraide of

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee
Prin. Thou fpeak'ft as if I would deny my name. fhould counterfeit too, and rife ? I am afraid hee would
Hot. My name is Harris Percie. proue the better counterfeit: therefore He make him fure:
Prin.Why then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name. yea, and He fweare 1 kill'd him. Why may not hee rife as

I am the Prince of Wales,and thinke not fercy, well as I : Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodie
To (hare with me in glory any more : fees me.Therefore firra, with a new wound in your thigh
Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, come you along me. Tafys Hotjpurre on bii bacfe.
Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, Enter Prince and John of Lancajler.
Of Harry Percy,and. the Prince of Wales. Prin. Come Brother lohn, full brauely haft thou fle/ht

Hot. Nor fhall it Harry, for the houre is come thy Maiden fword.
To end the one of vs; and would to heauen, lohn. But foft, who haue we heere ?
Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead?

Prin. lie make it greater, ere I part from thee, Prin. I did, I faw him dead,
And all the budding Honors on thy Creft, Breathlefle,and bleeding on the ground: Art thou aliue?
He crop, to make a Garland for my head. Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-fight?

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy Vanities. Fight. I prethee fpeake, we will not truft our eyes
Enter Falftafe. Without our eares. Thou art not what thou feem'ft.

Fal. Well faid Hal,to it Hal. Nay you /hall finde no Fal. No, that's certaine : I am not a double man : but
Boyes play heere,! can tell you. if I be not lady Falftaffe, then am I a lacke : There is Per-

Enter Dmvglas ,be fgbt s with Falftafe ,vtbo fals dot»n cy, if your Father will do me any Honor, fo : if not, let him
as if be -mere dead.Tbe Prince fillet h Percie. kill the next Percie himfelfe. I looke to be either Earle or
Ho). Oh Harry, thou haft rob'd me of my youth : Duke, I can afTure you.

I better brooke the lofle of brittle life, Prin. Why, Percy 1 kill'd my felfe, and faw thee dead.
Then thofe proud Titles thou haft wonne of me, Fal. Did'ft thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen
They wound my thoghts worfe,then the fword my flefh: to Lying? I graunt you I was downe, and out of Breath,
But thought's the flaue of Life,and Life,Times foole 5 and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftant,and fought
And Time, that takes furuey of all the world, a long houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If I may bee belee-
Muft haue a ftop. O, I could Prophefie, ued,fo : if not, let them that fhould reward Valour, beare
But that the Earth,and the cold hand of death, the finne vpon their owne heads. He take't on my death
Lyes on my Tongue : No Percy, thou art duft I gaue him this wound in the Thigh : if the man were a-
And food for liue,and would deny it, I would make him eate a peece

Prin. For Wormes,braue Percy.Farewell great heart: of my fword.
Ill-weau'd Ambition,how much art thou fhrunke? lohn. This is the ftrangeft Tale that e're I heard.
When that this bodie did containe a fpirit, Prin. This is the ftrangeft Fellow,Brother lohn.

Come
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe : And I embrace this fortune patiently,
For my part, if a lye may do thee grace, Since not to be auoyded,it fals on mee.
He gil'd it with the happieft tearmes I haue. King. Beare Worcefter to death,and 1)ernon too:

e-4 Retreat is founded, Other Offenders we will paufe vpon.
The Trumpets found Retreat, the day is ours: Exit Worcefter and 'Vernon.
Come Brother, let's to the higheft of the field, How goes the Field ?
To fee what Friends are liuing, who are dead. Exeunt Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when hee faw

Fal. He follow as they fay, for Reward. Hee that re- The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him,
wards me, heauen reward him. If I do grow great again, The Noble Percy flaine, and all his men,
He grow leffe ? For He purge, and leaue Sacke, and liue Vpon the foot of feare, fled with the reft;
cleanly,as a Nobleman fhould do. Exit And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz'd

That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent
The Dorvglas is, and I befeech your Grace.

Sccena Quart a. 
I may difpofe of him.

King. With all my heart.
Prin. Then Brother lobn of Lancafter,

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong:
The Trumpet! found. Go to the Donglas,and deliuer him

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lobn of Lancafter, Vp to his pleafure, ranfomlefle and free:
Earle of Wefimerland, -with Worcefter & His Valour ihewne vpon our Crefts to day,

"Demon Prifoners. Hath taught vs how to cherifh fuch high deeds,
Euen in the bofome of our Aduerfaries.

King. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke. King. Then this remaines : that we diuide our Power.
Hl-fpirited Worcefter, did we not fend Grace, You Sonne lobn,and my Coufin Weftmerland
Pardon,and tearmes of Loue to all of you? Towards Yorke fhall bend you, with your deereft fpeed
And would'ft thou turne our offers contrary? To meet Northumberland,and the Prelate Scroope,
Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? Who(as we heare)are bufily in Armes.
Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales,
A Noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, To fight with Glendorfer,and the Earle of March.
Had beene aliue this houre, Rebellion in this Land ihall lofe his way,
If like a Chriftian thou had'ft truly borne Meeting the Checke of fuch another day :
Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. And fince this Bufmeffe fo faire is done,

War. What I haue done, my fafety vrg'd me to, Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. Exeunt.

FI NI S.
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The Second Par t of Henry the Fourth
Containinghis Death: and the Coronation

of King Henry the Fift.

<>A5tus Primus. Sccena

INDVCTION. Scena Secunda.

Enter Enter Lord 'Bardolfe, and the Porter.

Pen your Eares : For which of you will ftop L.^Bar. Who keepes the Gate heere hoa ?
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor fpeakes? Where is the Earle ?
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Weft For. What fliall I fay you are ?
(Making the winde my Poft-horfe) ftill vnfold Bar. Tell thou the Earle

The Atls commenced on this Ball of Earth. That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heere.
Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride, For. His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard,
The which, in euery Language, I pronounce, Pleafe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate,
Stuffing the Eares of them with falfe Reports: And he himfelfe will anfwer.
I fpeake of Peace, while couert Enmitie Enter Northumberland.
(Vnder the fmile of Safety) wounds the World : L.'Bar. Heere comes the Earle.
And who but Rumour, who but onely I Nor. What newes Lord Bardolfe? Eu'ry minute now
Make fearfull Mufters, and prepar'd Defence, Should be the Father of fome Stratagem;
Whil'ft the bigge yeare, fwolne with feme other griefes, The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe
Is thought with childe, by the fterne Tyrant, Warre, Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe,
And no fuch matter? Rumour, is a Pipe And beares downe all before him,
Blowne by Surmifes, leloufies, Coniedtures; L.Bar. Noble Earle,
And of fo eafie, and fo plaine a ftop, I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury.
That the blunt Monfter, with vncounted heads, Nor. Good,and heauen will.
The ftill difcordant, wauering Multitude, L.Bar. As good as heart can wifh :
Can play vpon it. But what neede I thus The King is almoft wounded to the death :
My well-knowne Body to Anathomize And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne,
Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumour heere ? Prince Harrle flaine out-right: and both the Blunts
I run before King Harries vidlory, Kill'd by the hand of Dowglas. Yong Prince lobn,
Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie And Weftmerland, and Stafford,fled the Field.
Hath beaten downe yong Hot/fiurre, aud his Troopes, And Harne MonmoutVs Brawne (the Hulke Sir lobn)
Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, Is prifoner to your Sonne. O,fuch a Day,
Euen with the Rebels blood. But what meane I (So fought, fo foliow'd, and fo fairely wonne)
To fpeake fo true at firft ? My Office is Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times
To noyfe abroad, that Harry <Jlfonmoutb fell Since Ctefars Fortunes.
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotjfiurres Sword : Nor. How is this deriu'd?
And that the King, before the ̂ Dowglas Rage Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury?
Stoop'd his Annointed head, as low as death. L.Bar.\ fpake with one (my L.)that came fro thence,
This haue I rumour'd through the peafant-Townes, A Gentleman well bred,and of good name,
Betweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburie, That freely render'd me thefe newes for true.
And this Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Trauers, whom I fent
Where Hotffiurres Father, old Northumberland, On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes.
Lyes crafty ficke. The Poftes come tyring on, Enter Trauers.
And not a man of them brings other newes L.^ar. My Lord,I ouer-rod him on the way,
Then they haue learn'd of Me. From Rumours Tongues, And he is furniftYd with no certainties,
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfe then True- More then he (haply)may retaile from me.

wrongs. Exit, Nor.tiow Trauers, what good tidings comes fro you?
Tra.
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Tra. My Lord,Sir lohn Vmfreuill turn'd me backe Your Spirit is too true, your Feares too certaine.

With ioyfull tydings; and (being better hors'd) North. Yet for all this, fay not that Percies dead.
Out-rod me. After him, came fpurring head I fee a ftrange Contefiion in thine Eye :
A Gentleman (almoft fore-fpent with fpeed) Thou ihak'ft thy head, and hold'ft it Feare, or Sinne,
That ftopp'd by me, to breath his bloodied horfe. To fpeake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo :
He ask'd the way to Chefter : And of him The Tongue offends not, that reports his death :
I did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury: And he doth finne that doth belye the dead :
He told me, that Rebellion had ill lucke, Not he, which fayes the dead is not aliue :
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. Yet the firft bringer of vnwelcome Newes
With that he gaue his able Horfe the head, Hath but a loofing Office : and his Tongue,
And bending forwards ftrooke his able heeles Sounds euer after as a fullen Bell
Againft the panting fides of his poore lade Remembred, knolling a departing Friend.
Vp to the Rowell head, and ftarting fo, L.^Bar. I cannot thinke(my Lord)your fon is dead.
He feem'd in running, to deuoure the way, Mor. I am forry, I ihould force you to beleeue
Staying no longer queftion. That, which I would to heauen, I had not feene.

North. Ha?Againe: But thefe mine eyes,faw him in bloody ftate,
Said he yong Harris Percyes Spurre was cold ? Rend'ring faint quittance (wearied,and out-breath'd)
(Of #o/-£/>«rrf,cold-Spurre?) that Rebellion, To Henrie Monmoutb,v/hoie fwift wrath beate downe
Had met ill lucke? The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth,

LfBar. My Lord : He tell you what, From whence(with life)he neuer more fprung vp.
If my yong Lord your Sonne,haue not the day, In few; his death (whofe fpiritlent a fire,
Vpon mine Honor, for a filken point Euen to the dulleft Peazant in his Campe)
lie giue my Barony. Neuer talke of it. Being bruited once, tooke fire and heate away
Nor.Vfhy fhould the Gentleman that rode by Trauers From the beft tempered Courage in his Troopes.

Giue then fuch inftances of Loffe <i For from his Mettle, was his Party fteel'd ;
LfBar. Who, he ? Which once, in him abated, all the reft

He was fome hielding Fellow, that had ftolne Turn'd on themfelues, like dull and heauy Lead :
The Horfe he rode-on : and vpon my life And as the Thing, that's heauy in it felte,
Speake ataduenture. Looke,here comes more Newes. Vpon enforcement, flyes with greateft fpeede,

So did our Men,heauy in Hotjpurres\offey
Enter c7l£orton. Lend to this weight, fuch lightnefle with their Feare,

That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme,
Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, Then did our Soldiers fayming at their fafety)

Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume : Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worcefter
So lookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood Too foone ta'ne prifoner : and that furious Scot,
Hath left a witneft Vfurpation. (The bloody Dowglas) whole well-labouring fvvord
Say Morton, did'ft thou come from Shrewsbury ? Had three times ilaine th'appearance of the King,

Mar. I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) Can vaile his ftomacke, and did grace the ihame
Where hatefull death put on his vglieft Maske Of thofe that turn'd their backes : and in his flight,
To fright our party. Stumbling in Feare, was tooke. The fumme of all,

North. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath fent out
Thou trembrft; and the whiteneffe in thy Cheeke A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord,
Is apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. Vnder the Conduct of yong Lancafter
Euen fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritlefle, And Weftmerland. This is the Newes at full.
So dull, fo dead in looke, fo woe-be-gone, North. For this,I fhall haue time enough to mourne.
Drew Priams Curtaine,in the dead of night, In Poyfon,there is Phyficke : and this newes
And would haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn'd. (Hauing beene well)that would haue made me ficke,
But Priam found the Fire,ere he his Tongue : Being ficke, haue in fome meafure,made me well.
And I, my Percies death, ere thou report'ft it. And as the Wretch,whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts,
This, thou would'ft fay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus: Like ftrengthlefle Hindges, buckle vnder life,
Your Brother, thus . So fought the Noble Dtnvglas, Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire
Stopping my greedy eare,with their bold deeds. Out of his keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes
But in the end (to ftop mine Eare indeed) (Weak'ned with greefe) being now inrag'd with greefe,
Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, Are thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch,
Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead. A fcalie Gauntlet now, with ioynts of Steele

Mor. ̂ Dcwglas is liuing,and your Brother,yet: Muft gloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Qupife,
But for my Lord, your Sonne^ Thou art a guard too wanton for the head,

North. Why,he is dead. Which Princes,flefh'd with Conqueft,ayme to hit.
See what a ready tongue Sufpition hath : Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach
He that but feares the thing,he would not know, The ragged'ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring
Hath by InftincT:, knowledge" from others Eyes, To frowne vpon th'enrag'd Northumberland.
That what he feard, is chanc'd. Yet Let Heauen kifie Earth : now let not Natures hand
Tell thou thy Earle,his Diuination Lies, Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd : Let Order dye,
And I will take it, as a fweet Difgrace, And let the world no longer be a ftage
And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. To feede Contention in a ling'ring Aft :

Mor. You are too great, to be (by me) gainlaid : But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine
g Reigne
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Reigne in all bofomes, that each heart being fet braine of this foolifli compounded Clay-man, is notable
On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end, to inuent any thing that tends to laughter, more then I
And darknefie be the burier of the dead. (Honor. inuent,or is inuented on me. I am not onely witty in my

L.Bar. Sweet Earle,diuorce not wifedom from your felfe, but the caufe that wit is in other men. 1 doe hcere
Mor. The Hues of all your louing Complices walke before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rewhelm'd all

Leane-on your health, the which if you giue-o're her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser-
To ftormy Paffion, muft perforce decay. uice for any other reafon, then to fet mee oft", why then I
You raft th'euent of Warre(tny Noble Lord) haue no judgement. Thou horfon Mandrake, thou art
And fumm'd the accompt of Chance,before yau faid fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my heeles. I
Let vs make head : It was your prefurmize, was neuer mann'd with an Agot till now : but I will fette
That in the dole of blowes,your Son might drop. you neyther in Gold, nor Siluer, but in vilde apparell,and
You knew he walk'd o're perils, on an edge fend you backe againe to your Mafter, for a lewell. The
More likely to fall in, then to get o're : luuenall(the Prince your Mafter) whofe Chin is not yet
You were aduis'd his flefh was capeable fiedg'd, I will fooner haue a beard grow in the Palme of
Of Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit my hand, then he mall get one on his cheeke : yet he will
Would lift him, where moft trade of danger rang'd, not fticke to fay, his Face is a Face-Royall. Heauen may
Yet did you fay go forth : and none of this finifh it when he will, it is not a haire amifle yet: he may
(Though ftrongly apprehended) could reftraine keepe it ftill at a Face-Royall, for a Barber /hall neuer
The ftiffe-borne Adlion : What hath then befalne ? earne fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if
Or what hath this bold enterprize bring forth, he had writ man euer fince his Father was a Batchellour.
More then that Being, which was like to be ? He may keepe his owne Grace, but he is almoft out of

L.Bar. We all that are engaged to this lode, mine, I can aflure him. What faid M.Domkledan, about
Knew that we ventur'd on fuch dangerous Seas, the Satten for my Ihort Cloake,and Slops ?
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one : Pag. He faid fir,you fhould procure him better AfTu-
And yet we ventur'd for the gaine propos'd, rance,then 'Sardolfe : he wold not take his Bond & yours,
Choak'd the refpedr. of likely perill fear'd, he lik'd not the Security.
And fince we are o're-fet, venture againe. Fal. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his
Come, we will all put forth; Body,and Goods, Tongue be hotter,a horfon Achltophel; a Rafcally-yea-

Mor.'Tis more then time : And (my moft Noble Lord) forfooth-knaue,to beare a Gentleman in hand, and then
I heare for certaine, and do fpeake the truth : ftand vpon Security ? The horfon fmooth-pates doe now
The gentle Arch-biihop of Yorke is vp weare nothing but high fhoes, and bunches ofKeyes at
With well appointed Powres : he is a man their girdles : and if a man is through with them in ho-
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. neft Taking-vp, then they muft ftand vpon Securitie : I
My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes, had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as
But fhadowes, and the fliewes of men to fight. offer to ftoppe it with Security. I look'd hee fhould haue
For that fame word(Rebellion) did diuide fent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am true
The adlion of their bodies, from their foules, Knight) and he fends me Security. Well,he may fleep in
And they did fight with queafinefTe, conftrain'd Security, for he hath the home of Abundance : and the
As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only lightneffe of his Wife fhines through it, and yet cannot
Seem'd on our fide : but for their Spirits and Soules, he fee, though he haue his owne Lanthorne to light him.
This word (Rebellion)it had froze them vp, Where's 'Bardolfet
As Fifh are in a Pond. But now the Bifhop Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worfhip
Turnes Jnfurreclion to Religion, a horfe.
Suppos'd fmcere,and holy in his Thoughts: Fal. I bought him in Paules,and hee'l buy mee a horfe
He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde : in Smithfield. If I could get mee a wife in the Stewes, I
And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the blood were Mann'd,Hors'd,and Wiu'd.
Of faire King Richard, fcrap'd from Pomfret ftones, Enter Chiefe Iujlice,and Seruant,
Deriues from heauen,his Quarrel), and his Caufe : Tag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that committed
Tels them,he doth beftride a bleeding Land, the Prince for ftriking him, about 'Bardolfe.
Gafping for life, vnder great Bu/tingtreo/fe, Fal. Wait dole, I will not fee him.
And more,and lefle,do flocke to follow him. Ch.Iufl. What's he that goes there ?

North. I knew of this before. But to fpeake truth, Ser. Fal/laffe,and't pleafe your Lordfhip.
This prefent greefe had vvip'd it from my minde. Jujl. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ?
Go in with me,and councell euery man Ser. He my Lord, but he hath fince done good feruice
The apteft way for fafety, and reuenge : at Shrewsbury: and(as I heare) is now going with fome
Get Pofts,and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed, Charge, to the Lord lohn of Lancaster.
Neuer fo few,nor neuer yet more need. Exeunt. lull. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe.

Ser. Sir lobn Falflaffe.
Seen a Tertia. Fal. Boy,tell him,I am deafe.

Pag. You muft fpeake lowder,my Mafter is deafe.
Enter Falftafe,and Page. luft. I am fure he is,to the hearing of any thin°- good.

F,2/.Sirra,you giant, what faies the Doc!:, to my water? Go plucke him by the Elbow,! muft fpeake with him.
Pag. He faid fir,the water it felfe was a good healthy Ser. Sir lohn.

watenbut for the party that ow'd it,he might haue more Fa/.What*a yong knaue and begPIs there not wars?Is
difea/es then he knew for. there not imploymentfDoth not the K.lack fubiects? Do

Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at mee: the not the Rebels want Soldiers?Though it be a mame to be
on
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on any fide but one, it is worfe fhame to begge, then to vnquiet time, for your quiet o're-pofting that Action.
be on the worft fide, were it worfe then the name of Re- FaL My Lord "? (Wolfe.
bellion can tell how to make it. luft.EM fince all is wel,keep it fo: wake not a fleeping

Ser. You miftake me Sir, Fal. To wake a Wolfe, is as bad as to fmell a Fox.
Fat. Why fir? Did I fay you were an honeft man?Set- /u.What?you are as a candle, the better part burnt out

ting my Knight-hood, and my Souldierihip afide, I had Fal. A Waflell-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow : if I did
lyed in my throat, if I had faid fo. fay of wax, my growth would approue the truth.

Ser. I pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and luft. There is not a white haire on your face, but fhold
your Souldier-fhip afide, and giue mee leaue to tell you, haue his effect of grauity.
you lye in your throat, if you fay I am any other then an Fal. His eflect of grauy, grauy, grauy.
honeft man. luft You follow the yong Prince vp and downe, like

Fal. I giue thee leaue to tell me fo ? I lay a-fide that his euill Angell.
which growes to me? If thou get'ft any leaue of me, hang Fal. Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I
me : if thou tak'ft leaue,thou wer't better be hang'd : you hope, he that lookes vpon mee, will take mee without,
Hunt-counter,hence : Auant. weighing : and yet,in fome refpects I grant,I cannot go :

Ser. Sir, my Lord would fpeake with you. I cannot tell.Vertue is of fo little regard in thefe Coftor-
luft. Sir lobn FalftaffeyZ word with you. mongers, that true valor is turn'd Beare-heard. Pregnan-
Fal, My good Lord:giue your Lordfhip good time of cie is made a Tapfter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in

the day. I am glad to fee your Lordfhip abroad : I heard giuing Recknings : all the other gifts appertinent to man
fay your Lordihip was ficke. I hope your Lordfhip goes (as the malice of this Age fhapes them) are not woorth a
abroad by aduife. Your Lordihip (though not clean paft Goofeberry. You that are old, confider not the capaci-
your youth)hath yet fome fmack of age in you: fome rel- ties of vs that are yong : you meafure the heat of our Li-
lifh of the faltnelle of Time, and I moft humbly befeech uers, with the bitternes of your gals: & we that are in the
your Lordfhip, to haue a reuerend care of your health. vaward of our youth,! muft confefTe,are wagges too.

luft. Sir lohn, I fent you before your Expedition, to luft. Do you fet downe your name in the fcrowle of
Shrewsburie. youth, that are written downe old, with all the Charrac-

Fal. If it pleale your Lordfhip, I heare his Maieftie is ters of age?Haue you not a moift eye ? a dry hand? a yel-
return'd with fome difcomfort from Wales. low cheekePa white beard? a decreafmg leg? an increfing

luft. I talke not of his Maiefty : you would not come belly? Is not your voice broken ?your winde fhort?your
when I fent for you ? wit fingle? and; euery part about you blafted with Anti-

Fal. And I heare moreouer,his HighnefTe is falne into quity ?and wil you cal your felfe yong?Fy,fy,fy, fir John.
this fame whorfon Apoplexie. (you- FaL My Lord, I was borne with a white head, & fom-

luft.Well, heauen mend him. I pray let me fpeak with thing a round belly. For my voice, I haue loft it with hal-
Fal. This Apoplexie is(as- I take it)a kind of Lethar- lowing and finging of Anthemes. To approue my youth

gie, a fleeping of the blood,a horfon Tingling. farther,! will not: the truth is, I am onely olde in iudge-
luft. What tell you me of it? be it as it is. ment and vnderftanding: and he that will caper with mee
Fal, It hath it originall from much greefe; from ftudy for a thoufand Markes,let him lend me the mony,& haue

and perturbation of the braine. I haue read the caufe of at him. For the boxe of th'eare that the Prince gaue you,
his effects in Galen. It is a kinde of deafeneffe. he gaue it like a rude Prince,and you tooke it like a fenfi-

luft. I thinke you are filne into the difeafe : For you ble Lord. I haue checkt him for it,and the yong Lion re-
heare not what I fay to you. pents : Marry not in afhes and facke-cloath, but in new

Fal. Very well(my Lord)very well: rather an't pleafe Silke,and old Sacke.
you) it is the difeafe of not Liftning, the malady of not 7«/?.Wel,heauen fend the Prince a better companion.
Marking, that I am troubled withall. FaL Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince : I

luft. To punifh you by the heeles, would amend the cannot rid my hands of him.
attention of your eares,& I care not if I be your Phyfitian luft. Well, the King hath feuer'd you and Prince Har-

Fal. I am as poore as /o£,my Lordjbut not fo Patient: ry^ heare you are going with Lord lobn of Lancafter, a-
your Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of imprifonment gainft the Archbifhop,and the Earle of Northumberland
to me,in refpect of Pouertie : but how I fhould bee your Fal. Yes, I thanke your pretty fweet wit for it : but
Patient, to follow your prefcriptions, the wife may make looke you pray, (all you that kifie my Ladie Peace, at
fome dram of a fcruple,or indeede,a fcruple it felfe. home)that our Armies ioyn not in a hot day: for if I take

luft. I fent for you (when there were matters againft but two fhirts out with me,and I meane not to fweat ex-
you for yo-ur life) to come fpeake with me. traordinarily : if it bee a hot day, if I brandifh any thing

Fal. As I was then aduifed by my learned Councel,in but my Bottle, would I might neuer fpit white againe :
the lawes of this Land-feruice, I did not come. There is not a daungerous Action can peepe out his head,

/«/?.Wel,the truth is (fir Iohn}you liue in great infamy but I am thruft vpon it. Well,I cannot laft euer.
Fal.He that buckles him in my belt,canot liue in lefTe. /a/?. Well,be honeft,be honeft,and heauen blefle your
luft.Your Meanes is very flender,and your waft great. Expedition.
Fa!. I would it were otherwife : I would my Meanes Fal. Will your Lordfhip lend mee a thoufand pound,

were greater, and my wafte flenderer. to furnifh me forth ?
luft. You haue mifled the youthfull Prince. luft. Not a peny , not a peny : you are too impatient
Fal. The yong Prince hath mifled mee. I am the Fel- to beare crofles. Fare you,, well. Commend mee to my

low with the great belly, and he my Dogge. Colin Weftmerland.
Lift.Well,I am loth to gall a new-heaTd wound: your Fal. If I do, fillop me wkh a three-man-Beetle. A man

dales feruice at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded ouer can no more feparate Age and Couetoufnefle,then he can
your Nights exploit on Gads-hilL You may thanke the part yong limbes and letchery : but the Gowt galles the

g 2 one >
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one,and the pox pinches the other; and fo both the De- And when we fee the figure of the houfe,
grees preuent my curfes. Boy? Then muft we rate the coft of the Ereftion,

Page. Sir. Which if we finde out-weighes Ability,
Fat. What money is in my purfe ? What do we then, but draw a-new the Modell
Page. Seuen groats,and twopence. In fewer offices:1 Or at leaft, defift
Fal. I can get no remedy againft this Confumption of To builde at all? Much more,in this great worke,

the purfe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, (Which is(almoft) to plucke a Kingdome downe,
but the difeafe is incureable. Go beare this letter to my And fet another vp)fliould we furuey
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of The plot of Situation, and the Modell;
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Vrfula, whome I Confent vpon a fure Foundation :
haue weekly fworne to marry, fince I perceiu'd the firft Queftion Surueyors, know our owne create,
white haire on my chin. About it: you know where to How able fuch a Worke to vndergo,
finde me. A pox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Poxe : To weigh againft his Oppolite? Or elfe,
for the one or th'other playes the.rogue with my great We fortifie in Paper,and in Figures,
toe : It is no matter, if I do halt, I haue the warres for my Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men :
colour, and my Penfion ihall feeme the more reafonable. Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houfe
A. good wit will make vfe of any thing : I will turne dif- Beyond his power to builde it; who(halre through)
eafes to commodity. Exeunt Giues o're,and leaues his part-created Coft

A naked fubiedt to the Weeping Clouds,
Scena Quarta. And wafte, for c'hurlifh Winters tyranny.

Haft. Grant that our hopes(yet likely of faire byrth)
Enter sArchbijbop, Ha/lings, <JV[<nvbray, and Should be ftill-borne : and that we now pofleft

Lord ~\Bardolfe. The vtmoft man of expectation :
Ar.Thus haue you heard our caufes,& kno our Means : I thinke we are a Body ftrong enough

And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all (Euen as we are) to equall with the King.
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, L.'Stfr.What is the King but fiue & twenty thoufand ?
And firft (Lord Mar/hall)what lay you to it? Haft. To vs no more : nay not fo much Lord 'Bardulf,

Move. I well allow the occafion of our Armes, For his diuifions (as the Times do braul)
But gladly would be better fatisfied, Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French,
How (in our Meanest we ihould aduance our felues And one againft Glendo'n-er; Perforce a third
To looke with forhead bold and big enough Muft take vp vs : So is the vnfirme King
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King. In three diuided : and his Coffers found

Haft. Our prefent Mufters grow vpon the File With hollow Pouerry,and Emptineffe.
To fiue and twenty thoufand men of choice: t-4r.That he Ihould draw his feuerall ftrengths togither
And our Supplies, Hue largely in the hope And come againft vs in full puiffance
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofome burnes Need not be dreaded.
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries. Haft. If he fliould do fo,
L.Bar.The queftion then(Lord Haflings}ttandeth thus He leaues his backe vnarm'd, the French, and Welch

Whether our prefent fiue and twenty thoufand Baying him at the heeles : neuer feare that.
May hold-vp-head,without Northumberland: L.Bar. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither ?

Haft. With him,we may. Haft. The Duke of Lancafter,and Weftmerland :
L.'Bar. I marry,there's the point: Againft the Welih himfelfe, and Harris Monmoutb.

But if without him we be thought to feeble, But who is fubftituted 'gainft the French,
My Judgement is, we fhould not ftep too farre I haue no certaine notice.
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. Arch. Let vs on :
For in a Theame fo bloody fac'd,as this, And pubiiih the occafion of our Armes.
Coniefture, Expectation,and Surmife The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice,
Of Aydes incertaine,fliould not be admitted. Their ouer-greedy loue hath furfetted :

Arch. 'Tis very true Lord cBardolff!)fa indeed An habitation giddy, and vnfure
It was yong Hotjpurres cafe, at Shrewsbury. Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart.

L.Bar. It was(my Lord)who lin'd himfelf with hope, O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe
Eating the ayre, on promife of Supply, Did'ft thou beate heauen with bleffing 'Bullingbroofa
Flatt'ring himfelfe with Proiedl of a power, Before he was,what thou would'ft haue him be?
Much fmaller, then the fmalleft of his Thoughts, And being now trimm'd in thine owne defires,
And fo with great imagination Thou (beaftly Feeder)art fo full of him,
(Proper to mad men) led his Powers to death, That thou prouok'ft thy felfe to caft him vp .
And f winking) leap'd into deftruftion. So,fo,(thou common Dogge) did'ft thou difgorge

Haft. But (by your leaue)it neuer yet did hurt, Thy glutton-bofome of the Royall Richard,
To lay downe likely-hoods,and formes of hope. And now thou wouJd'ft eate thy dead vomit vp,

L. Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of warre, And howl'ft to finde it. What truft is in thel'e Times ?
Indeed the inftant a<ftion: a caufe on foot, They,that when Richard liu'd,would haue him dye
Liues fo in hope : As in an early Spring, Are now become enamour'd on his graue.
We fee th'appearing buds,which to proue fruite, Thou that threw'ft duft vpon his goodly head
Hope giues not fo much warrant, as Difpaire When through proud London he came fighing on,
That Frofts will bite them. When we meane to build, After th'admired heeles ofBullingbroo1(e,
We firft furuey the Plot, then draw the Modell, Cri'ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine,

And
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And take thou this (O thoughts of men accurs'd) Hoft. Oh my moft worihipfull Lord,and't pleafe your
" Paft,and to Gome, fames heft; things Prefent,worft. Grace, I am a poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre-

Mow. Shall we go draw our numbers,and let on ? fted at my fuit. Cb. luft.for what fumme ?
Hafl.We are Times fubiecls,and Time bids, be gon. Hoft. It is more then for fome(my Lord)it is for all: all

I haue,he hath eaten meoutofhoufe and home; hee hath

AStusSecundus. Sccena'°Prima. put all my fubftance into that fat belly of his : but I willhaue fome of it out againe, or I will ride thee o'Nights,
like the Mare.

Enter HofteJJe, tvlth two Officers, Fang, and Snare. Falft. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if I haue
HoiteJJe. Mr.Kzng-,haue you entred the Adlion ? any vantage of ground, to get vp.
Fang. It is enter'd. Cb:Iuft. How comes this, Sir lukn ? Fy, what a man of
HofteJJe. Wher's your Yeoman? Is it a lufty yeoman? good temper would endure this tempeft of exclamation ?

Will he Hand to it ? Are you not alham'd to inforce a poore Widdowe to fo
Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare? rough a courfe,to come by her owne f
HoBe/e. I,I,good M.Snare.. Falft. What is the grofTe fumme that I owe thee?
Snare. Heere,heere. Hoft. Marry (if thou wer't an honeft man)thy felfe,&
Fang. Snare, we muft Arreft Sir lohn Faljlaffe. the mony too. Thou didft fweare to mee vpon a parcell
Hoft. I good M.Snare, I haue enter'd him, and all. gilt Goblet,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round
Sn.lt may chance coft fome of vs our liues-.he wil ftab table, by a fea-cole fire,on Wedneiday in Whitfon week,
tiofteffe. Alas the day: take heed of him : he ftabd me when the Prince broke thy head forlik'ning him to a fin-

in mine owne houfe, and that moft beaftly : he cares not ging man of Windfor; Thou didft fweare to me then(as I
what mifcheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will was wafhing thy wound)to marry me,and make mee my
foyne like any diuell, he will fpare neither man, woman, Lady thy wife.Canft y deny it ? Did not goodwife Keech
nor childe. the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goflip Quic\-

Fang. If I can clofe with him, I care not for his thruft. /y? comming in to borrow a meiTe of Vinegar: telling vs,
HofleJ/e. No, nor I neither : He be at your elbow. ihe had a good diih of Prawnes:whereby y didft defire to

Vice. 
* Fan?. If I but fift him once:if he come but within my eat fome : whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene

wound? And didft not thou ( when fhe was gone downe
Hoft. I am vndone with his going:! warrant he is an ftaires)defire me to be no more familiar with fuch poore

infinitiue thing vpon my fcore. Good M.Fang hold him people, faying,that ere long they fhould call me Madam ?
fure:good M. Snare let him not fcape, he comes continu- And did'ft y not kiile me,and bid mee fetch thee 30.5 ? I
antly to Py-Corner(fauing your manhoods)to buy a fad- put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou canft?
die, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in Fal. My Lord, this is a poore mad foule:and me fayes
Lombardftreet, to M.Smoothes the Silkman.I pra'ye,fince vp & downe the town,that her eldeft fon is like you.She
my Exion is enter'd, and my Cafe fo openly known to the hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftra-
world,let him be brought in to his anfwer: A loo.Marke fted her : but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befeech you, I
is a long one,for a poore lone woman to beare: & I haue may haue redrefle againft them.
borne,and borne,and borne, and haue bin fub'doff, and luft. Sir lohn, fir Iobn,l am well acquainted with your
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a fliame to maner of wrenching the true caufe, the falfe way.It is not
be thought on.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnles a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come
a woman mould be made an AfTe and a Beaft, to beare e- with fuch (more then impudent)fawcines from you, can
uery Knaues wrong. Enter Falftajfe and Bardolfe. thruft me from a leuell confideration,! know you ha'pra-
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar- dlis'd vpon the eafie-yeelding fpirifl of this woman.
dolfe with him.Do your Offices,do your ofhces-.M.Fang, Hoft. Yes in troth my Lord.
& M.Snare,do me, do me, do me your Offices. 7a/?.Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and

Fa/.How nowfwhofe Mare's dead?what's the matter ? vnpay the villany you haue done henthe one you may do
Fang. Sir Iohn,\ arreft you,at the fuit of M\&.Quickly. with fterling mony,& the other with currant repentance.
Falft. Away Varlets,draw ^Bardolfe : Cut me oft" the Fal.My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without

Vilbines head: throw the Queane in the Channel. reply. You call honorable Boldnes,impudent Sawcinefle:
Hoft.Throw me in the channell? lie throw thee there. If a man wil curt'fie,and fay nothing,he is vertuous : No,

Wilt thou?wilt thoufthou baftardly rogue.Murder,mur- my Lord(your humble duty remebred) I will not be your
der, O thou Hony-fuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of- futor.I fay to you,I defire deliu'rance from thefe Officers
ficers, and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou art being vpon hafty employment in the Kings Affaires.
a honyfeed,a Man-queller,and a woman-queller. luft. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong : But

Fa/ft. Keep them oft", Bardolje. Fang.A. refcu,a refcu. anfwer in the eftedl of your Reputation, and fatisfie the
Hoft. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?thou poore woman.

wilt not?.Do,do thou Rogue; Do thou Hempfeed. Falft. Come hither Hoftefle. Enter M.Gower
Page.Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fuftil- Cb.Iuft. Now Mafter Goner; What newes ?

lirian:Ile tucke your Cataftrophe. Enter. Cb.Iuftice. Gorr.The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales
luft. What's the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. Are neere at hand: The reft the Paper telles.
Hoft. Good my Lord be good to mee. I befeech you Falft. As I am a Gentleman.

ftand to me. Hoft. Nay,you faid fo before.
Qh.Iuft.Hovf now fir 7oin?What are you brauling here? Fal. As I am a Gentleman.Come,no more words of it

Doth this become your place,your time,and bufineffe? Hoft. By this Heauenly ground I tread on, I muft be
You mould haue bene well on your way to Yorke. faine to pawne both my Plate, and the Tapiftry of my dy-
Stand from him Fellow ; wherefore hang'ft vpon him f ning Chambers.

g 3 Falft.
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Fal. GlafTes,glafles, is the onely drinking : and for as to remember fo weake a Compo/ition.

thy walles a pretty flight Drollery, or the Storie of the Prince. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely
Prodigal!, or the Germane hunting in Waterworke, is got : for (in troth) I do now remember the poore Crea-
worih a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe Fly- ture, Small Beere. But indeede thefe humble confidera-
bitten Tapiftries. Let it be tenne pound (if thou canft.) tions make me out of loue with my GreatnefTe. What a
Come, if it were not for thy humors, there is not a better difgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? Or to know
Wench in England. Go, wafh thy face, and draw thy thy face to morrow ? Or to take note how many paire of
Adtion : Come, thou muft not bee in this humour with Silk ftockings y haft:1 (Viz. thefe,and thofe that were thy
me, come, I know thou was't fet on to this. peach-colour'd ones:) Or to beare the Inuentorie of thy

Hoft. Prethee (Sir John] let it be but twenty Nobles, fhirts, as one for fuperfluity, and one other, for vfe. But
I loath to pawne my Plate, in good earned la. that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then I, for

Fal. Let it alone, lie make other fhift : you'l be a fool it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kept'ft
ffill. not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, be-

Hoft. Well, you fliall haue it although I pawne my caufe the reft of thy Low Countries,haue made a fhift to
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper: You'l pay me al- eate vp thy Holland.
together ? Pain. How ill it followes, after you haue labour'd fo

Fal. Will I liue? Go with her, with her : hooke-on, hard,you fhould talke fo idlely? Tell me how many good
hooke-on. yong Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo ficke, as

Hoft. Will you haue Doll Tcare-fhcet meet you at fup- yours is ?
per/ Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointz?

Fal. No more words. Let's haue her. Pain. Yes : and let it be an excellent good thing.
Ch.IuM. I haue heard bitter newes. Prin. It fhall ferue among wittes of no higher breed-
Fal What's the newes (my good Lord?) ing then thine.
Ch.Iu. Where lay the King laft night? Toin. Go to : I ftand the pufh of your one thing, that
Mef. At Bafmgftoke my Lord. you'l tell.
Fal. I hope (my Lord fall's well. What is the newes Prin. Why, I tell thee, it is not meet, that I fhould be

my Lord ? fjd now my Father is ficke : albeit I could tell to thee (as
Cb.Iuft. Come all his Forces backe ? to one it pleafes me, for fault of a better, to call my friend)
Mef. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, flue hundred Horfe I could be fad,and fad indeed too.

Are march'd vp to my Lord of Lancafter, Poin. Very hardly,vpon fuch a fubiecl.
Againft Northumberland,and the Archbilhop. Prin. Thou think'ft me as farre in the Diuels Booke, as

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales, my noble L? thou, and Falftaffe, for obduracie and periiftencie. Let the
Ch.Iuft. You /hall haue Letters of me prefently. end try the man. But I tell thee, my hart bleeds inward-

Come,go along with me, good M. Gowre. ly, that my Father is fo ficke : and keeping fuch vild com-
Fal. My Lord. pany as thou art, hath in reafon taken from me, all often-
Cb.Iuft. What's the matter ? tation of forrow.
Fal. Mafter Genre, fhall I entreate you with mee to Poin. The reafon ?

dinner ? 2V;n.What would'ft thou think of me, if I {hold weep ?
Goiv. I muft wake vpon my good Lord heere. Poin. I would thinke thee a moft Princely hypocrite.

I thanke you, good Sir lohn. Prin. It would be euery mans thought : and thou art
Cb.Iuft. Sir Iobn,yo\i loyter heere too long, being you a blefled Fellow,to thinke as euery man thinkes : neuer a

are to take Souldiers vp, in Countries as you go. mans thought in the world, keepes the Rode-way better
Fal. Will you fup with me, Mafter Go-are* then thine : euery man would thinke me an Hypocrite in-
Cb.Iuft. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe man- deede. And what accites your moft worfhipful thought

ners, Sir lohn ? to thinke fo ?

Fal. Mafter Goner, if they become mee not, hee was a Poin. Why,becaufe you haue beene fo lewde, and fo
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing much ingraffed to Falftaffe.
grace (my Lord) tap for tap,and fo part faire. Prin. And to thee.

Cb.Iuft. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great Point*. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can heare it with
Foole. Exeunt mine owne eares:the worft that they can fay of me is, that

I am a fecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellowe of
my hands : and thofe two things I confeffe I canot helpe.
Looke, looke, here comes '"Bardvlfe.

Scena Secunda. Prince. And the Boy that I gaue Falftaffe, he had him
from me Chriftian,and fee if the fat villain haue not trans
form'd him Ape.

Enter Prince Henry, Point*, ̂ Bardolfe, Enter Bardolfe.
and Page. ''Bar. Saue your Grace.

Prin. Truft me, I am exceeding weary. Prin. And yours,moft Noble ^Bardolfe.
Pom. Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durft Poin. Come you pernitious AfTe,you bafhfull Foole

not haue attach'd one of fo high blood. muft you be blufhing ? Wherefore blufh you now? what
Prin. It doth me: though it difcolours the complexion a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Is it fuch a

of my Greatnefle to acknowledge it. Doth it not fhew matter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ?
vildely in me, to defire fmall Beere ? Page. He call'd me^euen now (my Lord)through a red

Poifi. Why,a Prince fhould not be fo loofely ftudieci, Lattice, and I could difcerne no part of his face from the
window:
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window : at laft I fpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had Page. None my Lord, but old Miftris Quickly,and M.
made two holes in the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pee- Doll Teare-Jbeet.
ped through. Prin. What Pagan may that be ?

Prin. Hath not the boy profited ? Page' A proper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinfwoman
'Bar. Away, you horfon vpright Rabbet,away. of my Mafters.
Page. A way, you rafcally Altheas dreame,away. frin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Parish Heyfors are to the
Prin, InftruCt vsBoy : what dreame, Boy ? Towne-Bull ?
Page. Marry (my Lord) tAlthea dream'd, fhe was de- Shall wefteale vpon, them (Ned] at Supper?

liuer'd of a Firebrand, and therefore I call him hir dream. Poin. I am your fliadow, my Lord, lie follow you.
Prince. A Crownes-worth of good Interpretation : Prin. Sirrah, you boy, and 'Bardolph, no word to your

There it is, Boy. Mafter that I am yet in Towne.
Poin. O that this good BlofTome could bee kept from There's for your filence.

Cankers : Well, there is fix pence to preferue thee. Bar. I haue no tongue, fir.
''Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, Page. And for mine Sir, I will gouerne it.

the gallowes fhall be wrong'd. Prin. Fare ye well: go.
Prince. And how doth thy Matter, Bardolpbt This Doll Teare-Jheet fhould be fome Rode.
'Bar. Well, my good Lord : he heard of your Graces Poin. I warrant you,as common as the way betweene

comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you- S.Albans,and London.
Tain. Deliuer'd with good refpeft: And how doth the Prin. How might we fee Falftaffe beftow himfelfe to

Martlemas, your Mafter ? night, in his true colours,and not our felues be feene?
'Bard. In bodily health Sir. Poin. Put on two Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and
Poin. Marry, the immortall part needes a Phyfitian : waite vpon him at his Table,like Drawers.

but that moues not him : though that bee ficke, it dyes Prin. From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion : It
not. was loues cafe. From a Prince, to a Prentice, a low tranf-

Prince. I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with formation, that fhall be mine: for in euery thing,the pur-
me,as my dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exeunt
he writes.

Poin.Letter. lohn Falftafe Knight : (Euery man muft
know that,as oft as hee hath occafion to name himfelfe:)
Euen like thofe that are kinne to the King, for they neuer Scena Tertia.
pricke their finger,but they lay, there is fom of the kings
blood fpilt. How comes that (fa yes he) that takes vpon
him not to conceiue ? the aniwer is as ready as a borrow-
ed cap : I am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir. Enter Northumberland bii Ladle, and Harrie

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to vs, but they wil fetch Percies Ladle.
it from lapbet. But to the Letter: Sir lohn Faljlaffe,
Knight, to the Sonne of the King, neerejl bis Father, Harrie North. I prethee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter,
Prince of Wales, greeting. Giue an euen way vnto my rough Affaires:

Poin. Why this is a Certificate. Put not you on the vifage of the Times,
Prin. Peace. And be like them to Percie, troublefome.

/ "Kill imitate the honourable Romaines in breuitie. Wife. I haue giuen ouer, I will fpeak no more,
Toin. Sure he meanes breuity in breath:ihort-winded. Do what you will : your Wifedome, be your guide.

I commend r,ie to thee, I commend thee,and I haue thee. Bee North. Alas(fweet Wife) my Honor is at pawne,
not too familiar rrith Pointz, for hee ixijujes thy Fauours fo And but my going, nothing can redeeme it.
much, that he Jvpcares thou art to marrie his Sifter Nell. Re- La. Oh yet, for heauens fake, go not to thefe Warrs;
pent at idle times as thou mayft,and fo farewell. The Time was (Father) when you broke your word,

Thine,by yea and no : which ii as w.utb as to fay, as thou When you were more endeer'd to it, then now,
t'feji him. lacke FalftafFe with my Familiars: When your owne Percy, when my heart-deere-Harry,

lohn with my 'Brothers and Sifter:&Sir Threw many a Northward looke, to fee his Father
lohn, with all Europe. Bring vp his Powres : but he did long in vaine.

My Lord, I will fteepe this Letter in Sack, and make him Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home ?
eate it. There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonnes.

Prin. That's to make him eate twenty of his Words. For Yours,may heauenly glory brighten it:
But do you vfe me thus AW? Muft I marry your Sifter? For His, it ftucke vpon him, as the Sunne

fain. May the Wench haue no worfe Fortune. But I In the gray vault of Heauen : and by his Light
neuer faid fo. Did all the Cheualrie of England moue

Prin. Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time,& To do braue Acts. He was (indeed )the Glafle
the fpirits of the wife,fit in the clouds,and mocke vs : Is Wherein the Noble-Youth did dreffe themielues.
your Mafter heere in London ? He had no Legges, that praftic'd not his Gate :

'Bard. Yes my Lord. And fpeaking thicke ('which Nature made his blemiih)
Prin. Where fuppes he ? Doth the old Bore, feede in Became the Accents of the Valiant.

the old Franke? For thofe that could fpeake low, and tardily,
'Bard.At the old place my Lord, in Eaft-cheape. Would turne their owne Perfection, to Abufe,
frin. What Company ? To feeme like him. So that in Speech,in Gate,
Page. Ephefians my Lord, of the old Church. In Diet, in Aftedtions of delight,
Prin. Sup any women with him ? In Militarie Rules, Humors of Blood,

38?
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He was the Marke,and Glaffe, Coppy,and Booke, 2. Draw. He fee if I can finde out Sneakf. Exit.
That fafhion'd others. And him, O wondrous! him,
O Miracle of Men ! Him did you leaue Enter Hofte/e> and 1>ol.
(Second to none) vn-feconded by you,
To looke vpon the hideous God of Warre, Heft. Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you are in an ex-
In dif-aduantage,to abide a field, cellent good temperalitie : your Pulfidge beates as ex-
Where nothing but the found of Hotjflurs Name traordinarily, as heart would defire ; and your Colour
Did feeme defenfible : fo you left him. (I warrant you) is as red as any Rofe: But you haue
Neuer, O neuer doe his Ghoft the wrong, drunke too much Canaries, and that's a maruellous fear-
To hold your Honor more precife and nice ching Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere wee can fay
With others,then with him. Let them alone : what's this. How doe you now?
The Mar/hall and the Arch-biihop are ftrong. Doi. Better then 1 was : Hem.
Had my fweet Harry had but halfe their Numbers, Heft. Why that was well faid : A good heart's worth
To day might I (hanging on Hotjpurs Necke) Gold. Looke,here comes Sir lohn.
Haue talk'd ofctifonmoutb's Graue.

North. Be/hrew your heart, Enter Faljlaffe.
(Faire Daughter) yuu doe draw my Spirits from me,
With new lamenting ancient Ouer-fights. Falft. When Arthur frft in Court-(emptie the lordan)
But I muft goe,and meet with Danger there, and teas a worthy King: How now Miftris ZW?
Or it will feeke me in another place, HoSt. Sick of a Calme: yea,good-footh.
And finde me worfe prouided. FalH. So is all her Sect: if they be once in a Calme,

Wife. O flye to Scotland, they are fick.
Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, Do/. You muddie Rafcall,is that all the comfort you
Haue of their Puiffance made a little tafte. giue me ?

Lady. If they get ground, and vantage of the K-ing, Falft. You make fat Rafcalls, Miftris Ttol.
Then ioyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, Dot. I make them ? Gluttonie and Difeafes make
To make Strength ftronger. But,for all our loues, them, I make them not.
Firft let them trye themfelues. So did your Sonne, Falft. If the Cooke make the Gluttonie,you helpe to
He was fo fuffer'd ; fo came I a Widow : make the Dileafes (2)^) we catch of you (Dol] we catch
And neuer Hull haue length of Life enough, of you : Grant that,my poore Vertue,grant that.
Toraine vpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 'ZW. I marry, our Chaynes,and our lewels.
That it may grow,and fprowt, as high as Heauen, Falft. Your Brooches, Pearles, and Owches : For to
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. feme brauely,is to come halting off: you know,to come

North.Come, come, go in with met'tis with my Minde off the Breach, with his Pike bent brauely, and to Surge-
As with the Tyde,fwell'd vp vnto his height, rie brauely ; to venture vpon the charg'd-Chambers
That makes a ftill-ftand, running neyther way. brauely.
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bi/hop, Hoft. Why this is the olde faihion : you two neuer
But many thoufand Reafons hold me backe. meete,but you fall to fome difcord: you are both (in
I will relblue for Scotland : there am I, good troth) as Rheumatike as two drie Toftes, you can-
Till Time and Vantage craue my company. Exeunt. not one beare with anothers Confirmities. What the

good-yere ? One muft beare, and that muft bee you :
you are the weaker Veffell j as they fay, the emptier

Sc<zna Quarta. 
Veflell.

Dol. Can a weake emptie Veffell beare fuch a huge
full Hogs-head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture
of Burdeux-Stuffe in him : you haue not feene a Hulke

Enter two Drainers. better ftufft in the Hold. Come, He be friends with thee
lac Iff: Thou art going to the Warres, and whether I

I. Drawer. What haft thou brought there ? Apple- {hall euer fee thee againe, or no, there is no body
lohns? Thou know'ft Sir John cannot endure an Apple- cares.
lohn . Enter'"Drawer.

2.Dram. Thou fay'ft true : the Prince once fet a Difti
of Apple-Iohns before him, and told him there were fiue Drawer. Sir, Ancient PiSioll is below, and would
more Sir Johns: and,putting off his Hat,faid,I will now fpeake with you.
take my leaue of tnefe fixe drie, round, old-wither'd 1>oL Hang him, fwaggering Rafcall, let him not
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart: but hee hath for- come hither : it is the foule-mouth'dft Rogue in En<*-
got that. land.

I. Draw. Why then couer, and fet them downe : and Hoft. If hee fwagger, let him not come here : I muft
fee if thou canft finde out Sneafys Noyfe j Miftris Teare- liue amongft my Neighbors, He no Swaggerers : I am

jbeet would faine haue fome Mufique. in good name, and fame, with the very beft : fhut the
' 2. Dram. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Mafter doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I haue not
Polrtts}anon : and they will put on two of our lerkins, liu'd all this while, to haue fwaggering now: ihut the
and Aprons, and Sir lohn muft not know of it: 'Bardolpb doore, I pray you.
hath brought word. Fallt. Do'ft thou heare, Hofteffe?

I. Draw. Then here will be old Vtu : it will be an ex- HoJi.'Piay you pacific your felfe(Sir Zfli»)there comes
cellent ftratagem. no Swaggerers heere.
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Fal&. Do'ft thou heare? it is mine Ancient. Bard. 'Pray thee goe downe, good Ancient.
HO&. Tilly-fally(Sir /0in)neuer tell me, your ancient Falft. Hearke thee hither, Miftris Dol.

Swaggerer comes not in my doores. I was before Mafter Fist. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporall 'Bardolfb, I
Tificl^ the Deputie, the other day : and as hee faid to me, could teare her : He be reueng'd on her.
it was no longer agoe then Wednefday laft : Neighbour Page. 'Pray thee goe downe.
Quickly (fayes hee;) Mafter Dombe,our Minifter,was by Pift. He fee her damn'd firft : to Pluto's damn'd Lake,
then : Neighbour S^uicl^ly (fayes heej receiue thofe that to the Infernall Deepe, where Erebiu and Tortures vilde
are Ciuill; for (fayth hee) you are in an ill Name : now alfo. Hold Hooke and Line, fay I : Downe : downe
hee faid fo, I can tell whereupon : for(fayes hee) you are Dogges,downe Fates: haue wee not Hiren here?
an honeft Woman,and well thought on ; therefore take Hoft. Good Captaine Peefel be quiet, it is very late :
heede what Guefts you receiue : Receiue (fayes hee) no I befeeke you now, aggrauate your Choler.
fwaggering Companions. There tomes none heere. You Pift. Thefe be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack-
would bleffe you to heare what hee faid. No, lie no Horfes, and hollow-pamper'd lades of Afia, which can-
Swaggerers. not goe but thirtie miles a day, compare with Ctfjar, and

Faljl. Hee's no Swaggerer(Hoftcffe: )a tame Cheater, with Caniballs,and Troian Greekes? nay, rather damne
hee: you may ftroake him as gently, as a Puppie Grey- them with King Ctr^erzu,and let the Welkin roare: {lull
hound : hee will not fwagger with a Barbaric Henne, if wee fall foule for Toyes ?
her feathers turne backe in any (hew of reliftance. Call Hoft. By my troth Captaine, thefe are very bitter
him vp (Drawer.) words.

Hoft. Cheater, call you him ? I will barre no honeft 'Bard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a
man my houfe, nor no Cheater : but I doe not loue fwag- Brawle anon.
gering ; I am the worfe when one fayes, fwagger : Feele Fiji. Die men,like Dogges;giue Crownes like Pinnes:
Matters, how 1 fhake: looke you,I warrant you. Haue we not Hiren here ?

Dol. So you doe,Hofteffe. Hoft. On my word (Captaine) there's none fuch here.
Ho/I. Doe I ? yea, in very truth doe I,if it were an Af- What the good-yere,doe you thinke I would denye her ?

pen Leafe : I cannot abide Swaggerers. I pray be quiet.
Pik. Then feed,and be fat (my faire Qalipo/a.) Come,

Enter Piftol^and 'Bardolpb and his Boy. giue me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, /fierato me con-
tente. Feare wee broad-fides ? No,let the Fiend giue fire:

FIJI. 'Saue you, Sir lohn. Giue me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there :
Falft. Welcome Ancient Pijlol. Here(P//?e/)I charge Come wee to full Points here , and are et cetera'* no-

you with a Cup of Sacke : doe you difcharge vpon mine thing ?
Hofteffe. Fal. Pifio!,! would be quiet.

Fiji. I will difcharge vpon her (Sir lohn) with two Pitt. Sweet Knight,! kiffe thyNeaffe: what? wee haue
Bullets. feene the feuen Starres.

Falft. She is Piftoll-proofe (Sir) you fliall hardly of- Dol. Thruft him downe ftayres, I cannot endure fuch
fend her. a Fuftian Rafcall.

Haft. Come,He drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets: I Pift. Thruft him downe ftayres ? know we not Gallo-
will drinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans way Nagges ?
pleafure, I. Fal. Quoit him downe (Bardolpb) like a fhoue-groat

Pift. Then to you (Miftris Dorotbie] I will charge Shilling : nay,if hee doe nothing but fpeake nothing, hee
you. fhall be nothing here.

''Dol. Charge me ? I fcorne you (fcuruie Companion) 'Bard. Come,get you downe ftayres.
what? you poore, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- Pift. What ? fliall wee haue Incifion ? /hall wee em-
Mate : away you mouldie Rogue,away ; I am meat for brew ? then Death rocke me afleepe,abridge my dolefull
your Mafter. dayes: why then let grieuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds,

Fiji. I know you, Miftris Dorothie. vntwin'd the Sifters three: Come dtropos,! fay.
Dol. Away you Cut-purfe Rafcall, you filthy Bung, Hott. Here's good ftuffe toward.

away : By this Wine, lie thruft my Knife in your mouldie Fal. Giue me my Rapier, Boy.
Chappes,if you play the fawcie Cuttle with me. Away Dol. I prethee lac^, 1 prethee doe not draw.
you Bottle-Ale Rafcall,you Basket-hilt ftale Iugler,you. Fal. Get you downe ftayres,
Since when, I pray you,Sir? what, with two Points on Hoft. Here's a goodly tumult: He forfweare keeping
your fhoulder ? much. houfe, before He be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So: Mur-

fift. I will murther your Ruffe, for this. ther I warrant now. Alas,alas, put vp your naked Wea-
Hoft. No, good Captaine Plflol : not heere, fweete pons,put vp your naked Weapons.

Captaine. Dol. I prethee lacl^ be quiet, the Rafcall is gone : ah,
Dal. Captaine ? thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, you whorfon little valiant Villaine,you.

art thou not afham'd to be call'd Captaine? If Captaines HoSi. Are you not hurt Tth'Groyne ? me thought hee
were of my minde,they would trunchion you out,for ta- made a fhrewd Thruft at your Belly.
king their Names vpon you,before you haue earn'd them. Fal. Haue you turn'd him out of doores £
You a Captaine? you flaue,for what ? for tearing a poore Bard. Yes Sir : the Rafcall's drunke : you haue hurt
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfe? Hee a Captaine? hang him (Sir) in the fhoulder.
him Rogue, hee Hues vpon mouldie ftew'd-Pruines, and Fal. A Rafcall to braue me.
dry'de Cakes. A Captaine ? Thefe Villaines will make Dol. Ah, you fweet little Rogue, yoxi.: alas,poore Ape,
the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had how thou fweat'ft ? Come, let me wipe thy Face : Come
neede looke to it. on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,! loue thee: Thou

art

3 c



T'befecond ^Partof^jng Henry the Fourth.
art as valorous as HetJor of Troy, worth fiue of Agamem- wee will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when I am
non, and tenne times better then the nine Worthies : ah gone.
Villaine. Dol. Thou wilt fet me a weeping, if thou fay'ft fo :

Fal. A rafcally Slaue,! will tofle the Rogue in a Blan- proue that euer I drefTe my felfe handfome, till thy re-
ket. turne : well, hearken the end.

Dol. Doe, if thou dar'ft for thy heart: if thou doo'ft, Fal. Some Sa.ck,Franiv.
He canuas thee betweene a paire of Sheetes. frin.Poin. Anon,anon,Sir.

Fal. Ha? a Baftard Sonne of the Kings? And art not
Enter thou Poines,his Brother ?

Prince. Why thou Globe of fmfull Continents, what
Page. The Mufique is come, Sir. a Life do'ft thou lead ?
Fal. Let them play : play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol. Fal. A better then thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art

A Rafcall, bragging Slaue : the Rogue fled from me like a Drawer.
Qujck-filuer. Prince. Very true, Sir : and I come to draw you out

Dol. And thou followd'ft him like a Church: thou, by the Eares.
whorfon little tydie Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt Hojt. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good Grace: Wel-
thou leaue fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights,and come to London. Now Heauen bleffe that fweete Face
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Heauen ? of thine: what,are you come from Wales?

Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maieftie : by
Enter the Prince and Poines duguis'd. this light Flefli,and corrupt Blood,thou art welcome.

Dol. How?you fat Foole,! fcorne you.
Fal. Peace (good Dol) doe not fpeake like a Deaths- Poin. My Lord, hee will driue you out of your re-

head : doe not bid me remember mine end. uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if you take not the
Del. Sirrha,what humor is the Prince of? heat.
Fal. A good fliallow young fellow : hee would haue Prince. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vildly

made a good Pantler, hee would haue chipp'd Bread did you fpeake of me euen now, before this honeft, ver-
well. tuous,ciuill Gentlewoman?

Del. They fay Polnes hath a good Wit. Hoft. 'Blefling on your good heart, and lo ihee is by
Fal. Hee a good Wit f hang him Baboone,his Wit is my troth.

as thicke as Tewksburie Muftard : there is no more con- Fal. Didft thou heare me ?

ceit in him, then is in a Mallet. "Prince, Yes: and you knew me,as you did when you
Dol. Why doth the Prince loue him fo then ? ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back,
Fal. Becaufe their Legges are both of a bigneffe: and and fpoke it on purpofe,to trie my patience.

hee playes at Quoits well, and eates Conger and Fennell, Fal. No,no,no : not fo : I did not thinke, thou waft
and drinkes off Candles ends for F]ap-dragons,and rides within hearing.
the wilde-Mare with the Boyes,and iumpes vpon loyn'd- Prince. I mall driue you then to confeffe the wilfull
ftooles, and fweares with a good grace, and weares his abufe, and then I know how to handle you.
Boot very imooth,like vnto the Signe of the Legge; and Fal. No abufe (Hall] on mine Honor,no abufe.
breedes no bate with telling of difcreete ftories: and fuch Prince. Not to difprayfe me? and call me Pantler, and
other Gamboll Faculties hee hath, that fhew a weake Bread-chopper, and I know not what?
Minde,and an able Body,for the which the Prince admits Fal. Noabufe(/&/J
him j for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the Poin. No abufe ?
weight of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene their Fal. No abufe (Ned) in the World : honeft Ned none.
Haber-de-pois. I difprays'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked

Prince. Would not this Kaue of a Wheele haue his might not fall in loue with him : In which doing, I haue
Eares cut off? done the part of a carefull Friend, and a true Subiedl, and

Poin. Let vs beat him before his Whore. thy Father is to giue me thankes for it. No abufe (Hal:}
Prince. Looke, if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll none (AW) none; no Boyes,none.

claw'd like a Parrot. Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow-
Poin. Is it not ftrange, that Defire Aould fo many ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle-

yeeres out-liue performance ? woman, to clofe with vs? Is fhee of the Wicked ? Is thine
Fal. KifTe me Dol. Hofteffe heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the
Prince. Saturne and Venui this yeere in Conjunction ? Wicked? Or honeft Bardolpb (whofe Zeale burnes in his

What fayes the Almanack to that ? Nofe) of the Wicked?
Toin. And looke whether the fierie Ti-/g-o»,his Man, Tain. Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwere.

be not lifping to his Matters old Tables, his Note-Booke, Fal, The Fiend hath priclit downe ^Bardolpb irrecoue-
his Councell-keeper ? rable, and his Face is Lucifer s Priuy-Kitchin, where hee

Fal. Thou do'ft giue me flatt'ring BufTes. doth nothing but roft Mault-Wormes : for the Boy
Dol. Nay truely, I kifle thee with a moft conftant there is a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out-

heart. bids him too.
Fal. I am olde, I am olde. Prince. For the Women?
Dol. I loue thee better, then I loue ere a fcuruie young Fal. For one of them, Aee is in Hell alreadie, and

Boy of them all. burnes poore Soules : for the other, I owe her Mo-
Fal. What Stuffewilt thou haue a Kirtleof? I fhall ney ; and whether fhee bee damn'd for that, I know

receiue Money on Thurfday : thou flialt haue a Cappe not.
to morrow. A merrie Song, come : it growes late, Ho/}. No, I warrant you.

Fal. No,
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Fal. No, I thinke thou art not : I thinke thou art quit How many thoufand of my pooreft Subie<£ls

for that. Marry, there is another Indidtment vpon thee, Ave at this howre afleepe ? O Sleepe,O gentle Sleepe,
for fuftering flefh to bee eaten in thy houfe, contrary to Natures foft Nurfe, how haue I frighted thee,
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe,

Hott. All Victuallers doe fo : What is a loynt of And fteepe my Sences in Forgetfulnefle ?
Mutton,or two,in a whole Lent? Why rather (Sleepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Cribs,

Prince. You,Gentlewoman. Vpon vneafie Pallads ftretching thee,
"Dol. What fayes your Grace ? And huiflit with buffing Night, flyes to thy /lumber,
Falft. His Grace fayes that , which his fkfli rebells Then in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great?

againft. Vnder the Canopies of coftly State,
Heft. Who knocks fo lowd at doore ? Looke to the And lull'd with founds of fweeteft Melodic ?

doore there, Franca ? O thou dull God,why lyeft thou with rhe vilde,
In loathfome Beds,and leau'ft the Kingly Couch,

Enter Peto. A Watch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell?
Wilt thou, vpon the high and giddie Maft,

Prince. Peto, how now ? what newes ? Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines,
Peto. The King,your Father,is at Weftminfter, In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge,

And there are twentie weake and wearied Poftes, And in the vilitation of the Windes,
Come from the North : and as I came along, Who take the Ruffian Billowes by the top,
I met,and ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines, Curling their monftrous heids,and hanging them
Bare-headed,fweating, knocking at the Tauernes, With deafPning Clamors in the flipp'ry Clouds,
And asking euery one for Sir Lbn Falflaffe. That with the hurley, Death it felfe awakes?

Prince. By Heauen (Points) I feele me much to blame, Canft thou (O partiall Sleepe) giue thy Repofe
So idly to prophane the precious time, To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houre fo rude :
When Tempeft of Commotion,like the South, And in the calmeft,and moft ftilleft Night,
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, With all appliances, and meanes to boote,
And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads. Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe,lye downe,
Giue me my Sword,and Cloake : Vneafie lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne.
Fa//Ljfe,good night. Exit.

Falft. Now comes in the fweeteft MorfelJ of the Enter Warnltl^e and Surrey.
night, and wee muft hence, and leaue it vnpickt. More
knocking at the doore? How now? what's the mat- War. Many good-morrowes to your Maieftie.
ter? King. Is it good-morrow,Lords?

^ard. You muft away to Court, Sir, prefently, War. 'Tis One a Clock, and paft.
A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you. King.VJhy then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:)

Falft. Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha -. farewell Hofteffe, Haue you read o're the Letters that I lent you ?
farewell Del. You fee (my good Wenches) how men of War. We haue (my Liege.)
Merit are fought after : the vndeferuer may fleepe,when King. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdome,
the man of Action is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: How foule it is : what ranke Difeafes grow,
if I be not fent away pofte , I will fee you againe, ere I And with what danger, neere the Heart of it ?
goe. War. It is but as a Body,yet diftemper'd,

Del. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie Which to his former ftrength may be reftor'd,
to burft---Well (fweete lac^e} haue a care of thy With good aduice,and little Medicine:
felfe. My Lord Northumberland will foone be cool'd.

Falft. Farewell, farewell. Exit. Kitig.Qh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate,
Heft. Well, fare thee well : I haue knowne thee And lee the reuolution of the Times

thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pefcod-time : but an Make Mountaines leuell,and the Continent
honefter , and truer-hearted man Well, fare thee (Wearie of folide firmenefTe)melt it felfe
well. Into the Sea : and other Times, to fee

Bard. Miftris Teare-Jheet. The beachie Girdle of the Ocean
Hoft. What's the matter ? Too wide for Neftunes hippes; how Chances mocks
Bard. Bid Miftris Teare-Jbeet come to my Mafter. And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration,
Hoft. Oh runne "Dol, runne : runne, good'Do/. With diuers Liquors. 'Tis not tenne yeeres gone,

Exeunt. Since Richard,and Northumberland, great friends,
Did tea ft together; and in two yeeres after,
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres fince,
This Percie was the man, neereft my Soule,

ASlua Tertius. Scena ^Prima. Who, like a Brother, toyl'd in my Affaires,
And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot:
Yea,for my fake,euen to the eyes ot T^chard
Gaue him defiance. But which of you was by

Enter the King, with a 'fage. (You Coufin NeullyZS I may remember)
When Ricbard,vf\th his Eye,brim-full of Teares,

King.Goe,call the Earles of Surrey,and of Warwick : (Then check'd,and rated by Northumberland)
But ere they come, bid them ore-reade thefe Letters, Did fpeake thefe words (now prou'd a Prophecie:)
And well confider of them : make good Ipeed. Exit. Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which

My
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5/7. You were call'd luftie Shallow then(Coufm.)My Coufin ̂uliingbrookf afcends my Throne :

(Though then,Heauen knowes, I had no fuch intent, Sbal. I was call'd any thing : and I would haue doneBut that neceffitie fo bow'd the State, any thing indeede too,and roundly too. There was I,and
That I and Greatnefle were compell'd to kifle:) little lobn Doit of Staffordshire, and blacke George 'Bare,
The Time fliall come (thus did hee follow it) and Francis Pic^-bone^nd Will Sjuele a Cot-fal-man, you
The Time will come,that foule Sinne gathering head, had not foure fuch Swindge-bucklers in all the Innes of
Shall breake into Corruption : fo went on, Court againe : And I may fay to you, wee knew where
Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, the ̂Bona-^ba"!: were, and had the beft of them all at
And the diui/ion of our Amide. commandement. Then was lady Falftaffe(now Sir lobn,

War. There is a Hiftorie in all mens Liues, a Boy , and Page to Thomas eMowbray, Duke of Nor-
Figuring the nature of the Times deceased : folke.
The which obferu'd, a man may prophecie 5/7. This Sir lobn (Coufin) that comes hither anon a-
With a neere ayme,of the maine chance of things, bout Souldiers?Shal. The fame Sir lobn, the very fame : I faw himAs yet not come to Life, which in their Seedes
And weake beginnings lye entreafured : breake Scoggan's Head at the Court-Gate, when_ hee was
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time ; a Crack,not thus high : and the very fame day did I fight
And by the neceffarie forme of this, with one Samfjba Stod^fjh, a Fruiterer, behinde Greyes-
King Richard might create a perfect guefie, Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I haue /pent! and to fee
That great Northumberland, then falfe to him, how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead?
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falfenefie, 5/7. Wee fhall all follow ( Coufin.)
Which fhould not finde a ground to roote vpon, Shal. Certaine: 'tis certaine: very fure, very fure:

VnlefTe on you. Death is certaine to all, all mall dye. How a good Yoke
King. Are thefe things then Neceflities ? of Bullocks at Stamford Fayre ?

Then let vs meete them like Necemties ; 5/7. Truly Coufin,! was not there.
And that fame word,euen now cryes out on vs: Sbal. Death is certaine. Is old Double of your Towne
They fay, the Bifhop and Northumberland liuing yet ?
Are fiftie thoufand ftrong. Sil. Dead, Sir.

War. It cannot be (my Lord:) Shal. Dead f See, fee : hee drew a good Bow : and
Rumor doth double,like the Voice,and Eccho, dead ? hee mot a fine moote. lobn of Gaunt loued
The numbers of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace him well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ?
To goe to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord) hee would haue clapt in the Clowt at Twelue-fcore, and
The Pow'rs that you alreadie haue fent forth, carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene, and foure-
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. teene and a halfe, that it would haue done a mans heart
To comfort you the more, I haue receiu'd good to fee. How a fcore of Ewes now f
A certaine inftance,that Ghndcur is dead. Sil. Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewes
Your Maieftie hath beene this fort-night ill, may be worth tenne pounds.
And thefe vnfeafon'd howres perforce muft adde Shal. And is olde Double dead ?
Vnto your Sickneffe.

King. I will take your counfaile : Enter '"Bardolph and his Boy.
And were thefe inward Warres once out of hand,
Wee would (deare Lordsjvnto the Holy-Land. 5/7. Heere come two of Sir lobn Faljlaffes Men (as I

Exeunt. thinke.)
Shal. Good-morrow,honeft Gentlemen.
'Bard. I befeech you,which is luftice Ska/tow?

Scena Secunda. Shal. I am Robert Sballorr(S\r)a poore Efquire of thisCountie, and one of the Kings Juftices of the Peace :
What is your good pleafure with me?

Bard. My Captaine (Sir) commends him to you :
Enter Sbalhw and Silence: with Mouldie, Shadow, my Captaine,Sir John Falftaffe: a tall Gentleman, and a

Wart, Feeble, eBull-calfe. moft gallant Leader.
Sbal. Hee greetes me well : (Sir) I knew him a

Shal. Come-on, come-on, come-on : giue mee your good Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight ?
Hand,Sir; giue mee your Hand,Sir: an early ftirrer, by may I aske, how my Lady his Wife doth ?
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence? Bard. Sir, pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda-

Sil. Good-morrow, good Coufin Shallow. ted, then with a Wife.
Shal. And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ? Sbal. It is well faid,Sir; and it is well faid, indeede,

and your faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughter too: Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeede is
Ellen ? it : good phrafes are furely,and euery where very com-

Sil. Alas.a blacke Ouzell (Coufin Shallow.} mendable. Accommodated , it comes of Accommodo:
Sbal.Ry yea and nay,Sir, I dare fay my Coufin William very good, a good Phrafe.

is become a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford ftill, is hee *Bard, Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phrafe
not? call you it? by this Day, I know not the Phrafe : but

5/7. Indeede Sir, to my coft. I will mainraine the Word with my Sword, to bee a
Shal. Hee muft then to the Innes of Court fhortly : I Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good

was once of Clements Inne ; where (I thinke) they will Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man is
talke of mad Shallow yet. (as they fay) accommodated : or, when a man is, being

whereby
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whereby he thought to be accommodated , which is an Sbal. Shall I pricke him downe,
excellent thing. Sir lobn ?

Faljl. It were fuperfluous: for his apparrel is built vp-
Enter Faljlafe. on his backe, and the whole frame ftands vpon pins:prick

him no more.

Sbal. It is very iuft : Looke, heere comes good Sir Sbal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it fir : you can doe it : I
lobn. Giue me your hand, giue me your Worfhips good commend you well.
hand : Truft me, you looke well : and beare your yeares Francis Feeble.
very well. Welcome,good Sir lobn. Feeble. Heere fir.

Fa/. I am glad to fee you well, good M. Robert Shal- Shal. What Trade art thou Feeble ?
low: Mafter Sure-card as I thinke? Feeble. A Womans Taylor fir.

Sbal. No fir lobn, it is my Conn Silence: in Commifli- Sbal. Shall I pricke him, fir ?
on with mee. Fal. You may :

Fal. Good M. Silence, it well befits you fliould be of But if he had beene a mans Taylor, he would haue prick'd
the peace. you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an enemies Bat-

Sii. Your good Worship is welcome. taile,as thou haft done in a Womans petticote ?
Fal Fye, this is hot weather (Gentlemen) haue you Feeble. I will doe my good will fir, you can haue no

prouided me heere halfe a dozen of fufficient men? more.
Shal. Marry haue we fir : Will you fit? Falfl. Well faid, good Womans Tailour : Well fayde
Fal. Let me fee them, I befeech you. Couragious Feeble : thou wilt bee as valiant as the wrath-
Sbal. Where's the Roll? Where's the Roll ? Where's full Doue,or moft magnanimous Moufe. Pricke the wo-

the Roll ? Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee : fo,fo, fo, fo : mans Taylour well Mafter Shallow, deepe Maifter Shal-
yea marry Sir. Raphe Mouldie: let them appeare as I call: low.
let them do fo, let them do fo : Let mee fee, Where is Feeble. I would Wart might haue gone fir.
Mouldie ? Fal. I would thou wert a mans Tailor, that y might'ft

Maul. Heere.if it pleafe you. mend him, and make him fit to goe. I cannot put him to
Sbal. What thinke you (Sir lobn} a good limb'd fel- a priuate fouldier, that is the Leader of fo many thou-

low: yong,ftrong, and of good friends. fands. Let that fufHce,moft Forcible Feeble,
Fal. Is thy name Mouldie ? Feeble. It fliall fuffice.
t^fyfoul. Yea,if it pleafe you. Falfl. I am bound to thee, reuerend Feeble. Who is
Fal. 'Tis the more time thou wert vs'd. the next ?

Sbal. Ha, ha, ha, moft excellent. Things that are moul- Shal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene.
die, lacke vfe : very fingular good. Well faide Sir Lbn, Falft. Yea marry, let vs fee 'Bulcalfe.
very well faid. Bui. Heere fir.

Fal. Pricke him. Fal. Truft me, a likely Fellow. Come,pricke me *Bnt-
Maul. I was prickt well enough before, if you could calfe till he roare againe.

haue let me alone : my old Dame will be vndone now,for 'Bui. Oh, good my Lord Captaine.
one to doe her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need Fal. What? do'ft thou roare before th'art prickt.
not to haue prickt me, there are other men fitter to goe Bui. Oh fir, I am a dlfeafed man.
out, then I. Fal. What difeafe haft thoa ?

Fal. Go too: peace Mouldie, you fhall goe. '^Mouldle^ Bui. A whorfon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught
it is time you were fpent. with Ringing in the Kings affayres, vpon his Coronation

Maul. Spent? day, fir.
Shallow. Peace, fellow, peace5 ftand afide : Know you Fal. Come, thou flialt go to the Warres in a Gowne :

where you are? For the other fir lobn : Let me fef.Simon we will haue away thy Cold, and I will take fuch order,
Shadow. that thy friends fliall ring for thee. Is heere all?

Fal. I marry, let me haue him to fit vnder : he's like to Shal. There is two more called then your number :
be a cold fouIdler. you muft haue but foure heere fir,and fo I pray you go in

Sbal. Where's Shadow ? with me to dinner.

Shad. Heere fir. Fal. Come, I will goe drinke with you, but I cannot
Fal. Shadow, whofe fonne art thou f tarry dinner. I am glad to fee you in good troth, Mafter
Shad. My Mothers fonne, Sir. Shallow.
Faljl. Thy Mothers fonne : like enough, and thy Fa- Shal. O fir lobn, doe you remember Iince wee lay all

thers ihadow : fo the fonne of the Female, is the fhadow night in the Winde-mill,in S Georges Field.
of the Male : it is often fo indeede, but not of the Fathers Falflaffe. No more of that good Mafter Shallow : No
fubftance. more of that.

Sbal. Do you like him, fir lobn ? Sbal. Ha? it was a merry night. And is lane Night-
Faljt. Shadow will ferue for Summer : pricke him : For worlje aliue ?

wee haue a number of fhadowes to fill vppe the Mufter- Fal. She Hues, M.5W/ow.
Booke. Sbal. She neuer could away with me.

Sbal. Thomas Wart ? Fal. Neuer, neuer : fhe would alwayes fay fhee could
Fa/Jt. Where's he ? not abide M.Shallow.
Wart. Heere fir. Shal. I could anger her to the heart : fliee was then a
Falfl. Is thy name Wart ? Bona-Roba. Doth fhe hold her owne well.
Wart. Yea fir. Fal. Old,old, M. Shallow.
Fal. Thou art a very ragged Wart. Shal. Nay,flie muft be old, fhe cannot choofe but be

e g old:
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old : certaine fliee's old : and had Robin Night-war^e, by Shal. Hee is not his Crafts-mafter, hee doth not doe
old Night-war ke, before I came to Clement!, Inne. it right. 1 remember at Mile-end-Greene, when I lay

Sil. That's fiftie fiue yeeres agoe. at Clements Inne, I was then Sir T>agonet in ̂ Arthurs
Shal. Hah, Coufin Silence, that thou hadft feene that, Show : there was a little quiuer fellow, and hee would

that this Knight and I haue feene : hah, Sir John, faid I manage you his Peece thus : and hee would about,
well ? and about, and come you in, and come you in : Rah,

Faljl. Wee haue heard the Chymes at mid-night,Ma- tah, tah, would hee fay, Bownce would hee fay, and
fter Shallow. away againe would hee goe,and againe would he come:

Shal. That wee haue, that wee haue j in faith,Sir John, I Ihjll neuer fee fuch a fellow.
wee haue : our watch-word was,Hem-Boyes. Cume, Falft. Thefe fellowes will doe well, Mafter Shallow.
let's to Dinner; come,let's to Dinner : Oh the dayes that Farewell Mafter Silence, I will not vfe many wordes with
wee haue feene. Come, come. you : fare you well, Gentlemen both : I thanke you :

Bui. Good Mafter Corporate '"Bardolfb , ftand my I muft a dozen mile to night, ̂ardclfh^'me the Souldiers
friend, and heere is foure Harry tenne ihiUings in French Coates.
Crownes for you : in very truth, fir,I had as lief be hang'd Shal. Sir lohn, Heauen blefle you, and profper your
fir, as goe : and yet,for mine owne part, fir, I do not care; Affaires, and fend vs Peace. As you returne , vifit

but rather, becaufe 1 am vnwilling, and for mine owne my houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed : per-
part, haue a defire to ftay with my friends : elfe, fir, I did aduenture I will with you to the Court.
not care, for mine owne part, lo much. Falft. I would you would, Mafter Shallow.

Bard. Go-too : ftand afide. Shal. Go-too : I haue fpoke at a word. Fare you
Mould. And good Mafter Corporall Captaine, for my well. Exit.

old Dames fake, ftand my friend : Ihee hath no body to Falft. Fare you well , gentle Gentlemen. On ^ar-
doe any thing about her, when I am gone : and fhe is old, dolpb, leade the men away. As I returne, J will fetch off
and cannot helpe her felfe : you flull haue fortie,fir. thefe luftices : I doe fee the bottome of luftice Shal-

'Bard. Go-too : ftand afide. low. How fubieft wee old men are to this vice of Ly-
Feeble. I care not, a man can die but once : wee owe a ing? This fame ftaru'd luftice hath done nothing but

death. I will neuer beare a bafe minde : if it be my defti- prate to me of the wildenefle of his Youth, and the
nie,fo: if it be not,fo: no man is too good to ferue his Feates hee hath done about Turnball-ftreet, and euery
Prince : and let it goe which way it will,he that dies this third word a Lye , duer pay'd to the hearer, then the
yeere, is quit for the next. Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clcmems Inne,

Bard, Well faid, thou art a good fellow. like a man made after Supper,of a Cheefe-paring. When
Feeble. Nay,I will beare no bafe minde. hee was naked, hee was, tor all the world, like a forked
Falft. Come fir,which men /hall I haue? Radifh, with a Head fantaftically caru'd vpon it with a
Shal. Foure of which you pleafe. Knife. Hee was fo forlorne, that his Dimenfions ( to
Bard. Sir, a word with you : I haue three pound, to any thicke fight ) were inuincible. Hee was the very

free <^Mouldie and Bull-calfe. Genius of Famine : hee came euer in the rere-ward of
Falft. Go-too: well. the Faihion : And now is this Vices Dagger become a
Shal. Come, fir lohn, which foure will you haue ? Squire, and talkes as familiarly of lohn of Gaunt, as if
Falft, Doe you chufe for me. hee had beene fworne Brother to him : and lie be fworne
Shal. Marry then , Mfouldie, Bull-calfe, Feeble, and hee neuer faw him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then he

Shadow, burft his Head, for crowding among the Marlhals men.
Falft. Mouldie, and 'Bull-calfe: for you Mouldie,fi*y I faw it , and told lohn of Gaunt, hee beat his owne

at home, till you are paft feruice : and for your part,^//- Name, for you might haue trufs'd him and all his Ap-
caJfe,grow till you come vnto it : I will none of you. parrell into an Eele-skinne : the Cafe of a Treble Hoe-

Shal. Sir Ioj>n,S>\r /o/fen,doe not your felfe wrong,they boy was a Manfion for him : a Court : and now hath
are your likelyeft men, and I would haue you feru'd with hee Land,and Beeues. Well, I will be acquainted with
the beft. him, if I returne : and it fhall goe hard, but I will make

Falft. Will you tell me (Mafter Shallop how to chufe him a Philofophers two Stones to me. If the young
a man ? Care I for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ftature, Dace be a Bayt for the old Pike , I fee no reafon,in the
bulke, and bigge afiemblance of a man ? giue mee the Law of Nature, but I may fnap at him. Let time ihape,
fpirit (Mafter Shallow.) Where's Wai-ft you fee what and there an end. Exeunt.
a ragged appearance it is : hee fhall charge you, and
difcharge you, with the motion of a Pewrerers Ham-
mer : come off, and on, fwifter then hee that gibbets on

the Brewers Bucket. And this fame halfe-fac'd fellow, Affius Quartus. Scena frima.Shadow, giue me this man : hee prefents no marke to the
Enemie, the foe-man may with as great ayme leuell at
the edge of a Pen-knife : and for a Retrait, how fwiftly
will this Feeble, the Womans Taylor, runne off. O, giue Enter the cArch-biJhop,
me the fpare men, and fpare me the great ones. Put me a Wt&merland, Coleuile.
Calyuer into Warts hand, Bardolfb.

Bard. Hold Wart, Trauerfe : thus,thus,thus. 'Bijh. What is this Forreft call'd ?
Falft. Come,manage me your Cjlyuer : fo: very well, Haft. 'Tis Gualtree Forreft, and't mall pleafe your

go-too, very good, exceeding good. O, giue me alwayes Grace.
a little, leane, old, chopt, bald Shot. Well faid Wart, thou <B//Z).Here ftand (my Lords) and fend difcouerers forth,
art a good Scab : hold, there is a Tefter for thee. To know the numbers of our Enemies.

^^ 
Hatt. Wee
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Haft. Wee haue fent forth alreadie. Troope in the Throngs of Militarie men :
<Bijh. 'Tis well done. But rather fliew a while like fearefull Warre,

My Friends,and Brethren (in thefe great Affaires) To dyet ranke Mindes,ficke of happineffe,
I muft acquaint you,that I haue receiu'd And purge th'obftruclions, which begin to ftop
New-dated Letters from Northumberland: Our very Veines of Life : heare me more plainely.
Their cold intent,tenure,and fubftance thus. I haue in equall ballance iuftly weigh'd,
Here doth hee wifh his Perfon,with fuch Powers What wrongs our Arms may do, what wrongs we fuffer,
As might hold fortance with his Qualicie, And finde our Griefes heauier then our Offences.
The which hee cculd not leuie : whereupon Wee fee which way the ftreame of Time doth runne,
Hee is retyr'd,to ripe his growing Fortunes, And are enforc'd from our moft quiet there,
To Scotland ; and concludes in heartie prayers, By the rough Torrent of Occafion,
That your Attempts may ouer-liue the hazard, And haue the fummarie of all our Griefes
And fearefull meeting of their Oppofite. (When time flull ferue) to fliew in Articles;

Move. Thus do the hopes we haue in him, touch ground, Which long ere this,wee offer'd to the King,
And dafli themfelues to pieces. And might, by no Suit, gayne our Audience :

When wee are wrong'd,and would vnfold our Griefes,
Enter a Meffenger. Wee are deny'd acceffe vnto his Perfon,

Euen by thofe men, that moft haue done vs wrong.
Haft. Now ? what newes ? The dangers of" the dayes but newly gone,
Me/. Weft of this Forreft,fcarcely off a mile, Whofe memorie is written on the Earth

In goodly forme, comes on the Enemie : With yet appearing blood ; and the examples
And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number Of euery Minutes inftance (prefent now)
Vpon,or neere, the rate of thirtie thoufand. Hath put vs in thefe ill-befeeming Armes:

Mw. The iuft proportion that we gaue them out. Not to breake Peace, or any Branch of it,
Let vs fway-on,and face them in the field. But to eftabli/h here a Peace indeede,

Concurring both in Name and Q^alitie.
Enter Weftmerland. ffefl.'When euer yet was your Appeale deny'd ?

Wherein haue you beene galled by the King?
1B;/?>.What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here? What Peere hath beene fuborn'd,to grate on you,
Mom. I thinke it is my Lord of Weftmerland. That you fhould fea!e this lawlefie bloody Booke
Weft. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, Of forg'd Rebellion, with a Seale diuine?

The Prince, Lord 7o£«,and Duke of Lancafter. Bljh. My Brother general], the Common-wealth,
'Bijb. Say on (my Lord of Weftmerland) in peace: I nuke my Quarrel 1, in particular.

What doth concerne your comming ? Weft. There is no neede of any fuch redreffe :
JVeSt. Then (my Lord) Or if there were,it not belongs to you.

Vnto your Grace doe I in chiefe addreffe Mow. Why not to him in part, and to vs all,
The fubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion That feele the bruizes of the dayes before,
Came like it felfe,in bafe and abiect Routs, And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times
Led on by bloodie Youth,guarded with Rage, To lay a heauie and vnequall Hand vpon our Honors?
And countenanc'd by Boyes,and Beggerie : Weft, O my good Lord <&fc,wbray,
I fay,if damn'd Commotion fo appeare, Conftrue the Times to their Neceffities,
In his true, nariue,and moftproper fhape, And you fhall fay (indeede) it is the Time,
You(Reuerend Father,and thefe Noble Lords) And not the King,that doth you iniuries.
Had not beene here, to dreffe the ougly forme Yet for your part, it not appeares to me,
Of bafe,and bloodie Infurreftion, Either from the King,orin the prefent Time,
With your faire Honors. You,Lord Arch-bifhop, That you fhould haue an ynch of any ground
Whofe Sea is by a Ciuill Peace maintain'd, To build a Griefe on : were you not reftor'd
Whofe Beard, the Siluer Hand of Peace hath touch'd, To all the Duke of Norfolkes Seignories,
Whofe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor'd, Your Noble,and right well-remembred Fathers?
Whofe white Inueftments figure Innocence, Mow. What thing.in Honor, had my Father loft,
The Doue,and very bleffed Spirit of Peace. That need to be reuiu'd,and breath'd in me?
Wherefore doe you fo ill tranflate your felfe, The King that lou'd him, as the State ftood then,
Out of the Speech of Peace, that beares fuch grace, Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to banifh him :
Into the harih and boyftrous Tongue of Warre ? And then,that Henry Bullingbroo^e and hee
Turning your Bookes to Graues, your Inke to Blood, Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seates,
Your Pennes to Launces,and your Tongue diuine Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spurre,
To a lowd Trumpet,and a Point of Warre. Their armed Staues in charge,their Beauers downe,

<BiJh. Wherefore doe I this? fo the Queftion ftands. Their eyes of fire,fparkling through fights of Steele,
Briefely to this end : Wee are all dileas'd, And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together :
And with our furfetting,and wanton howres, Then, then, when there was nothing could haue ftay'd
Haue brought our felues into a burning Feuer, My Father from the Breaft of '"Bullingbroo^e ;
And wee muft bleede for it : of which Difeafe, O, when the King did throw his Warder downe,
Our late King Richard( being infected) dy'd. (His owne Life hung vpon the Staffe hee threw)
But (my mod Noble Lord of Weftmerland) Then threw hee downe himfelfe,and ail their Liues,
I take not on me here as a Phyfician, That by Indictment, and by dint of Sword,
Nor doe I, as an Enemie to Peace, Haue fince mif-carryed vnder 'Bullingbrooke.

g g z Weft.You
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Weft. You fpeak(Lord Mowbray} now you know not what. That euen our Corne fhall feeme as light as Chaffe,
The Earle of Hereford was reputed then And good from bad finde no partition.
In England the moft valiant Gentleman. Bijh. No,no(my Lord) note this: the King is wearie
Who knowes,on whom Fortune would then haue fmil'd? Of daintie,and fuch picking Grieuances :
But if your Father had beene Victor there, For hee hath found, to end one doubt by Death,
Hee ne're had borne it out of Couentry. Reuiues two greater in the Heires of Life.
For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce, And therefore will hee wipe his Tables cleane,
Cry'd hate vpon him : and all their prayers,and loue, And keepe no Tell-tale to his Memorie,
Were fet on Herford,vf\\om they doted on, That may repeat, and Hiftorie his loffe,
And blefs'd,and grac'd,and did more then the King. To new remembrance. For full well hee knowes,
But this is meere digreffion from my purpofe. Hee cannot fo precifely weede this Land,
Here come I from our Princely Generall, As his mif-doubts prefent occafion :
To know your Griefes; to tell you, from his Grace, His foes are fo en-rooted with his friends,
That hee will giue you Audience : and wherein That plucking to vnfixe an Enemie,
It fhall appeare,that your demands are iuft, Hee doth vnfaften fo,and fhake a friend.
You fhall enioy them,euery thing fet off, So that this Land, like an offenfme wife,
That might fo much as thinke you Enemies. That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ftrokes,

Mow. But hee hath forc'd vs to compell this Offer, As he is ftriking, holds his Infant vp,
And it proceedes from Pollicy,not Loue. And hangs refolu'd Correction in the Arme,

Weft. cflforrl>ray,you ouer-weene to take it fo: That was vprear'd to execution.
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare. Haft. Befides,the King hath wafted all his Rods,
For loe, within a Ken our Army lyes, On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke
Vpon mine Honor, all too confident The very Inftruments of Chafticement :
To giue admittance to a thought of feare. So that his power, like to a Fangleffe Lion
Our Battaile is more full of Names then yours, May offer, but not hold.
Our Men more perfect in the vfe of Armes, 'Bijh. 'Tis very true :
Our Armor all as ftrong,our Caufe the beft; And therefore be afTur'd (my good Lord Marfhal)
Then Reafon will,our hearts fhould be as good. If we do now make our attonement well,
Say you not then, our Offer is compelled. Our Peace, will (like a broken Limbe vnited)

.Mow.Well, by my will, wee /hall admit no Parley. Grow ftronger, for the breaking.
Weft. That argues but the fhame of your offence: Mow. Be it fo :

A rotten Cafe abides no handling. Heere is return'd my Lord of Weftmerland.
Haft. Hath the Prince lohn a full Commiffion, Enter Weftmerland.

In very ample vertue of his Father, lff/?.The Prince is here at hand-.pleafeth your Lordfllip
To heare,and abfolutely to determine To meet his Grace, iuft diftance'tweene our Armies?
Of what Conditions wee fhall ftand vpon ? Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heauen's name then

Weft. That is intended in the Generals Name : forward.
I mufe you make fo flight a Queftion. ijh. Before, and greet his Grace(my Lord) we come.
EiJb.'Then take(my Lord of Weftmerland )this Schedule,

For this containes our generall Grieuances: Enter Prince John.
Each feuerall Article herein redrefs'd, lobn.You are wel encountred here(my cofin Mowbray)
All members of our Caufe, both here,and hence, Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifhop,
That are infinewed to this Action, And fo to you Lord Hajlings,and to all.
Acquitted by a true fubftantiall forme, My Lord of Yorke, it better fhew'd with you,
And prefent execution of our wills, When that your Flocke (affembled by the Bell)
To vs,and to our purpofes confin'd, Encircled you, to heare with reuerence
Wee come within our awfull Banks againe, Your expofition on the holy Text,
And knit our Powers to the Arme of Peace. Then now to fee you heere an Iron man

Wift.This will 1 fliew the General I. Pleafe you Lords, Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drumme,
In fight of both our Battailes, wee may meete Turning the Word, to Sword; and Life to death :
At either end in peace : which Heauen fo frame, That man that fits within a Monarches heart,
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, And ripens in the Sunne-fhine of his fauor,
Which muft decide it. Would heeabufe the Countenance of the King,

^Eijh. My Lord, wee will doe fo. Alack, what Mifchiefes might hee fet abroach,
AW: There is a thing within my Bofome tells me, In fhadow of fuch Greatneffe?With you, Lord Bifhop,

That no Conditions of our Peace can ftand. It is euen fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken,
Haft. Feare you not, that if wee can make our Peace How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heauen ?

Vpon fuch large termes,and fo abfolute, To vs,the Speaker in his Parliament;
As our Conditions fhall confift vpon, To vs,th'imagine Voyce of Heauen it felfe :
Our Peace fhall ftand as firme as Rockie Mountaines. The very Opener, and Intelligencer,

cflfow. I, but our valuation fhall be fuch, Betweene the Grace, the Sanctities of Heauen,
That euery flight, and falfe-deriued Caufe, And our dull workings. O,who fhall beleeue,
Yea,euery idle,nice,and wanton Reafon, But you mif-vfe the reuerence of your Place,
Shall, to the King,tafte of this Action : Employ the Countenance, and Grace of Heauen,
That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Loue, As a falfe Fauorite doth his Princes Name,
Wee fhall be winnowed with fo rough a winde, In deedes dif-honorable ? You haue taken vp,

Vnder
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Vnder the counterfeited Zeale of Heauen, lohn. The word of Peace is render'd : hearke how
The Subiefts of Heauens Subftitute, my Father, they fhowt.
And both agjinft the Peace of Heauen,and him, Mow. This had been chearefull, after Viclorie.
Haue here vp-fwarmed them. Bijb. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueft :

Bijb. Good my Lord of Lancafter, For then both parties nobly are fubdu'd,
I am not here againft your Fathers Peace : And neither partie loofer.
But (as I told my Lord of Weftmerland) lobn. Goe (my Lord)
The Time (mif-order'd,) doth in common fence And let our Army be difcharged too :
Crowd vs,and crufh vs,to this monftrous Forme, And good my Lord(fo pleafe you) let our Traines
To hold our fafetie vp. I lent your Grace March by vs,that wee may perufe the men Exit.
The parcels, and particulars of our Griefe, Wee fhould haue coap'd withall.
The which hath been with fcorne Ihou'd from the Court: Bijb. Goe, good Lord Haflings :
Whereon this Hydra-Sonne of Warre is borne, And ere they be difmifs'd, let them march by. Sxit.
Whole dangerous eyes may well be charm'd afleepe, lohn. I truft(Lords) wee fhall lye to night together.
With graunt of our moft iuft and right defires; Enter Weftmerland.
And true Obedience, of this Madnefle cur'd, Now Coufm, wherefore ftands our Army ftill?
Stoope tamely to the foot of Maieftie. Weft.The Leaders hauing charge from you to ftand,

MGW. Jf not, wee readie are to trye our fortunes, Will not goe off, vntill they heare you fpeake.
To the laft man. lokn. They know their duties. Enter Ha/lings.

Haft. And though wee here fall downe, Haft. Our Army is difpers'd :
Wee haue Supplyes, to fecond our Attempt : Like youthfull Steeres,vnyoak'd, they tooke their courfe
If they mil-carry, theirs Hull fecond them. Eaft,Weft, North,South: or like a Schoole, broke vp,
And iOjfucceffe of Mifchiefe lhall be borne, Each hurryes towards his home,and fporting place.
And Heire from Hcire Ihall hold this Quarrell vp, Weft. Good tidings (my Lord Haft ings) for the which,
Whiles England frull haue generation. I doe arreft thee(Traytor) of high Treafon:

lohti. You are too fhallow (Haflings) And you Lord Arch-bifhop, and you Lord Mcnbray,
Much too /hallow, Of Capitall Treafon,I attach you both.
To found the bottome of the after-Times. Mow. Is this proceeding iuft,and honorable ?

/^/?.Pleafeth your Grace,to anfwere them directly, Weft. Is your AfTembly fo?
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles. ^ijb. Will you thus breake your faith ?

lohn. I like them all,and doe allow them well: lobn. I pawn'd thee none :
And fweare here, by the honor of my blood, I promis'd you redrefTe of thefe fame Grieuances
My Fathers purpofes haue beene miftooke, Whereof you did complaine ; which, by mine Honor,
And lome,about him,haue too lauifhly I will performe, with a moft Chriftian care.
Wrefted his meaning, and Authoritie. But for you (Rebelsjlooke to tafte the due
My Lord,thefe Griefts fhall be with fpeed redreft : Meet for Rebellion, and fuch A£ls as yours.
Vpon my Life,they fhall. If this may pleafe you, Moft fhallowly did you thefe Armes commence,
Difcharge your Powers vnto their feuerall Counties, Fondly brought here,and foolifhly fent hence.
As wee will ours : and here,betweene the Armies, Strike vp our Drummes,purfue the fcatter'd ftray,
Let's drinke together friendly,and embrace, Heauen,and not wee, haue fafely fought to day.
That all their eyes may beare thofe Tokens home, Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death,
Of our reftored Loue,and Amitie. Treafons true Bed.and yeelder vp of breath. Exeunt.

Bijb. I take your Princely word, for thefe redreffes, Enter Falftajfe and Colleuile.
Lbn. I giue it you,and will maintaine my word: Falft. What's your Name, Sir? of what Condition are

And thereupon I drinke vnto your Grace. you? and of what place,! pray?
Haft. Goe Captaine,and deliuer to the Armie Col. I am a Knight. Sir:

This newes of Peace : let them haue pay, and part : And my Name is Colleuile of the Dale.
I know,it will well pleafe them. Falit. Well then, Colleuile is your Name, a Knight is
High thee Captaine. Exit. your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colleuile fhall

<BiJh. To you,my Noble Lord of Weftmerland. ftill be your Name, a Traytor your Degree, and the Dun-
West. I pledge your Grace : geon your Place, a place deepe enough : fo fhall you be

And if you knew what paines I haue beftow'd, ftill Colleuile of the Dale.
To breede this prefent Peace, Col. Are not you Sir lohn Falftaffe f
You would drinke freely : but my loue to ye, Falft. As good a man as he fir, who ere I am : doe yee
Shall fliew it felfe more openly hereafter. yeelde fir,or fhall I fweate for you? if I doe fweate, they

Bijb. I doe not doubt you. are the drops of thy Louers, and they weep for thy death,
Weft. I am glad of it. therefore rowze vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer-

Health to my Lord,and gentle Coufm <&fowbray. uance to my mercy.
Mow. You wifh me health in very happy feaion, Col. I thinke you are Sir lohn Falftajfe,8t\n that thought

For I am,on the fodaine,fomething ill. yeeld me.
cBiJh. Againft ill Chances,men are euer merry, Fal. I haue a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of

But heauineffe fore-runnes the good euent. mine, and not a Tongue of them all, fpeakes anie other
Weft.Therefore be merry (Cooze) fmce fodaine forrow word but my name : and I had but a belly of any indiffe-

Serues to fay thus: fome good thing comes to morrow. rencie, I were limply the moft adliue fellow in Europe :
Bijb. Beleeue me, I am paffing light in fpirit. my wombe, my wombe, my wombe vndoes mee. Heere

. So much the worfe,if your owne Rule be true. comes our General!.
eel EnterO O -J
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Falft. I would you had but the wit : 'twere better

Enter Prince lohn,and Weftmerland. then your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young fo-
ber-blooded Boy doth not loue me , nor a man cannot

lohn. The heat is paft, follow no farther now : make him laugh : but that's no maruaile, hee drinkes no
Call in the Powers,good Coufin Wettmerlatid. Wine. There's neuer any of thefe demure Boyes come
Now Faliiaffe, where haue you beene all this while ? to any proofe : for thinne Drinke doth fo ouer-coole
When euery thing is ended, then you come. their blood, and making many Fifh-Meales, that they
Thefe tardie Tricks of yours will (on my life) fall into a kinde of Male Greene-fickneSTe : and then,
One time, or other, breake fome Gallowes back. when they marry, they get Wenches. They are generally

Falft. I would bee forry (my Lord) but it Should bee Fooles,and Cowards; which fome of vs Should be too,
thus : I neuer knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the but for inflamation. A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-
reward of Valour. Doe you thinke me a Swallow, an Ar- fold operation in it: it afcends me into the Braine, dryes
row,or a Bullet? Haue I, in my poore and olde Motion, me there all the fooliSh, and dull, and cruddie Vapours,
the expedition of Thought? I haue fpeeded hither with which enuiron it : makes it apprehenfiue, quicke, forge-
the very extremeft ynch of poSfibilitie. I haue fowndred tiue, full of nimble, fierie, and delectable Shapes ; which
nine fcore and odde Poftes : and heere (trauell-tainted deliuer'd o're to the Voyce, the Tongue, which is the
as I am) haue,in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken Birth, becomes excellent Wit. The fecond propertie of
Sir lohn Colleuile of the Dale, a moft furious Knight, and your excellent Sherris, is, the warming of the Blood :
valorous Enemie : But what of that ? hee faw mee, and which before (cold,and fetled) left the Liuer white,and
yeelded : that I may iuftly fay with the hooke-nos'd pale ; which is the Badge of Pufillanimitie, and Cowar-
fellow of Rome, I came,faw,and ouer-came. dize : but the Sherris warmes it, and makes it courfe

lohn. It was more of his CourteSie, then your defer- from the inwards, to the parts extremes : it illuminateth
uing. the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning to all the

Falft. I know not : heere hee is, and heere I yeeld reft of this little Kingdome (Man) to Arme : and then
him : and J befeech your Grace, let it be book'd, with the Vitall Commoners, and in-land pettie Spirits, mufter
the reft of this dayes deedes ; or I fweare, I will haue it me all to their Captaine, the Heart; who great, and pufft
in a particular Ballad, with mine owne Picture on the top vp with his Retinue, doth any Deed of Courage: and this
of it ( Colleuile kifling my foot: ) To the which courfe, if Valour comes of Sherris. So, that skill in the Weapon
I be enforc'd, if you do not all Shew like gilt two-pences is nothing,without Sack (for that fets it a-worke:) and
to me; and I,in the cleare Skie of Fame, o're-fhine you Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept by a Deuill, till
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele- Sack commences it, and fets it in aft, and vfe. Hereof
ment (which Shew like Pinnes-heads to her) beleeue not comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant: for the cold blood
the Word of the Noble : therefore let mee haue right, hee did naturally inherite of his Father, hee hath, like
and let defert mount. leane, ftirrill, and bare Land, manured, husbanded, and

lohn. Thine's too heauie to mount. tyll'd, with excellent endeauour of drinking good, and
Falft. Let it Shine then. good ftore of fertile Sherris,that hee is become very hot,
lohn. Thine's too thick to Shine. and valiant. If I had a thoufand Sonnes,the firft Principle
Falft. Let it doe fomething (my good Lord) that may I would teach them, Should be to forfweare thinne Pota-

doe me good, and call it what you will. tions, and to addid themfelues to Sack. Enter Bardolfb.
lohn. Is thy Name Colleuile ? How now ̂Bardolfh ?
Col. It is (my Lord.) 'Bard. The Armie is difcharged all, and gone.
lohn. A famous Rebell art thou, Colleuile. Falft. Let them goe: lie through Gloucestershire,
Falft. And a famous true Subieft tooke him. and there will I vifit Mafter Robert Shallow, Efquire : I
Col. I am (my Lord) but as my Betters are, haue him alreadie tempering betweene my finger and my

That led me hither : had they beene rul'd by me, thombe,and Shortly will I feale with him. Come a way 4
You Should haue wonne them dearer then you haue. Exeunt.

Falft. I know not how they fold themfelues, but thou
like a kinde fellow,gau'ft thy felfe away; and I thanke
thee,for thee.

Enter Weftmerland. Scena Secunda.
lohn. Haue you left purfuit ?
Weft. Retreat is made,and Execution ftay'd.
lohn. Send (Colleuile, with his Confederates,

To Yorke, to prefent Execution. Enter King, Warwic^e, Clarence, Gloucefter.
"B/awfjleade him hence,and fee you guard him fure. AT/»£.Now Lords,if Heauen doth giue fucceflefull end

Exit with Colleuile. To this Debate, that bleedeth at our doores,
And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords,) Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields,
I heare the King, my Father, is fore ficke. And draw no Swords,but what are fandtify'd.
Our Newes Shall goe before vs, to his Maieftie, Our Nauie is addreffed,our Power collected,
Which (Coufin) you Ihall beare.to comfort him : Our Subftitutes,in abfence,well inuefted,
And wee with fober fpeede will follow you. And euery thing lyes leuell to our wifh ;

Falft. My Lord, I befeech you, giue me leaue to goe Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength :
through Gloucestershire: and when you come to Court, And pawfe vs, till thefe Rebels, now a-foot,
Stand my good Lord,'pray,in your good report. Come vnderneath the yoake of Gouernment.

lohn. Fare you well, Falftafe : I,in my condition, War. Both which we doubt not, but your Maieftie
Shall better fpeake of you, then you deferue. Exit. Shall foone enioy.

King. Hutn-
394 

~



Tbefecond '"Part ofJ^ing Henry the Fourth. 93
King. Humphrey (my Sonne of Gloucefter) where is Be look'd vpon, and learn'd : which once attayn'd,

the Prince,your Brother? Your Kighnefle knowes,comes to no farther vfe,
GIo. I thinke hee's gone to hunt (my Lord)at Wind- But to be knowne,and hated. So,like groffe termes,

for. The Prince will,in the perfeftneffe of time,
King. And how accompanied ? Caft off his followers : and their memorie
Glo. I doe not know (my Lord.) Shall as a Patterne,or a Meafure,liue,
King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with By which his Grace muft mete the liues of others,

him? Turning paft-euills to aduantages.
Glo. No (my good Lord) hee is in prefence heere. .Srwg-.'Tis feldome,when the Bee doth leaue her Combe
Clar. What would my Lord,and Father? In the dead Carrion.
King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 'Enter Weftmerland.

How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? Who's heere ? Weftmerland f
Hee loues thee,and thou do'ft neglect \\\m(Thomas.) Weft. Health to my Soueraigne,and new happinefle
Thou haft a better place in his Affection, Added to that, that 1 am to deliuer.
Then all thy Brothers : cherifh it (my Boy) Prince Iohn,your Sonne, doth kiffe your Graces Hand :
And Noble Offices thou may'ft effect i^fyfowbray, the Bi/hop,&roo^,/fo/?/n^j,and all,
Of Mediation (after I am dead) Are brought to the Correction of your Law.
Betweene his GreatnefTe,and thy other Brethren. There is not now a Rebels Sword vnflieath'd,
Therefore omit him not: blunt not his Loue, But Peace puts forth her Oliue euery where :
Nor loofe the good aduantage of his Grace, The manner how this Action hath beene borne,
By feeming cold, or careleffe of his will. Here (at more leyfure) may your Highnefle reade,
For hee is gracious,if hee be obferu'd : With euery courfe,in his particular.
Hee hath a Teare for Pitie,and a Hand King. O Weftmerland,thou art a Summer Bird,
Open (as Day) for melting Charitie : Which euer in the haunch of Winter fings
Yet notwithstanding,being incens'd,hee's Flint, The lifting vp of day.
As humorous as Winter, and as fudden, Enter Harcourt.
As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. Looke, heere's more newes.
His temper therefore muft be well obferuM : Hare. From Enemies, Heauen keepe your Maieftie :
Chide him for faults,and doe it reuerently, And when they ftand againft you, may they fall,
When you perceiue his blood enclin'd to mirth: As thofe that I am come to tell you of.
But being moodie,giue him Line,and fcope, The Earle Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolfe,
Till that his paffions (like a Whale on ground) With a great Power of English, and of Scots,
Confound themfelues with working. Learne this Tbomcu^ Are by the Sherife of Yorkeihire ouerthrowne :
And thou fhalt proue a fhelter to thy friends, The manner, and true order of the fight,
A Hoope of Gold, to binde thy Brothers in: This Packet (pleafe it you) containes at large.
That the vnited Veffell of their Blood King. And wherefore ihould thefe good newes
(Mingled with Venome of Suggeftion, Make me ficke ?
As force, perforce, the Age will powre it in) Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full,
Shall neuer leake, though it doe worke as ftrong But write her faire words ftill in fouleft Letters ?
As Aconitum, or raft Gun-powder. Shee eyther giues a Stomack, and no Foode,

Clar. I fhall obferue him with all care,and loue. (Such are the poore,in health) or elfe a Feaft,
King. Why art thou not at Windfor with him (Tho- And takes away the Stomack (fuch are the Rich,

mas?) That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.)
Clar. Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon- I fhould reioyce now,at this happy newes,

don. And now my Sight fayles,and my Braine is giddie.
King. And how accompanyed ? Canft thou tell O me, come neere me, now I am much ill.

that? Glo. Comfort your Maieftie.
Clar. With Points, and other his continuall fol- Cla. Oh, my Royall Father.

io wers. Weft. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your felfe,looke
King. Moft fubiedt is the fatteft Soyle to Weedes: vp.

And hee (the Noble Image of my Youth) War. Be patient (Princes) you doe know, thefe Fits
Is ouer-fpread with them : therefore my griefe Are with his Highnefle very ordinarie.
Stretches it felfe beyond the howre of death. Stand from him, giue him ayre :
The blood weepes from my heart, when I doe fhape Hee'le ftraight be well.
(In formes imaginarie) th'vnguided Dayes, Clar. No,no,hee cannot long hold out: thefe pangs,
And rotten Times, that you fliall looke vpon, Th'inceffant care, and labour of his Minde,
When I am fleeping with my Anceftors. Hath wrought the Mure,that fhould confine it in,
For when his head-ftrong Riot hath no Curbe, So thinne,that Life lookes through,and will breake out.
When Rage and hot-Blood are his Counfailors, Glo. The people feare me : for they doe obferue
When Meanes and lauifli Manners meete together; Vnfather'd Heires, and loathly Births of Nature:
Oh, with what Wings fhall his Affeftions flye The Seafons change their manners,as the Yeere
Towards fronting Perill,and oppos'd Decay ? Had found fome Moneths alleepe,and leap'd them ouer.

War. My gracious Lord,you looke beyond him quite : Clar. The Riuer hath thrice flow'd,no ebbe betweene:
The Prince but ftudies his Companions, And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles)
Like a ftrange Tongue : wherein,to gaine the Language, Say it did fo, a little time before
'Tis needfull,that the moft immodeft word That our great Grand-fire Edward fick'd,and dy'de.

e e 4. War. SpeakeO O T

39S



94 Thefecond'Part of^jng Henry the Fourth.
War. Speake lower (Princes ) for the King reco- King. Why did you leaue me here alone(my Lords?)uers. C/a.We left the Prince(my Brother)here(my Liege)
Glo. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end. Who vndertooke to fit and watch by you.
King. I pray you take me vp,and beare me hence King. The Prince of Wales ? where is hee ? let mee

Into fome other Chamber : foftly 'pray. fee him.
Let there be no noyfe made (my gentle friends) War. This doore is open,hee is gone this way.
VnlefTe fome dull and fauourable hand Glo. Hee came not through the Chamber where wee
Will whifper Muficke to my wearie Spirit. ftayd.

War. Call for the Muficke in the other Roome. King. Where is the Crowne ? who tooke it from my
King. Set me the Crowne vpon my Pillow here. Pillow ?
Clar. His eye is hollow,and hee changes much. War. When wee with-drew (my Liege,) wee left it
War. Lefie noyfe, leffe noyfe. heere.

King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence :
Enter Trince Henry. Goe feeke him out.

Is hee fo haftie,that hee doth fuppofe
P.Hert. Who fa w the Duke of Clarence? My fleepe, my death ? Finde him(my Lord of Warwick)
Clar. I am here (Brother) full of heauinefle. Chide him hither: this part of his conioynes
P.Hen. How now ? Raine within doores, and none With my difeafe,and helpes to end me.

abroad ? How doth the King ? See Sonnes, what things you are :
Glo. Exceeding ill. How quickly Nature falls into reuolt,
P.Hen. Heard hee the good newes yet? When Gold becomes her Object ?

Tell it him. For this, the foolifh ouer-carefull Fathers
Glo. Hee alter'd much, vpon the hearing it. Haue broke their fleepes with thoughts,
P.Hen. If hee be ficke with loy, Their braines with care,their bones with induftry.

Hee'le recouer without Phyficke. For this, they haue ingrofTed and pyl'd vp
War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) The canker'd heapes of ftrange-atchieued Gold:

Sweet Prince fpeake lowe. For this, they haue beene thoughtful!, to inueft
The King,your Father,is difpos'd to fleepe. Their Sonnes with Arts,and Martial! Exercifes :

Clar. Let vs with-draw into the other Roome, When,like the Bee,culling from euery flower
War. Wil't pleafe your Grace to goe along with vs ? The vertuous Sweetes,our Thighes packtwith Wax,
P.Hen. No: I will fit, and watch here, by the King. Our Mouthes with Honey, wee bring it to the Hiue ;

Why doth the Crowne lye there,vpon his Pillow, And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines.
Being fo troublefome a Bed-fellow ? This bitter tafte yeelds his engrofTements,
O pollifh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care ! To the ending Father.
That keep'ft the Ports of Slumber open wide, Enter War-K>ic\e.
To many a watchful! Night: fleepe with it now, Now, where is hee, that will not (tay fo long,
Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely fweete, Till his Friend SicknefTe hath determin'd me ?
As hee whofe Brow (with homely Biggen bound) War.My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome,
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maieftie I Warning with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes,
When thou do'ft pinch thy Bearer,thou do'ft fit With fuch a deepe demeanure,in great forrow,
Like a rich Armor, worne in heat of day, That Tyranny, which neuer quafft but blood,
That fcald'ft with fafetie : by his Gates of breath, Would(by beholding him)baue wafh'd his Knife
There lyes a dowlney feather, which ftirres not : With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither.
Did hee fufpire,that light and weightlefle dowlne Kinr.Eut wherefore did hee take away the Crowne ?
Perforce muft moue. My gracious Lord,my Father, Enter Prince Henry.
This fleepe is found indeede : this is a fleepe, Loe, where hee comes. Come hither to me(Harry.)
That from this Golden Rigoll hath diuorc'd Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Exit.
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due, from me, P.Hen. I neuer thought to heare you fpeake againe.
Is Teares,and heauie Sorrowes of the Blood, King.Thy wifh was Father(Harryjto that thought:
Which Nature, Loue, and filiall tendernefle, I ftay too long by thee, I wearie thee.
Shall (O deare Father)pay thee plenteoufly. Do'ft thou fo hunger for my emptie Chayre,
My due, from thee,is this Imperiall Crowne, That thou wilt needes inueft thee with mine Honors,
Which(as immediate from thy Place and Blood) Before thy howre be ripe? O foolifh Youth !
Deriues it felfe to me. Loe, heere it fits, Thou feek'ft the GreatnefTe, that will ouer-whelme thee.
Which Heauen mall guard : Stay but a little : for my Cloud of Dignitie
And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, Is held from falling,with fo weake a winde,
It fhall not force this Lineall Honor from me. That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme.
This, from thee, will I to mine leaue, Thou haft ftolne that, which after fome few howreg
As 'tis left to me. Exit. Were thine,without offence : and at my death

Thou haft feal'd vp my expectation.
Enter Warwic'ke., G/oucefler, Clarence. Thy Life did manifeft,thou lou'dft me not,

And thou wilt haue me dye afTur'd of it.
King. WartalcTy, Gloucejter, Clarence. Thou hid'ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts,
Clar. Doth the King call? Which thou haft whetted on thy ftonie heart,
War. What would your Maieftie ? how fares your To ftab at halfe an howre of my Life.

Grace f What? canft thou not forbeare me halfe an howre?
Then
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Then get thee gone, and digge my graue thy felfe, Let heauen, for euer, keepe it from my head,
And bid the merry Bels ring to thy eare And make me, as the pooreft VafTaile is,
That thou art Crowned, not that I am dead. That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it.
Let all the Teares, that fhould bedew my Hearfe King. O my Sonne !
Be drops of Balrrie, to fanftifie thy head : Heauen put it in thy minde to take it hence,
Onely compound me with forgotten duft. That thou might'ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers loue,
Giue that, which gaue thee life, vnto the Wormes : Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it.
Plucke downe my Officers, breake my Decrees j Come hither Harrie, fit thou by my bedde,
For now a time is come, to mocke at Forme. And heare (I thinke, the very lateft Counfell
Henry the fift is Crown'd : Vp Vanity, That euer I fhall breath : Heauen knowes, my Sonne)
Downe Royall State : All you fage Councilors, hence : By what by-pathes, and indirect crook'd-wayes
And to the Englifh Court,afTemble now I met this Crowne : and I my felfe know well
From eu'iy Region, Apes of Idlenefle. How troublefome it fate vpon my head.
Now neighbor-Confines, purge you of your Scum : To thee, it fhall defcend with better Quiet,
Haue you a Ruffian that fwill fweare? drinke? dance? Better Opinion, better Confirmation :
Reuell the night? Rob? Murder? and commit For all the foyle of the Atchieuement goes
The oldeft fmnes, the neweft kinde of wayes ? With me, into the Earth. It feem'd in mee,
Be happy, he will trouble you no more: But as an Honour fnatch'd with boyft'rous hand,
England, fhall double gill'd, his trebble guilt. And I had many liuing, to vpbraide
England, {hall giue him Office, Honor, Might: My gaine of it, by their Afiiftances,
For the Fift Harry, from curb'd Licenfe pluckes Which dayly grew to Quarrell, and to Blood-fhed,
The muzzle of Reftraint; and the wilde Dogge Wounding fuppofed Peace.
Shall flefh his tooth in euery Innocent. All thefe bold Feares,
O my poore Kingdome (ficke, with ciuill blowes) Thou feeft (with perill) I haue anfwered :
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, For all my Reigne, hath beene but as a Scene
What wilt thou do, when Ryot is thy Care ? Ailing that argument. And now my death
O, thou wilt be a WilderneiTe againe, Changes the Moode : For what in me, was purchas'd,
Peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants. Falles vpon thee, in a more Fayrer fort.

Prince. O pardon me (my Liege) So thou, the Garland wear'ft fuccefliuely.
But for my Teares, Yet, though thou ftand'ft more fure, then I could do,
The moft Impediments vnto my Speech, Thou art not firme enough, fince greefes are greene :
I had fore-ftall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke, And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends
Ere you (with greefe) had fpoke, and I had heard Haue but their ftings,and teeth, newly tak'n out,
The courfe of it fo farre. There is your Crowne, By whofe fell working, I was firft aduanc'd,
And he that weares the Crowne immortally, And by whofe power, I well might lodge a Feare
Long guard it yours. If I a fie ft it more, To be againe difplac'd. Which to auoyd,
Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, I cut them off: and had a purpofe now
Let me no more from this Obedience rife, To leade out many to the Holy Land;
Which my moft true, and inward duteous Spirit Leaft reft, and lying ftill, might make them looke
Teacheth this proftrate, and exteriour bending. Too neere vnto my State.
Heauen witneffe with me, when I heere came in, Therefore (my Harrie)
And found no courfe of breath within your Maieftie, Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes
How cold it ftrooke my heart. If I do faine, With Forraigne Quarrels : that Aftion hence borne out,
O let me,in my prefent wildeneffe, dye, May wafte the memory of the former dayes.
And neuer Hue, to fhew th'incredulous World, More would I, but my Lungs are wafted fo,
The Noble change that I haue purpofed. That ftrength of Speech is vtterly deni'de mee.
Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead, How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiue :
(And dead almoft(my Liege)to thinke you were) And grant it may, with thee, in true peace Hue.
I fpake vnto the Crowne (as hauing fenfe) frince. My gracious Liege :
And thus vpbraided it. The Care on thee depending, You wonne it , wore it : kept it, gaue it me,
Hath fed vpon the body of my Father, Then plaine and right muft my pofTemon be ;
Therefore, thou beft of Gold, art worft of Gold. Which I, with more, then with a Common paine,
Other, leffe fine in Charraft, is more precious, 'Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintaine.
Preferuing life,in Med'cine potable :
But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour'd, moft Renown'd, Enter Lord lohn ofLancafter,
Haft eate the Bearer vp. and

Thus (my Royall Liege)
Accufing it, I put it on my Head, King. Looke, looke,
To try with it (as with an Enemie, Heere comes my lohn of Lancafter:
That had before my face murdred my Father) lohn. Health, Peace, and Happmefle,
The Quarrell of a true Inheritor. To my Royall Father.
But if it did infeft my blood with loy, King. Thou bring'ft me happineffe and Peace
Or fwell my Thoughts, to any ftraine of Pride, (Sonne lohn :
If any Rebell, or vaine fpirit of mine, But health (alacke) with youthfull wings is flowne
Did, with the leaft AfFedlion of a Welcome, From this bare, wither'd Trunke. Vpon thy fight
Giue entertainment to the might of it, My worldly bufinefTe makes a period.

Where
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Where is my Lord of Warwicke ? Dauy. I graunt your Worfhip, that he is a knaue Sir :)

fnn. My Lord of Warwicke. But yet heauen forbid Sir,but a Knaue fhould haue fome
King. Doth any name particular,belong Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An honeft man fir,

Vnto the Lodging, where I firft did fwoon'd ? is able to fpeake for himfelfe, when a Knaue is not. I haue
War. 'Tis call'd lerufalem, my Noble Lord. feru'd your Worfhippe truely fir, thefe eight yeares: and
King. Laud be to heauen : if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a knaue,

Euen there my life muft end. againft an honeft man, I haue but a very litle credite with
It hath beene prophefi'de to me many yeares, your Worfhippe. The Knaue is mine honeft Friend Sir,
I fhould not dye, but in lerufalem : therefore I befeech your Worfhip, let him bee Counte-
Which (vainly) I fuppos'd the Holy-Land. nanc'd.
But beare me to that Chamber, there He lye : Shal. Go too,
Jn that lerufalem, fhall Harry dye. Exeunt. I fay he /hall haue no wrong : Looke about Dauy.

Where are you Sir lobn ? Come, off with your Boots.
Giue me your hand M. 'Bardolfe.

Bard. I am glad to fee your Worfhip.

Affius Quintus. Sccena ^Prima. Shal. I thanke thee, with all my heart, kinde Mafter
'Bardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow :
Come Sir lobn.

Falftaffe. lie follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow.
Snter Shallow, Silence, Faljlafe, Bardolfe, 'Bardolfe, looke to our Hordes. If I were faw'de into

Page, and Dauie. Quantities, I /hould make foure dozen of fuch bearded
Hermites ftaues, as Mafter Shallow. It is a wonderfull

Shal. By Cocke and Pye,you fhall not away to night. thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens fpirits,
What Dauy, I fay. and his : They,by obferuing of him, do beare themfelues

Fal. You muft excufe me, M. Robert Shallow. like foolifh luftices : Hee, by conuerfing with them, is
Sbal. I will not excufe you you fhall not be excufed. turn'd into a luftice-like Seruingman. Their fpirits are

Excufes fhall not be admitted there is no excufe fhall fo married in ConiundHon, with the participation of So-
ferue : you fhall not be excus'd. ciety, that they flocke together in confent, like fo ma-
Why Dauie. ny Wilde-Geefe. If I had a fuite to Mayfter Shallow, I

Dauie. Heere fir. would humour his men, with the imputation of beeing
Shal. Dauy, Dauy, Dauy, let me fee (Dauy) let me fee : neere their Mayfter. If to his Men, I would currie with

William Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir Iobn,you fhal Maifter Shallow, that no man could better command his
not be excus'd. Seruants. It is certaine, that either wife bearing, or ig-

Dauy. Marry fir, thus: thofe Precepts cannot bee norant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one of
feru'd : and againe fir, fhall we fowe the head-land with another : therefore, let men take heede of their Compa-
Wheate f nie. I will deuife matter enough out of this Shallow, to

Sbal. With red Wheate Dauy. But for William Cook: keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing
are there no yong Pigeons? out of fixe Fafhions (which is foure Tearmes) or two Ac-

Dauy. Yes Sir. tions, and he fhall laugh with Interuallums, O it is much
Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a left (with a fadde
And Plough-Irons. brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that neuer had the Ache

Shal. Let it be caft, and payde : Sir lobn, you fhall in his fhoulders. O you fhall lee him laugh, till his Face
not be excus'd. be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp.

Dauy. Sir, a new linke to the Bucket muft needes bee Shal. Sir lobn.
had : And Sir, doe you meane to ftoppe any of Williams Falft. I come Mafter Shallow, I come Mafter Shallow.
Wages, about the Sacke he loft the other day, at Hinckley Exeunt
Fayre ?

Shal. He fhall anfwer it :

Some Pigeons Dauy, a couple of fhort-legg'd Hennes : a Scena Secunda.ioynt of Mutton,and any pretty little tine Kickfhawes,
tell William Cooke.

Dauy. Doth the man of Warre,ftay all night fir?
Sbal. Yes Dauy : Enter the Earle of Warwicl(e, and the Lord

I will vfe him well. A Friend i'th Court, is better then a Chisfe luftice.
penny in purfe. Vfe his men well 'Dauy, for they are ar-
rant Knaues, and will backe-bite. Warwicke. How now, my Lord Chiefe luftice, whe-

Ttauy. No worfe then they are bitten, fir : For they ther away ?
haue maruellous fowle linnen. Ch.Iuft. How doth the King ?

Shallow. 'Well conceited Tlauy : about thy BufinefTe, Warw. Exceeding well: his Cares
Dauy, Are now, all ended.

Dauy. I befeech you fir, Ch.IuJi. I hope,not dead.
To countenance William Vifor of Woncot, againft Cle- Warw. Hee's walk'd the way of Nature,
ment Perils of the hill. And to our purpofes, he liues no more.

Shal. There are many Complaints Dauy, againft that Ch.Iuft. I would his Maiefty had call'd me with him,
Vifor, that Vifor is an arrant Knaue, on my know- The feruice, that I truly did his life,
ledge. Hath left me open to all iniuries.

War.
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War. Indeed I thinke the yong King loues you not. What? Rate? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Prifon
Ch.Iufl. I know he doth not,and do arme my felfe Th'immediate Heire of England? Was this eafie?

To welcome the condition of the Time, May this be walh'd in Lttbe, and forgotten f.
Which cannot looke more hideouily vpon me, Ch.Iuft, I then did vfe the Perfon of your Father:
Then I haue drawne it in my fantafie. The Image of his power, lay then in me,

And in th'adminiftration of his Law,
Enter lohn of Lancafter,Gloucester, Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth,

and Clarence. Your Highneffe pleafed to forget my place,
The Maiefty, and power of Law, and luftice,

War, Heere come the heauy IfTue of dead Harrle: The Image of the King, whom I prefented,
O, that the liuing Harris had the temper And ftrooke me in my very Seate of ludgement:
Of him,the worft of thefe three Gentlemen: Whereon (as an Offender to your Father)
How many Nobles then, fhould hold their places, I gaue bold way to my Authority,
That muft ftrike faile, to Spirits of vilde fort? And did commit you. If the deed were ill,

Qh.Iuft. Alas, I feare,all will be ouer-turn'd. Be you contented, wearing now the Garland,
lohn. Good morrow Cofin Warwick, good morrow. To haue a Sonne, fet your Decrees at naught ?
Glou. Cla. Good morrow, Cofin. To plucke downe luftice from your awefull Bench?
lohn. We meet, like men, that had forgot to fpeake. To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword
War. We do remember : but our Argument That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ?

Is all too heauy, to admit much talke. Nay more, to fpurne at your moft Royall Image,
/o^.Well: Peace be with him,that hath made vs heauy And mocke your workings,in a Second body ?
Cb.Iuji. Peace be with vs, leaft we be heauier. Queftion your Royall Thoughts,make the cafe yours:
Gtou.O, good my Lord,you haue loft a friend indeed: Be now the Father, and propofe a Sonne :

And I dare fweare,you borrow not that face Heare your owne dignity fo much prophan'd,
Of feeming forrow, it is fure your owne. See your moft dreadfull Lawes, fo loofely (lighted;

lohn. Though no man be afTur'd what grace to finde, Behold your felfe, fo by a Sonne dildained:
You ftand in coldeft expectation. And then imagine me, taking you part,
I am the forrier,would 'twere otherwife. And in your power, foft filencing your Sonne :

C/(j,Wel,you muft now fpeake Sir Ichn Falftaffe faire, After this cold confiderance, fentence me ;
Which fwimmes againft your ftreame of Quality. And,as you are a King,fpeake in your State,

Ch.Iuft. Sweet Princes: what I did, I did in Honor, What I haue done, that misbecame my place,
Led by trTImperiall Condudl of my Soule, My perfon, or my Lieges Soueraigntie.
And neuer mall you fee, that I will begge Prin. You are right Iuftice,and you weigh this well:
A ragged, and fore-ftall'd Remiflion. Therefore ftill beare the Ballance, and the Sword :
If Troth, and vpright Innocency fayle me, And I do wifh your Honors may encreafe,
He to the King (my Mafter) that is dead, Till you do liue, to fee a Sonne of mine
And tell him, who hath fent me after him. Offend you, and obey you, as I did.

War. Hesre comes the Prince. So fhall I liue, to fpeake my Fathers words:
Happy am I, that haue a man fo bold,

Ent^r Prince Henrie. That dares do luftice, on my proper Sonne ;
Ch.Iuft.Good moirow: and heauen faue your Maiefty And no lefle happy, hauing fuch a Sonne,
Prince. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, That would deliuer vp his Greatnefle fo,

Sits not fo eafie on me, as you thinke. Into the hands of luftice. You did commit me:
Brothers, you mixe your SadnefTe with fome Feare : For which, I do commit into your hand,
This is the Englifh, not the Turkifh Court: Th'vnftained Sword that you haue vs'd to beare:
Not Amurab, an Amurah fucceeds, With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame
But Harry, Harry: Yet be fad (good Brothers) With the like bold, iuft, and impartiall fpirit
For (to fpeake truth) it very well becomes you : As you haue done 'gainft me. There is my hand,
Sorrow, fo Royally in you appeares, You fhall be as a Father, to my Youth :
That I will deeply put the Fafhion on, My voice fhall found, as you do prompt mine eare,
And weare it in my heart. Why then be fad, And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents,
But entertaine no more of it (good Brothers) To your well-pradis'd, wife Directions.
Then a ioynt burthen, laid vpon vs all. And Princes all, beleeue me, I befeech you :
For me, by Heauen (I bid you be affur'd) My Father is gone wilde into his Graue,
He be your Father, and your Brother too : (For in his Tombe,lye my AffecYions)
Let me but beare your Loue, He beare your Cares; And with his Spirits, fadly I furuiue,
But weepe that Harris's dead, and fo will I. To mocke the expectation of the World ;
But Harry Hues, that fhall conuert thofe Teares To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out
By number, into houres of Happinefle. Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe

Iohn,&c. We hope no other from your Maiefty. After my feeming. The Tide of Blood in me,
Prin. You all looke ftrangely on me : and you moft, Hath prowdly flow'd in Vanity, till now.

You are (I thinke) aflur'd, I loue you not. Now doth it turne, and ebbe backe to the Sea,
Ch.Iuft. I am aflur'd (if I be meafur'd rightly) Where it fhall mingle with the ftate of Floods,

Your Maiefty hath no iuft caufe to hate mee. And flow henceforth in formall Maiefty.
Pr.No? How might a Prince of my great hopes forget Now call we our High Court of Parliament,

So great Indignities you laid vpon me? And let vs choofe fuch Limbes of Noble Counfaile,
That
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That the great Body of our State may go Sil. Fill the Cuppe, and let it come, lie pledge you a
In equall ranke, with the beft gouern'd Nation, mile to the bottome.
That Warre, or Peace, or both at once may be Shal. Honeft Bardolfe, welcome : If thou want'ft any
As things acquainted and familiar to vs, thing,and wilt not call, befhrew thy heart. Welcome my
In which you (Father) fhall haue formoft hand. little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too : He drinke to
Our Coronation done, we will accite M.ISardolfe, and to all the Cauileroes about London.
(As I before remembred) all our State, Dau. 1 hope to fee London, once ere I die.
And heauen (configning to my good intents) Bar. If I might fee you there, Dauie.
No Prince, nor Peere, fhall haue iuft caufe to fay, Sbal. You'l cracke a quart together? Ha, will you not
Heauen fhorten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt. M. Bardolfe*

'Bar. Yes Sir, in a pottle pot.
Shal. I thanke thee : the knaue will fticke by thee, I

can allure thee that. He will not out,he is true bred.
Scena Tertia. 'Bar. And He fticke by him, fir.

Sta/.Why there fpoke a King:lack nothing, be merry.
Looke, who's at doore there, ho : who knockes?

Fal Why now you haue done me right.
Enter Falftaffe, Shall", Silence, Barac/fe, Sil. Do me right,and dub me Knight, Samingo, Is't

Tage,and Pijloll. not fo ?
Fal. 'Tisfo.

Sbal. Nay, you /hall fee mine Orchard : where, in an "SVY.Is't fo? Why then fay an old man can do fomwhat.
Arbor we will eate a laft yeares Pippin of my owne graf- T>au. If it pleafe your Worfhippe, there's one Tijicll
fing, with a difh of Carrawayes, and fo forth (Come Co- come from the Court with newes.
fin Silence,and then to bed. Fill. From the Court? Let him come in.

Fal. You haue heere.a goodly dwelling, and a rich.
Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all, beggers all Enter Piftoll.

Sir Ichn; Marry, good ayre. Spread 1>i3#y,fpread Dauie : How now Piftoll ?
Well faid Dauie. Pi/}. Sir lohn, 'faue you fir.

Falft. This Dauie ferues you for good vfes: he is your Fal. What winde blew you hither, Piftoll ?
Seruingman,and your Husband. Pift. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good,

Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet, a very good Var- fweet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateft men in
let, Sir lohn: I haue drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A the Realme.
good Varlet. Now fit downe, now fit downe : Come Sil. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but Goodman Ptffe of
Cofin. Barfon.

Sil. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fhall doe nothing but eate, Piff. Puffe ? puffe in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merrie bafe. Sir lohn, I am thy Piftoll, and thy Friend : helter
yeere: when flefh is cheape,and Females deere, and luftie skelter haue I rode to thee,and tydings do I bring, and
Lads rome heere, and there : fo merrily, and euer among luckie ioyes, and golden Times, and happie Newes of
fo merrily. price.

Fal. There's a merry heart, good M.Silence, He giue Fal. I prethee now deliuer them, like a man of this
you a health for that anon. World.

Shal. Good M.^Bardolfe: fome wine, Dauie. Fiji. A footra for the World, and Worldlings bafe,
"Da. Sweet fir, fit: lie be with you anon : moft fweete I fpeake of Affrica,and Golden ioyes.

fir, fit. Mafter Page, good M.Page, fit: Preface. What Fal. O bafe Aflyrian Knight, what is thy newes ?
you want in meate, wee'l haue in drinke : but you beare, Let King Couitha know the truth thereof.
the heart's all. Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and lohn.

Shal. Be merry M. Bardclfe, and my little Souldiour Pift. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Hellicons'i
there, be merry. And fhall good newes be baffel'd ?

Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's all. Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe;
For women are Shrewes, both fhort,and tall : Skal. Honeft Gentleman,
Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all; I know not your breeding.
And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry,be merry. Pift. Why then Lament therefore.

Fal. I did not thinke M.Silence had bin a man of this Shal. Giue me pardon, Sir.
Mettle. If fir, you come with news from the Court, I take it, there

Sil. Who If I haue beene merry twice and once, ere is but two wayes, either to vtter them, or to conceale
now. them. I am Sir, vnder the King, in fome Authority.

*Dauy. There is a difh of Lether-coats for you. Pift. Vnder which King?
Shal. 'Dauie. 'Bezonian, fpeake, or dye.
Dau. Your Worfhip : He be with you ftraight. A cup Shal. Vnder King Harry.

of Wine, (ir ? Pift. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ?
Si/. A Cup of Wine, that's briske and fine, & drinke Skal. Harry the Fourth.

vnto the Leman mine: and a merry heart liues long-a. Pift . A footra for thine Office.
Fal. Well faid,M.Silence. Sir lohn, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King,
Sil. If we fhall be merry, now comes in the fweete of Harry the Fift's the man, I fpeake the truth.

the night. When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like
Fal. Health,and long life to you, M.Silence. The bragging Spaniard.

Fal.
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Fal. What,is the old King dead ?
Pi/}. As naile in doore.

The things I fpeake, are iuft.

Fal. Away Bardolfe, Sadie my Horfe, Scena Quint a.Mafter Robert Shallow, choofe what Office thou wilt
In the Land, 'tis thine. Piftol, I will double charge thee
With Dignities.

'Bard. O ioyfull day : Enter two Groomes.
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. I .Groo. More Ruilies,more Ruflies.

Piji. What? I do bring good newes. 2.Groo. The Trumpets haue founded twice.
Fal. Carrie Mafter Silence to bed : Mafter Shallow, my I.Groo. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come

Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt,I am Fortunes Steward. from the Coronation. Exit Groo.
Get on thy Boots, wee'l ride all night. Oh fweet Piftoll :
Away Bardolfe : Come Piftoll, vtter more to mee : and Enter Falftaffe,Shallow, PiJloll,eBardolfe,and Page.
withall deuiie fomething to do thy felfe good . Boote,
boote Mafter Shallow, I know the young King is fick for Falftaffe. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Shallow, I will
mee. Let vs take any mans HorfTes : The Lawes of Eng- make the King do you Grace. I will leere vpon him, as
land are at my command'ment. Happie are they, which he comes by : and do but marke the countenance that hee
haue beene my Friendes : and woe vnto my Lord Chiefe will giue me.
luftice. Piftd. BlefTe thy Lungs, good Knight.

Pift. Let Vultures viPde feize on his Lungs alfo : Falfl. Come heere P//?o/,ftand behind me. O if I had
Where is the life that late I led,fay they ? had time to haue made new Liueries, I would haue be-
Why heere it is,welcome thofe pleafant dayes. Exeunt ftowed the thoufand pound I borrowed of you. But it is

no matter, this poore /hew doth better: this doth inferre
the zeale I had to fee him.

Shal. It doth fo.

Scena Quarta. Falfl. It /hewes my earneftneffe in affedlion.
Tift. It doth fo.
Fal. My deuotion.

Enter HofteJJe Quickly, Dal Teare-fheete, Pift. It doth,it doth,it doth.
and 'Beadles, Fal. As it were, to ride day and night,

And not to deliberate, not to remember,
HoJleJJe. No, thou arrant knaue : I would I might dy, Not to haue patience to ftiift me.

that I might haue thee hang'd : Thou haft drawne my Shal. It is moft certaine.

moulder out of ioynt. Fal. But to ftand ftained with Trauaile, and fweating
Off. The Conftables haue deliuer'd her ouer to mee : with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting

and &ee /hall haue Whipping cheere enough, I warrant all affayres in obliuion,as if there were nothing els to bee
her. There hath beene a man or two (lately)kill'd about done, but to fee him.
her. Pi/i. "Tisfemper idem : for abfque hoc nihilesi. 'Tis all

'Dol. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on, He in euery part.
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-vifag'd Rafcall, if the Shal. 'Tis fo indeed.
Childe I now go with, do mifcarrie, thou had'ft better Fiji. My Knight,! will enflame thy Noble Liuer, and
thou had'ft ftrooke thy Mother, thou Paper-fac'd Vil- make thee rage. Thy Dol,and Helen of thy noble thoghts
la] ne. is in bafe Durance, and contagious prifon : Hall'd thi-

Hoft. O that Sir lohn were come, hee would make ther by moft Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vppe
this a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruite Reuenge from Ebon den, with fell Aleclo's Snake, for
of her Wombe might mifcarry. Del is in. Piftol, fpeakes nought but troth.

Officer. If it do, you mall haue a dozen of Cushions Fal. I will deliuer her.
againe, you haue but eleuen now. Come, I charge you Piftol. There roar'd the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour
both go with me : for the man is dead, that you and Pi- founds.
ftoll beate among you.

T>ol. He tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor; I The Trumpets found. Enter King Henrie the
will haue you as foundly fwindg'd for this, you blew- Fife, Brothers, Lord Chiefe
Bottel'd Rogue : you filthy famiuYd Corredtioner, if you luftice .
be not fwing'd, lie forfweare halfe Kirtles.

Off. Come, come, you ihee-Knight-arrant, come. Falft. Saue thy Grace, King Hall, my Royall Hall.
Hoft. O, that right mould thus o'recome might. Wei Ti/i. The heauens thee guard, and keepe, moft royall

of fufferance, comes eafe. Impe of Fame.
Dot. Come you Rogue, come : Fal. 'Saue thee my fweet Boy.

Bring me to a luftice. King. My Lord Chiefe luftice, fpeake to that vaine
Hoft. Yes, come you ftaru'd Blood-hound. man.
Dol. Goodman death, goodman Bones. Ch.Iuft. Haue you your wits ?
Hoft. Thou Anatomy, thou. Know you what 'tis you fpeake ?
Dol. Come you thinne Thing : Falft. My King, my loue ; I fpeake to thee, my heart.

Come you Rafcall. King. I know thee not,old man: Fall to thy Prayers :
Off. Very well. Exeunt. How ill white haires become a Foole, and lefter ? I haue

3 E
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I oo <Thefecond('Part ofJ^jng Henry the Fourth.
I haue long dream'd of fuch a kinde of man, Sbal. I cannot well perceiue how, vnlefie you fliould
So furfeit-fwelPd, fo old, and fo prophane: giue me your Doublet, and ftuffe me out with Straw.
But being awake, 1 do defpife my dreame. befeech you, good Sir lohn, let mee haue fiue hundred of
Make lefle thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, my thousand.
Leaue gourmandizing ; Know the Graue doth gape Fal. Sir,I will be as good as my word. This that you
For thee, thrice wider then for other men. heard, was but a colour.
Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne left, Shall. A colour I feare, that you will dye, in Sir lohn.
Prefume not, that I am the thing I was, Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner :
For heauen doth know (fo fliall the world perceiue) Come Lieutenant Pistol, come 'Bardolfe,
That I haue turn'd away my former Selfe, I (hall be fent for foone at night.
So will I thofe that kept me Companie. Ch.Iuft. Go carry Sir lohn Falftaffe to the Fleete,
When thou doft heare I am, as I haue bin, Take all his Company along with him.
Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou was't Fal. My Lord, my Lord.
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots : Ch.Iuft. I cannot now fpeake, I will heare you foone:
Till then, I bani/h thee, on paine of death, Take them away,
As I haue done the reft of my Mifleaders, Pift. Siforluna me tormtnto^Jpera me contento.
Not to come neere our Perfon, by ten mile. Exit. t^Manet Lancafter and Chiefe lujtice .
For competence of life, I will allow you, lohn. I like this faire proceeding of the Kings :
That lacke of meanes enforce you not to euill : He hath intent his wonted Followers
And as we heare you do reforme your felues, Shall all be very well prouided for :
We will according to your ftrength, and qualities, But all are banifht,till their conuerfations
Giue you aduancement. Be it your charge (my Lord) Appeare more wife,and modeft to the world.
To fee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. Ch.Iuft. And fo they are.

Exit King. lohn. The King hath call'd his Parliament,
Fal. Mafter Shallow, I owe you a thoufand pound. My Lord.
Sbal. I marry Sir lohn, which I befeech you to let me Ch.Iuft. He hath.

haue home with me. lohn. I will lay oddes,that ere this yeere expire,
Fal.That can hardly be, M. Shallow, do not you grieue We beare our Ciuill Swords, and Natiue fire

at this: I fhall be fent for in priuate to him : Looke you, As farre as France. I heare a Bird fo fing,
he muft feeme thus to the world: feare not your aduance- Whofe Muficke (to my thinking)pleas'd the King.
ment : I will be the man yet, that lhall make you great. Come, will you hence ? Sxeunt

FINIS.



EPILOGVE.

T, my Feare : then, my £urtjie : last , my Speech.
My Fear e, is your Displeafure : My fartfie, my j)utie :
And my speech, to Begge your "Pardons. If you loo\efor a
good speech nfftoyyou vndoe me : For what Ihaue to fay, is
of mine owne making : and what (indeed} I fiouldfay, 'Will
(I doubt} prooue mine owne marring. But to the T?urpofe,
andfo to the Venture' Be it \nowne to you (as it is very

"foe 11} I was lately he ere in the end of a displeafmg 'Play, to pray your 'Patience
forit,andtopromifeyouaBetter: Ididmeane (indeede} to pay you 'with this,
'which if(li\e an ill Venture} it come vnluckily home, Ibrea\e; and you, my gen-
tle Creditors lofe. Heere Ipromift you I would be, and heere I commit my Bodie
to your Mercies : Bate me feme, and I will pay you feme, and(asmoft Debtors do}
promife you infinitely.

If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : 'will you command me to vfe
my Legges? And yet that were but light payment, toTDance out of your debt: But
a good fynfcience, will make any pofsiblefatisfaSlion, andfo "will I. All the Gem
tlewo?nen heere, haueforgiuen me, if the Gentlemen 'will not, then the Gentlemen
do not agree with the Gentlewowen, which 'was neuerfeene before, infuch an Af*
fembly.

On? word more, Ibefeechyou : if you be not too much cloid with Fat Me ate,
our humble Author will continue the Story (with Sir lohn in //) and ma\e you
merry, 'withfaire Katherine of France: "where (for any thing I \ncfw} Fal-
ftaffe Jhall dye of afweat, 'vnlejfe already he be kilfd with your hard Opinions :
For Old- C aflle dyed a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is Wearie,
when my Legs are too, I will bid you good night; andfo \neele downe before you:
But (indeed) to pray for the Queene.
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The Life of Henry the Fift.
Enter Prologue.

For a <^Mufe of Fire, that would afcend On your imaginarie Forces tvor^e.
The brigbteft Heauen of Inuention : Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe Walls

A Kingdoms for a Stage, Princes to Aft, Are now confined two mightie Monarchies,
And <&fanarchs to behold the fwelling Scene. Whofe high,-up-reared,and abutting Fronts,
Then Jbould the Warl'ify Harry, life himjelfe, The perilloui narrow Ocean parts asunder.
AJJume the Port of Mars, and at hu heeles feece out our imperfections with your thoughts :
(Leajht in, li^e Hounds) Jbould Famine,Sword,and Fire Into a thousand parts diuide one Man,
Crouch for employment. ''But pardon,Gentles all: And make imaginarie PuiJJance.
The flat -unrayfed Spirits, that hath dar'd, Thin^e when we talkf of Horjes, that you fee them}
On this -unworthy Scaffuld, to bring forth Printing their prowd Hoofes 'ith* receiuing Earth :
So great an ObieR. Can this Coc^-Pit hold For 'tis your thoughts that now muft decl^ our Kings,
The vajlie fields of France ? Or may we cramme Carry them here and there : lumping o're Times ;
Within this Woodden 0, the very Cosies Turning th'accomplijhment ofmanyyeeres
That did affright the Ayre at Agincourt ? Into an Howre-glaffe : for the which Jupplie,
0 pardon : fence a crooked Figure may Admit me Chorus to this Historic ;
Atteft in little place a Million, Who Prologue-li!(e, your humble patience pray,
And let -vs, Cyphers to this great Accompt, Gently to heare, fyndly to iudge our Play. Exit.

^Primus. Sccena '"Prima.

Enter the two 'Bijhops of Canterbury and Ely. Bijh. Cant. The King is full of grace, and faire re-
gard.

BiJh.Sly. And a true louer of the holy Church.
*Bi/b. Cant. SiJh.Cant.The courfes of his youth promis'd it not.

Y Lord, He tell you, that felfe Bill is vrg'd, The breath no fooner left his Fathers body,
Which in th'eleueth yere ofy laft Kings reign But that his wildneffe, mortify'd in him,
Was like, and had indeed againft vs paft, Seem'd to dye too: yea, at that very moment,
But that the fcambling and vnquiet time Confederation like an Angell came,
Did pufli ic out of farther queftion. And whipt th'offending Adam out of him ;

'BiJh.Ely. But how my Lord fhall we refift it now? Leauing his body as a Paradile,
'Bi/h.Cant. It muft be thought on:if it paffe againft vs, T'inuelop and containe Celeftiall Spirits.

We loofe the better halfe of our Pofleflion : Neuer was fuch a fodaine Scholler made:

For all the Temporall Lands, which men deuout Neuer came Reformation in a Flood,
By Teftament haue giuen to the Church, With fuch a heady currance fcowring faults :
Would they ftrip from vs ; being valu'd thus, Nor neuer .HW/Tz-headed Wilfulnefle
As much as would maintaine, to the Kings honor, So foone did loofe his Seat; and all at once ;
Full fifteene Earles, and fifteene hundred Knights, As in this King.
Six thoufand and two hundred good Enquires : BiJb.Ely: We are bleffed in the Change."
And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age Bijh.Qant. Heare him but reafon in Diuinitie ;
Of indigent faint Soules, paft corporall toyle, And all-admiring, with an inward wifli
A hundred Almes-houfes,right well fupply'd : You would defire the King were made a Prelate:
And to the Coffers of the King befide, Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affaires;
A thoufand pounds by th'yeere. Thus runs the Bill. You would fay,it hath been all in all his ftudy :

3?;/2>..E/y.This would drinke deepe. Lift his difcourfe of Warre; and you ihall heare
'Bijh. Cant. 'T would drinke the Cup and all. A featefull Battaile rendred you in Mufique.

t what preuention ? h Turne
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7° The Life of Henry the Fift.
Turne him to any Caufe of Pollicy,
The Gordian Knot of it he will vnloofe, Enter two 'Bi/hofs.
Familiar as his Garter : that when he fpeakes, 'B.Cant.God and his Angels guard your facred Throne,
The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine,is ftill, And make you long become it.
And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens eares, King. Sure we thanke you.
To fteale his fweet and honyed Sentences: My learned Lord,we pray you to proceed,
So that the Art and Pra&ique part of Life, And iuftly and religioufly vnfold,
Muft be the Miftrefle to this Theorique. Why the Law £z/%,that they haue in France,
Which is a wonder how his Grace mould gleane it, Or mould or mould not barre vs in our Clayme :
Since his addiction was to Courfes vaine, And God forbid ,my deare and faithfull Lord,
His Companies vnletter'd,rude,and mallow, That you mould fafhion, vvreft,or bow your reading,
His Houres fill'd vp with Ryots, Banquets,Sports ; Or nicely charge your vnderftanding Soule,
And neuer noted in him any ftudie, With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right
Any retyrement, any fequeftration, Sutes not in natiue colours with the truth :
From open Haunts and Popularitie. For God doth know, how many now in health,

B.Ely. The Strawberry growes vnderneath the Nettle, Shall drop their blood, in approbation
And holefome Berryes thriue and ripen beft, Of what your reuerence mall incite vs to.
Neighbour'd by Fruit of bafer qualitie : Therefore take heed how you impawne our Perfon,
And fo the Prince obfcur'd his Contemplation How you awake our fleeping Sword ot Warre;
Vnder the Veyle of WildnefTe, which (no doubt) We charge you in the Name of God take heed :
Grew like the Summer Graffe, fafteft by Night, For neuer two fuch Kingdomes did contend,
Vnfeene, yet crefiiue in his facultie. Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltleffe drops

IS.Cant. It muft be fo ; for Miracles are ceaft : Are euery one,a Woe,a fore Complaint,
And therefore we muft needes admit the meanes, 'Gainft him,whofe wrongs giues edge vnto the Swords,
How things are perfected. That makes fuch wafte in briefe mortalitie.

B.Ely. But my good Lord : Vnder this Coniuration,fpeake my Lord :
How now for mittigation of this Bill, For we will heare,note,and beleeue in heart,
Vrg'd by the Commons ? doth his Maieftie That what you fpeake, is in your Confcience waiht,
Incline to it,or no ? As pure as finne with Baptifme.

B. Cant- He feemes indifferent : "B.^an.Then heare me gracious Soueraign,& you Peers,
Or rather fwaying more vpon our part, That owe your felues,your Hues,and feruices ,
Then cherifhing th'exhibiters againft vs: To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre
'For I haue made an offer to his Maieftie, To make againft your Highnefle Clayme to France,
Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, But this which they produce from Pharanwnd,
And in regard of Caufes now in hand, In terratn Salicam Mulieres ne fuccedaul,
Which I haue open'd to his Grace at large, No Woman fhall fucceed in Saline Land :
As touching France, to glue a greater Summe, Which Saline Land,the French vniuftly gloze
Then euer at one time the Clergie yet To be the Realme of France, and Pharamond
Did to his Predeceffors part withall. The founder of this Law, and Female Barre.

B.Bly. How did this offer feeme receiu'd,my Lord ? Yet their owne Authors faithfully afSrme,
B.Cant. With good acceptance of his Maieftie : That the Land Saline is in Germanic,

Saue that there was not time enough to heare, Betweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elue :
As I perceiu'd his Grace would faine haue done, Where Charles the Great hauing fubdu'd the Saxons,
The feueralls and vnhidden paffages There left behind and fettled certaine French :
Of his true Titles to fome certaine Dukedomes, Who holding in difdaine the German Women,
And generally, to the Crowne and Seat of France, For fome difhoneft manners of their life,
Deriu'd from Ed-ward, his great Grandfather. Eftabliflu then this Law; to wit,No Female

S.£/y.What was th'impediment that broke this off? Should be Inheritrix in Saline Land :
'B.Cant. The French Embaffador vpon that inftant Which Saline (as I faid) 'twixt Elue and Sala,

Crau'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come, Is at this day in Germanie,cali'd Meifen.
To giue him hearing: Is it foure a Clock ? Then doth it well appeare, the Saline Law

'B. Ely. It is. Was not deuifed for the Realme of France :
'B.Qant. Then goe we in,to know his Embaffie: Nor did the French poffeffe the Saline Land,

Which I could with a ready guefle declare, Vntill foure hundred one and twentie yeeres
Before the Frenchman fpeake a word of it. After defun£lion of King Pbaramond,

'B.Ely. lie wait vpon you,and I long to heare it. Idly fuppos'd the founder of this Law,
Exeunt. Who died within the yeere of our Redemption,

Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford, Clarence, Foure hundred twentie fix : and Charles the Great
War-mid^, We&merland,and Exeter. Subdu'd the Saxons, and did feat the French

King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury f Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yeere
Sxeter.Not here in prefence. Eight hundred flue. Befides, their Writers fay,
King. Send for him, good Vnckle. King Pepin, which depofed Cbilderifa
Weflm. Shall we call in th'Ambaflador,Biy Liege? Did as Heire Generall, being defcended
King. Not yet, my Coufin: we would be refolu'd, Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clotbair,

Before we heare him, of fome things of weight, Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France.
That taske our thoughts,concerning vs and France. Hugh Cafet alfo, who vfurpt the Crowne

Of
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The Life of Henry the Fift.
Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, fole Heire male King. We muft not onely arme t'inuade the French,
Of the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great: But lay downe our proportions, to defend
To find his Title with fome fhewes of truth, Againft the Scot,who will make roade vpon vs,
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, With all aduantages.
Conuey'd himfelfe as th'Heire to th'Lady Lingare, Bijh.Can. They of thofe Marches,gracious Soueraign,
Daughter to Charlemaine,who was the Sonne Shall be a Wall furficient to defend
To Lewes the Emperour,and Lewes the Sonne Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers.
Of Charles the Great :alfo King Lewes the Tenth, King. We do not meane the courfing matchers onely,
Who was fole Heire to the Viurper Capet, But feare the maine intendment of the Scot,
Could not keepe quiet in his confcience, Who hath been ftill a giddy neighbour to vs:
Wearing the Crowne of France,'till fatisfied, For you fliall reade, that my great Grandfather
That faire Queene I/abel,h\s Grandmother, Neuer went with his forces into France,
Was Lineall of the Lady Ermengare, But that the Scot, on his vnfurniJht Kingdome,
Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duke of Loraine : Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach,
By the which Marriage,the Lyne of Charles the Great With ample and brim fulnefTe of his force,
Was re-vnited to the Crowne of France. Galling the gleaned Land with hot Aflayes,
So, that as cleare as is the Summers Sunne, Girding with grieuous fiege,Caftles and Townes:
King Tepins Title,and Hugh Capets Clayme, That England being emptie of defence,
King Lewes his fatisfaclion, all appeare Hath fliooke and trembled at th'ill neighbourhood.
To hold in Right and Title of the Female : B.Can.She hath bin the more fear'd the harm'd, my Liege:
So doe the Kings of France vnto this day. For heare her but exampl'd by her felfe,
Howbeit,they would hold vp this Salique Law, When all her Cheualrie hath been in France,
To barre your Highnefle clayming from the Female, And fhee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles,
And rather chufe to hide them in a Net, Shee hath her felfe not onely well defended,
Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, But taken and impounded as a Stray,
Vfurpt from you and your Progenitors. The King of Scots: whom Ihee did fend to France,

King.May I with right and confcience make this claim ? To fill King Edwards fame with prifoner Kings,
Bijh.Cant.The finne vpon my head, dread Soueraigne: And make their Chronicle as rich with prayfe,

For in the Booke of Numbers is it writ, As is the Owfe and botrome of the Sea
When the man dyes, let the Inheritance With funken Wrack,and fum-lefle Treafuries.
Defcend vnto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, Bijh.Ely. But there's a faying very old and true,
Stand for your owne,vnwind your bloody Flagge, If that you will France ff in, then with Scotland fir 51 begia.
Looke back into your mightie Ancestors: For once the Eagle (England) being in prey,
Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tombe, To her vnguarded Neft,the Weazell (Scot)
From whom you clayme ; inuoke his Warlike Spirit, Comes fneaking,and fo fucks her Princely Egges,
And your Great Vnck.\es,Edward the Black Prince, Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat,
Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedie, To tame and hauocke more then fhe can eate.
Making defeat on the full Power of France : Exet. It followes theu, the Cat muft ftay at home,
Whiles his moft mightie Father on a Hill Yet that'is but a crufli'd necefsity,
Stood fmiling, to behold his Lyons Whelpe Since we haue lockes to fafegard neceflaries,
Forrage in blood of French Nobilitie. And pretty traps to catch the petty theeues.
O Noble Englifh, that could entertaine While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad,
With halfe their Forces, the full pride of France, Th'aduifed head defends it felfe at home:
And let another halfe ftand laughing by, For Gouernment, though high, and low,and lower,
All out of worke, and cold for adlion. Put into parts,doth keepe in one confent,

'Bijh. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead, Congreeing in a full and natural clofe,
And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats ; Like Muficke.
You are their Heire, you fit vpon their Throne : Cant. Therefore doth heauen diuide
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, The ftate of man in diuers functions,
Runs in your Veines: and my thrice-puiflant Liege Setting endeuour in continual motion:
Is in the very May-Morne of his Youth, To which is fixed as an ayme or butt,
Ripe for Exploits and mightie Enterprifes. Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees,

Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach
Doe all expect, that you fhould rowfe your felfe, The Adi of Order to a peopled Kingdome.
As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might; They haue a King, and Officers efforts,
Weft. They know your Grace hath caufe, and means,and Where fome like Magiftrates correft at home:

So hath your Highnefle : neuer King of England Others,like Merchants venter Trade abroad:
Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subiecls, Others,like Souldiers armed in their flings,
Whofe hearts haue left their bodyes here in England, Make boote vpon the Summers Veluet buddes:
And lye pauillion'd in the fields of France. Which pillage,they with merry march bring home
'E'rjh.Can. O let their bodyes follow my deare Liege To the Tent-royal of their Emperor :

With Bloods,and Sword and Fire, to win your Right : Who bufied in his Maiefties furueyes
In ayde whereof,we of the Spiritualtie The finging Mafons building roo/es of Gold,
Will rayfe your Highnefle fuch a mightie Summe, The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony ;
As neuer did the Clergie at one time The poore Mechanicke Porters,crowding in
Bring in to any of your Anceftors. Their heauy burthens at his narrow gate :

h i The
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The fad-ey'd luftice with his furly humme, That all the Courts of France will be difturb'd
Deliuering ore to Executors pale With Chaces. And we vnderftand him well,
The lazie yawning Drone : I this inferre, How he comes o're vs with our wilder dayes,
That many things hauing full reference Not meafuring what vfe we made of them.
To one confent,may worke contrarioufly, We neuer valew'd this poore feate of England,
As many Arrowes loofed feuerall wayes And therefore liuing hence, did giue our felfe
Come to one marke : as many wayes meet in one towne, To barbarous licenfe : As 'tis euer common,
As many frefh ftreames meet in one fait fea ; That men are merrieft, when they are from home.
As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center : But tell the 'Dolphin, I will keepe my State,
So may a thoufand actions once a foote, Be like a King, and fhew my fayie of GreatnefTe,
And in one purpofe, and be all well borne When I do rowfe me in my Throne of France.
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, For that I haue layd by my Maieftie,
Diuide your happy England into foure, And plodded like a man for working dayes :
Whereof, take you one quarter into France, But I will rife there with fo full a glorie,
And you withall fliall make all Gallia fhake. That I will dazle all the eyes of France,
If we with thrice fuch powers left at home, Yea ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs,
Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge, And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mocke of his
Let vs be worried, and our Nation lofe Hath turn'd his balles to Gun-ftones, and his foule
The name of hardinefle and policie. Shall ftand fore charged, for the waftefull vengeance

King. Call in the Meffengers fent from the Dolphin. That mall flye with them : for many a thoufand widows
Now are we well refolu'd, and by Gods helpe Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer hnsbands;
And yours, the noble finewes of our power, Mocke mothers from their fonnes,mock Caftles downe:
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, And fome are yet vngotten and vnborne,
Or breake it all to peeces. Or there wee'l fit, That fhal haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne.
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, But this lyes all within the wil of God,
Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomes) To whom I do appeale, and in whofe name
Or lay thefe bones in an vnworthy Vrne, Tel you the 'Dolphin, I am comming on,
Tomblefle, with no remembrance ouer them : To venge me as I may, and to put forth
Either our Hiftory /hall with full mouth My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow'd caufe.
Speake freely of our Afts, or elfe our graue So get you hence in peace : And tell the Dolphin,
Like Turkim mute, mall haue a tongueleffe mouth, His left will fauour but of fhallow wit,
Not worfliipt with a waxen Epitaph. When thoufands weepe more then did laugh at it.

Enter Ambajjadors of France. Conuey them with fafe conduct. Fare you well.
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleafure Exeunt Ambaffadors.
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin : for we heare, Exe. This was a merry Meflage.
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. King. We hope to make the Sender bliWh at it :

Amb. May't pleafe your Maieftie to giue vs leaue Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre,
Freely to render what we haue in charge : That may giue furth'rance to our Expedition:
Or fhall we fparingly {hew you farre off For we haue now no thought in vs but France,
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embafsie. Saue thofe to God, that runne before our bufineffe.

King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriftian King, Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warres
Vnto whofe grace our pafsion is as fubiedt Be foone collected, and all things thought vpon,
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons, That may with reafonable Iwiftneffe adde
Therefore with franke and with vncurbed plainneffe, More Feathers to our Wings : for God before,
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore.

Amb. Thus than in few : Therefore let euery man now taske his thought,
Your Highneffe lately fending into France, That this faire Aftion may on foot be brought. Exeunt.
Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right
Of your great PredecefTor, King Edward the third. Flourijb. Enter Choriu.
In anfwer of which claime, the Prince our Mafter Now all the Youth of England are on fire,
Sayes,that you fauour too much of your youth, And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes :
And bids you be aduis'd : There's nought in France, Now thriue the Armorers, and Honors thought
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : Reignes folely in the breaft of euery man.
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there. They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe;
He therefore fends you meeter for your fpirit Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings,
This Tun of Treafure; and in lieu of this, With winged heeles,as Englim Mercuries.
Defires you let the dukedomes that you claime For now fits Expectation in the Ayre,
Heare no more of you. This the Dolphin fpeakes. And hides a Sword, from Hilts vnto the Point,

King. What Treafure Vncle ? With Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronets,
£xe. Tennis balles, my Liege. Promis'd to Harry, and his followers.
Kin, We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs, The French aduis'd by good intelligence

His Prefent, and your paines we thanke you for : Of this moft dreadfull preparation,
When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Balles, Shake in their feare,and with pale Pollicy
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet, Seeke to diuert the Englifh purpofes.
Shall ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. O England: Modell to thy inward Greatneffe,
Tell him, he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, Like little Body with a mightie Heart:

What
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What mightft thou do, that honour would thee do, Pift. Pifh for thee, I/land dogge : thou prickeard cur
Were all thy children kinde and naturall : of I/land.
But fire, thy fault France hath in thee found out, Hoft. Good Corporall Nym fhew thy valor, and put
A neft of hollow bofomes, which he filles vp your fword.
With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted men: Nym. Will you fhogge oft"? I would haue you folus.
One, Richard Earle of" Cambridge, and the fecond Pift. Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile ; The folus
Henry Lord Scroofe of <^fajbam, and the third in thy moft meruailous face, the folus in thy teeth, and
Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, in thy throate, and in thy hatefull Lungs,yea in thy Maw
Haue for the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) perdy ; and which is worfe, within thy naftie mouth. I
Confirmed Confpiracy with fearefull France, do retort the folus in thy bowels, for I can take, and Pi-
And by their hands, this grace of Kings muft dye. ftoh cocke is vp, and flafhing fire will follow.
If Hell and Treafon hold their promifes, Nym. I am not 'Barbafon, you cannot coniure mee : I
Ere he take fhip for France ; and in Southampton. haue an humor to knocke you indifferently well : If you
Linger your patience on, and wee'l digeft grow fowle with me Piftoll, I will fcoure you with my
Th'abufe of diftance; force a play: Rapier, as I may, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke
The fumme is payde, the Traitors are agreed, off, I would pricke your guts a little in good tearmes, as
The King is fet from London, and the Scene I may, and that's the humor of it.
Is now tranfported (Gentles) to Southampton, Pift. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight,
There is the Play-houfe now, there muft you fit, The Graue doth gape, and doting death is neere,
And thence to France fhall we conuey you fafe, Therefore exhale.
And bring you backe: Charming the narrow feas 'Bar. Heare me, heare me what I fay: Hee that ftrikes
To glue you gentle Paffe : for if we may, the firft ftroake, lie run him vp to the hilts, as I am a fol-
Wee'l not offend one ftomacke with our Play. dier.
But till the King come forth, and not till then, Pift. An oath of mickle might,and fury fhall abate.
Vnto Southampton do we fhift our Scene. Exit Giue me thy fift, thy fore-foote to me giue: Thy fpirites

are moft tall.

Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant 'Bardolfe. Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire
<Bar. Well met Corporall Nym. termes, that is the humor of it.
Nym. Good morrow Lieutenant 'Bardolfe. Piftoll. Couple a gorge, that is the word. I defie thee a-
Bar. What, are Ancient Pi/toll and you friends yet? gaine.O hound of Creet, think'ft thou my fpoufe to get ?
Nym. For my part, 1 care not : I fay little : but when No, to the fpittle goe, and from the Poudring tub of in-

time fhall ferue, there fhall be fmiles, but that fhall be as famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Crejjids kinde, Doll
it may. I dare not fight, but I will winke and holde out Teare-Jheete, fhe by name, and her efpoufe. I haue, and I
mine yron : it is a fimple one, but what though ? It will will hold the Quondam Quickly for the onely fhee : and
tofte Cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans Pauca, there's enough to go to.
fword will : and there's an end. Enter the Boy.

'"Bar. I will beftow a breakfaft to make you friendes, 'Boy. Mine Hoaft fiftoll, you muft come to my May-
and wee'l bee all three fworne brothers to France : Let't fter, and your Hofteffe:He is very ficke,& would to bed.
be fo good Corporall Nym. Good Bardolfe, put thy face betweene his fheets, and do

Nym. Faith, I will Hue fo long as I may, that's the cer- the Office of a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill.
taine of it : and when I cannot liue any longer, I will doe 'Bard. Away you Rogue.
as I may : That is my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. Hoft. By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one

liar. It is certaine Corporall, that he is marryed to of thefe dayes: the King has kild his heart. Good Huf-
Nell Quickly, and certainly fhe did you wrong, for you band come home prefently. Exit
were troth-plight to her. Bar. Come, fhall I make you two friends. Wee muft

Nym. I cannot tell, Things muft be as they may:men to France together:why the diuel fhould we keep kniues
may fleepe, and they may haue their throats about them to cut one anothers throats?
at that time, and fome fay, kniues haue edges : It muft Pift. .Let floods ore-fwell, and fiends for food howle
be as it may, though patience be a tyred name, yet fhee on.
will plodde, there muft be Conclufions, well, I cannot Nym. You'l pay me the eight fhillings I won of you
tell. at Betting?

Enter fiftoll, & Quickly. Tift. Bafe is the Slaue that payes.
Bar. Heere comes Ancient Piftoll and his wife: good Nym. That now I wil haue: that's the humor of it.

Corporall be patient heere. How now mine Hoafte Pi- Pift. As manhood fhal compound:pufh home. Draw
Bard. By this fword, hee that makes the firft thruft,

Fiji. Bafe Tyke, cal'ft thou mee Hofte, now by this He kill him : By this fword, I wil.
hand I fweare I fcorne the terme : nor fhall my Net keep Pi. Sword is an Oath,& Oaths muft haue their courfe
Lodgers. Bar. Coporall Nym,Si, thou wilt be friends be frends,

Ho/?-No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to:pre-
and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that liue thee put vp.
honeftly by the pricke of their Needles, but it will bee Pift. A Noble /halt thou haue, and prefent pay, and
thought we keepe a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O welliday Liquor likewife will I giue to thee, and friendfhippe
Lady, if he be not hewne now, we fhall fee wilful adulte- fhall combyne, and brotherhood. He liue by Nymme,Sc
ry and murther committed. Nymme fhall liue by me, is not this iuft ? For I fhal Sut-

Bar. Good Lieutenant, good Corporal offer nothing ler be vnto the Campe, and profits will accrue.Giue mee
heere. Nym. Pifh. thy hand.

h 3 Nym.
'3*
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Nym. I /hall haue my Noble? Cam. So may your HighnefTe,and yet punifh too. _

Pi/1. In cafh, moft iuftly payd. Grey. Sir, you mew great mercy if you giue him life,
Nym. Well, then that the humor oft. After the tafte of much correction.

Snter Hofteffi. King. Alas, your too much loue and care of me,
Haft* As euer you come of women, come in quickly Are heauy Orifons'gainft this poore wretch:

to fir lohn : A poore heart, hee is fo ihak'd of a burning If little faults proceeding on diftemper,
quotidian Tertian, that it is moft lamentable to behold. Shall not be wink'd at, how fhall we ftretch our eye
Sweet men, come to him. When capitall crimes, chew'd, fwallow'd, and digefted,

Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knight, Appeare before vs ? Wee'l yet inlarge that man,
that's the euen of it. Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their deere care

fift. Nym, thou haft fpoke the right, his heart is fra- And tender preferuation of our perfon
cted and corroborate. Wold haue him puniih'd.And now to our French caufes,

Nym. The King is a good King, but it muft bee as it Who are the late CommilTioners ?
may : he pafles fome humors, and carreeres. Cam. I one my Lord,

Fiji. Let vs condole the Knight, for (Lambekins) we Your Highneffe bad me aske for it to day.
will liue. Scro. So did you me my Liege,

Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Weftmerland. Gray. And I my Royall Soueraigne.
'Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors King.Then RicbardEarle of Cambridge, there is yours:
Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by. There yours Lord Scroope ofzMajham, and Sir Knight :
Pfeft.How fmooth and euen they do bear themfelues, Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours :

As if allegeance in their bofomes fate Reade them, and know I know your worthinefle.
Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty. My Lord of Weftmerland, and Vnkle Exeter,

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, We will aboord to night. Why how now Gentlemen ?
By interception, which they dreame not of. What fee you in thofe papers, that you loofe

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow, So much complexion ? Looke ye how they change :
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious fauours ; Their cheekes are paper. Why, what reade you there,
That he fhould for a forraigne purfe, fo fell That haue fo cowarded and chac'd your blood
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery. Out of apparance.

Sound Trumpets. Cam. I do confeffe my fault,
Enter the King, Scroope, Cambridge, and Gray. And do fubmit me to your Highneffe mercy.

King. Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. Gray. Scro. To which we all appeale.
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Majham, King. The mercy that was quicke in vs but late,
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts: By your owne counfaile is fuppreft and kill'd :
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with vs You muft not dare (for {name) to talke of mercy,
Will cut their paiTage through the force of France ? For your owne reafons turne into your bofomes,
Doing the execution, and the ac~te, As dogs vpon their maifters, worrying you :
For which we haue in head aflembled them. See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres,

Scro. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. Thefe Engliih monfters : My Lord of Cambridge heere,
King. I doubt not that, fince we are well perfwaded You know how apt our loue was, to accord

We carry not a heart with vs from hence, To furnifh with all appertinents
That growes not in a faire confent with ours: Belonging to his Honour ; and this man,
Nor leaue not one behinde, that doth not wilh Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd
Succefle and Conqueft to attend on vs. And fworne vnto the practifes of France

Cam. Neuer was Monarch better fear'd and lou'd, To kill vs heere in Hampton. To the which,
Then is your Maiefty ; there's not I thinke a fubied: This Knight no leffe for bounty bound to Vs
That fits in heart-greefe and vneafineffe Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworne. But O,
Vnder the iweet fhade of your gouernment. What /hill I fay to thee Lord Scroope, thou cruell,

Kni. True : thofe that were your Fathers enemies, Ingratefull, fauage,and inhumane Creature?
Haue fteep'd their gauls in hony, and do ferue you Thou that didft beare the key of all my counfailes,
With hearts create of duty, and of zeale. That knew'ft the very bottome of my foule,

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thankrulnes, That (almoft ) might'ft haue coyn'd me into Golde,
And (hall forget the office of our hand Would'ft thou haue praclis'd on me, for thy vfe ?
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit, May it be pofsible, that forraigne hyer
According to the weight and worthinefle. Could out of thee extract one fparke of euill

Scro. So feruice (halt with fteeled finewes toyle, That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis fo ftrange,
And labour fhall refrefh it felfe with hope That though the truth of it ftands oft" as grofle
To do your Grace incefiant feruices. As blacke and white, my eye will fcarfely fee it.

King. We ludge no lefle. ~Vnk\e of Sxeter, Treafon,and murther, euer kept together,
Inlarge the man committed yefterday, As two yoake diuels fworne to eythers purpofe,
That rayl'd againft our perfon: We confider Working fo grofiely in an naturall caufe,
It was excefle of Wine that fet him on, That admiration did not hoope at them.
And on his more aduice, We pardon him. But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in

Scro. That's mercy, but too much fecurity: Wonder to waite on treafon, and on murther :
Let him be punifh'd Soueraigne, leaft example And whatfoeuer cunning fiend it was
Breed (by his fufferance) more of fuch a kind. That wrought vpon thee fo prepofteroufly,

Kiug. O let vs yet be merciful!. Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence :
And
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And other diuels that fuggeft by treasons, You patience to indure, and true Repentance
Do botch and bungle vp damnation, Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. Sxit.
With patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht Now Lords for France : the enterprife whereof
From glift'ring femblances of piety : Shall be to you as vs,like glorious.
But he that temper'd thee, bad thee ftand vp, We doubt not of a faire and luckie Warre,
Gaue thee no inftance why thou fhouldft do treafon, Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light
VnlefTe to dub thee with the name of Traitor. This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way,
If that fame Daemon that hath gull'd thee thus, To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now,
Should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world, But euery Rubbe is fmoothed on our way.
He might returne to vaftie Tartar backe, Then forth, deare Countreymen : Let vs deliuer
And tell the Legions, I can neuer win Our Puiffance into the hand of God,
A foule fo eafie as that Engliftimans. Putting it ftraight in expedition.
Oh, how haft thou with iealouile infected Chearely to Sea,the fignes of Warre aduance,
The fweetneiTe of affiance? Shew men dutiful], No King of England, if not King of France. Flourijh.
Why fo didft thou : feeme they graue and learned ? Enter Pi/io/1, Nim, 'Bardolfh, 'Boy, and Hofl-J/e.
Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family ? Hofteffe. 'Prythee honey fweet Husband,let me bring
Why fo didft thou.Seeme they religious ? thee to Staines.
Why fo didft thou. Or are they fpare in diet, Piftoll. No : for my manly heart doth erne. 'Bardo/fb,
Free from grofTe pafsion, or of mirth, or anger, be blythe : A7?K,rowfe thy vaunting Veines: Boy, brifsle
Conftant in fpirit, not fweruing with the blood, thy Courage vp : for Faljlaffe hee is dead, and wee muft
Garnifh'd and deck'd in modeft complement, erne therefore.
Not working with the eye, without the eare, 'Sard. Would I were with him, wherefomere hee is,
And but in purged iudgement trufting neither, eyther in Heauen,or in Hell.
Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feeme: Hojleffi. Nay fure, hee's not in Hell : hee's in Arthurs
And thus thy fall hath left a kinde of blor, Bofome,if euer man went to Arthurs Bofome : a made a
To make thee full fraught man, and beft indued finer end, and went away and it had beene any Chriftome
With fome fufpition, I will weepe for thee. Child: a parted eu'n iuft betweene Twelue and One, eu'n
For this reuolt of thine, me thinkes is like at the turning o'th'Tyde: for after I faw him fumble with
Another fall of Man. Their faults are open, the Sheets,and play with Flowers,and- fmile .ypon his fin-
Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law, gers end,I knew there was but one way:for his Nofe was
And God acquit them of their pradtifes. as fliarpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now

Exe. I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Sir lohn (quoth I ? ) what man? be a good cheare : fo a
Richard Earle of Cambridge . cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times : now I,

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas to comfort him, bid him a fhould not thinke of God; I
Lord Scroofe of ^tarjbam. hop'd there was no neede to trouble himfelre with any

I arreft thee of High Treafon by the name of Thomas fuch thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Clothes on his
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. feet : I put my hand'into the Bed, and felt them, and they

Scro. Our purpofes, God iuftly hath difcouer'd, were as cold as any ftone : then I felt to his knees, and fo
And I repent my fjult more then my death, vp-peer'd,and vp ward, and all was as cold as any ftone.
Which I befeech your Highnefle to forgiue, Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack.
Although my body pay the price of it. Hofteffe. I, that a did.

Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce, 'Bard. And of Women.
Although I did admit it as a motiue, HofteJJe. Nay, that a did not.
The fooner to effecl what I intended : Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Deules incar-
But God be thanked for preuention, nate.
Which in fufferance heartily will reioyce, Woman. A could neuer abide Carnation, 'twas a Co-
Beseeching God, and you, to pardon mee. lour he neuer lik'd.

Gray. Neuer did faithfull fubiect more reioyce 'Boy. A faid once, the Deule would haue him about
At the difcouery of moft dangerous Treafon, Women.
Then I do at this houre ioy ore my felfe, Hoftejje. A did in fome fort (indeed) handle Women :
Preuented from a damned enterprize ; but then hee was rumatique, and talk'd of the Whore of
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soueraigne. Babylon.

King. God quit you in his mercy: Hear your fentence 'Boy. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fticke vpon
You haue confpir'd againft Our Royall perfon, Bardolphs Nofe, and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning
loyn'd with an enemy proclaim'd,and from his Coffers, in Hell.
Receyu'd the Golden Earneft of Our death : Bard. Well,the fuell is gone that maintained that fire:
Wherein you would haue fold your King to flaughter, that's all the Riches I got in his feruice.
His Princes, and his Peeres to feruitude, Nim. Shall wee fhogg? the King will be gone from
His Subiedh to opprefsion, and contempt, Southampton.
And his whole Kingdome into defolation : Fiji. Come,let's away. My Loue,giue me thy Lippes :
Touching our perfon, feeke we no reuenge, Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueables : Let Sences
But we our Kingdomes fjfety uiuft fo tender, rule : The world is,Pitch and pay: truft none: for Oathes
Whofe ruine you fought, that to her Lawes are Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes,and hold-faft
We do deliuer you. Get you therefore hence, is the onely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore Caueto bee
(Poore miferable wretches )to your death: thy Counfailor. Goe, cleare thy Chryftalis. Yoke-
The tafte whereof, God of his mercy giue fellowes in Armes , let vs to France , like Horfe-

leeches
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leeches my Boyes, to fucke, to fucke, the very blood to And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine,
fucke. That haunted vs in our familiar Pathes :

'Soy. And that's but vnwholefome food, they fay. WitnefTe our too much memorable fhame,
fift. Touch her foft mouth, and march. When CrefTy Battell fatally was ftrucke,
Bard. Farwell Hoftefle. And all our Princes captiu'd,by the hand
Nim. I cannot kifie , that is the humor of it : but Of that black Name,Edward, black Prince of Wales :

adieu. Whiles that his Mountaine Sire,on Mountaine ftanding
Pi/}. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepe clofe , I thee Vp in the Ayre,crown'd with the Golden Sunne,

command. Saw his Heroicall Seed,and fmil'd to fee him
Hojle/e. Farwell: adieu. Exeunt Mangle the Worke of Nature,and deface

Flourijb. The Patternes, that by God and by French Fathers
Enter the French King, the Dolphin, the Du^es Had twende yeeres been made. This is a Stern

ofBerry and '"Britaine. Of that Victorious Stock : and let vs feare
King. Thus comes the Englifh with full power vpon vs, The Natiue mightinefTe and fate of him.

And more then carefully it vs concernes, Enter a (^fej/enger.
To anfwer Royally in our defences. <3tteff. EmbafTadors from Harry King of England,
Therefore the Dukes ofBerry and of Britaine, Doe craue admittance to your Maieftie.
Of Brabant and of Orleance,fhall make forth, King. Weele giue them prefent audience.
And you Prince Dolphin,with all fwift difpatch Goe,and bring them.
To Jyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, friends.
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant: Dolphin. Turne head, and ftop purfuit:for coward Dogs
For England his approaches makes as fierce, Moft fpend their mouths,whe what they feem to threaten
As Waters to the fucking of a Gul/e. Runs farre before them. Good my Soueraigne
It fits vs then to be as prouident, Take vp the Englifh (hort, and let them know
As feare may teach vs, out of late examples Of what a Monarchic you are the Head :
Left by the fatal! and neglected Englifh, Selfe-loue, my Liege,is not fo vile a finne,
Vpon our fields. As felfe-neglecting.

Dolphin. My moft redoubted Father, Enter Exeter.
It is moft meet we arme vs 'gainft the Foe : King. From our Brother of England ?
For Peace it felfe fhould not fo dull a Kingdome, Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Maieftie :
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel were in queftion) He wills you in the Name of God Almightie,
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations, That you deueft your felfe,and lay apjrt
Should be maintain'd,3ffembled,and collected, The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heauen,
As were a Warre in expectation. By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs
Therefore I fay, 'tis meet we all goe forth, To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne,
To view the fick and feeble parts of France : And all wide-ftretched Honors, that pertaine
And let vs doe it with no /hew of feare, By Cuftome, and the Ordinance of Times,
No, with no more,then if we heard that England Vnto the Crowne of France : that you may know
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance : 'Tis no finifter, nor no awk-ward Clayme,
For,my good Liege,fhee is fo idly King'd, Pickt from the worme-holes of long-vanifht dayes,
Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne, Nor from the duft of old Obliuion rakt,
By a vaine giddie (hallow humorous Youth, He fends you this moft memorable Lyne,
That feare attends her not. In euery Branch truly demonftratiue ;

Contt. O peace, Prince Dolphin, Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree :
You are too much miftaken in this King : And when you find him euenly deriu'd
Queftion your Grace the late EmbafTadors, From his moft fam'd, of famous Anceftors,
With what great State he heard their Embaffie, Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne
How well fupply'd with Noble Councellors, Your Crowne and Kingdome,indirectly held
How modeft in exception ; and withall, From him, the Natiue and true Challenger.
How terrible in conftant refolution : King. Or elfe what followes ?
And you fhall find, his Vanities fore-fpent, Exe. Bloody conftraint: for if you hide the Crowne
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it.
Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming,
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a loue :
That fhall firft fpring,and be moft delicate. That if requiring faile,he will compell.

Dolphin. Well,'tis not fo,my Lord High Conftable. And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord,
But though we thinke it fo,it is no matter: Deliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie
In cafes of defence,'tis beft to weigh On the poore Soules,for whom this hungry Warre
The Enemie more mightie then he feemes, Opens his vaftie Iawes:and on your head
So the proportions of defence are fill'd : Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes,
Which of a weake and niggardly proiection, The dead-mens Blood, the priuy Maidens Groanes,
Doth like a Mifer fpoyle his Coat,with fcanting For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Louers,
A little Cloth. That fhall be fwallowed in this Controuerfie.

King. Thinke we King Harry ftrong : This is his Clayme, his Threatning,and my MefTage :
And Princes, looke you ftrongly arme to meet him. Vnlefle the Dolphin be in prefence here ;
The Kindred of him hath beene flefht vpon vs : To whom expreflely I bring greeting to.

King. For
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King. For vs,we will confider of this further: With one appearing Hayre, that will not follow

To morrow fhall you beare our full intent Thefe cull'd and choyfe-drawne Caualiers to France?
Back to our Brother of England. Worke,worke your Thoughts,and therein fee a Siege :

Dolph. For the Dolphin, Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages,
I ftand here for him: what to him from England ? With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew.

Exe. Scorne and defiance, Height regard,contempt, Suppofe th'EmbafTador from the French comes back :
And any thing that may not mif-become Tells Harry^hat the King doth offer him
The mightie Sender, doth he prize you at. Katberine his Daughter,and with her to Dowrie,
Thus fayes my King: and if your Fathers HighnefTe Some petty and vnprofitable Dukedomes.
Doe not, in graunt of all demands at large, The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner
Sweeten the bitter Mock, you fent his Maieftie; With Lynftock now the diuellifh Cannon touches,
Hee'le call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it, Alarum, and Chambers goe off.
That Caues and Wombie Vaultages of France And downe goes all before them. Still be kind,
Shall chide your Trefpas,and returne your Mock And eech out our performance with your mind. Exit.
In fecond Accent of his Ordinance.

Do/fh. Say: if my Father render faire returne, Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloucefter.
It is againft my will : for I defire Alarum : Scaling Ladders at Harjlery.
Nothing but Oddes with England. King. Once more vnto the Breach,
To that end, as matching to his Youth and Vanitie, Deare friends,once more ;
I did prefent him with the Paris-Balls. Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifh dead :

Sxe. Hee'le make your Paris Louer {hake for it, In Peace, there's nothing fo becomes a man,
Were it the MiftrefTe Court of mightie Europe: As modeft ftillnefTe,and humilitie :
And be afiur'd,you'le find a difference, But when the blaft of Warre blowes in our eares,
As we his Subiedls haue in wonder found, Then imitate the action of the Tyger:
Betweene the promife of his greener dayes, Stiffen the finewes,commune vp the blood,
And thefe he matters now: now he weighes Time Difguife faire Nature with hard-fauour'd Rage :
Euen to the vtmoft Graine: that you fhall reade Then lend the Eye a terrible afpect :
In your owne LofTes,if he ftay in France. Let it pry through the portage of the Head,

King. To morrow fhall you know our mind at full. Like the Brafle Cannon : let the Brow o'rewhelme it,
Flourijh. As fearefully,as doth a galled Rocke

Exe. Difpatch vs with all fpeed, lead that our King O're-hang and iutty his confounded Bafe,
Come here himfelfe to queftion our delay ; Swill'd with the wild and waftfull Ocean.
For he is footed in this Land already. Now fet the Teeth,and ftretch the Nofthrill wide,
King. You fhalbe foone difpatcht, with faire conditions. Hold hard the Breath, and bend vp euery Spirit

A Night is but fmall breathe,and little pawfe, To his full height. On,on, you Noblifh Englifh,
To anfwer matters of this confequence. Exeunt. Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe :

Fathers, that like fo many Alexanders,
Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought,
And fheath'd their Swords, for lack of argument.

Secundus. Difhonour not your Mothers : now attett,
That thofe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you.
Be Coppy now to me of grofler blood,
And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen,

Flourijh. Enter Chorus. Whofe Lyms were made in England ; fhew vs here
Thus with imagined wing our iwift Scene flyes, The mettell of your Failure : let vs fweare,
In motion of no leffe celeritie then that of Thought. That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt not:
Suppofe, that you haue feene For there is none of you fo meane and bafe,
The well-appointed King at Douer Peer, That hath not Noble lufter in your eyes.
Embarke his Royaltie: and his braue Fleet, I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips,
With filken Streamers,the young Phcbui fiyning ; Straying vpon the Start. The Game's afoot:
Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, Follow your Spirit; and vpon this Charge,
Vpon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boyes climbing; Cry,God for Harry, England,and Si.George.
Heare the fhrill Whittle, which doth order giue Alarum, and Chambers gee off.
To founds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayles,
Borne with th'inuilible and creeping Wind, Enter Nim, Bardolfh, Pijloll.and Boy.
Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 'Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the breach.
Brefting the loftie Surge. O,doe but thinke Nim. 'Pray thee Corporall ftay, the Knocks are too
You ftand vpon the Riuage,and behold hot : and for mine owne part, I haue not a Cafe of Liues:
A Citie on th'inconftant Billowes dauncing: the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plaine-Song
For fo appeares this Fleet Maiefticall, of it.
Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow: TiJ}. The plaine-Song is moft iuft : for humors doe a-
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, bound : Knocks goe and come : Gods VafTals drop and
And leaue your England as dead Mid-night, ftill, dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth winne
Guarded with Grandfues,Babyes,and old Women, immortall fame.
Eyther paft, or not arriu'd to pyth and puiflance : 'Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London , I

For who is he, whofe Chin is but enricht would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafetie.
3>//2.And
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Fiji. And I : If wifties would preuayle with me, my ledge in th'aunchiant Warres, vpon my particular know-

purpofe fhould not fayle with me ; but thither would I ledge of his directions : by Cbejhu he will maintaine his
high. Argument as well as any Militarie man in the World, in

^Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on the difciplines of the Priftine Warres of the Romans.
bough. Scot. 1 fay gudday, Captaine Fluellen.Enter Fluellen. Welch. Godden to your Worfhip, good Captaine

Flu. Vp to the breach , you Dogges ; auaunt you lames.
Cullions. Cower. How now Captaine Mackmorrice , haue you

Fiji. Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : a- quit the Mynes ? haue the Pioners giuen o're f.
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, Irijb. By Chrifh Law tifh ill done : the Worke ifli
great Duke. Good Bawcock bate thy Rage: vfe lenitie giue ouer, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my Hand
fweet Chuck. I fweare, and my fathers Soule, the Worke ifh ill done :

Nim. Thefe be good humors: your Honor wins bad it ifh giue ouer : I would haue blowed vp the Towne,
humors. Exit. fo Cbrifh faue melaw,in an houre. O tifh ill done, tifh ill

^Boy. As young as I am , I haue obferu'd thefe three done:by my Hand tifh ill done.
Swafhers : I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, Welch. Captaine Mactynorrice, I befeech you now,
though they would ferue me, could not be Man to me ; will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few difputations with
for indeed three fuch Antiques doe not amount to a man: you, as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of
for llardolph, hee is white-liuer'd, and red-fac'd ; by the the Warre, the Roman Warres, in the way of Argument,
meanes whereof,a faces it out,but fights not: for Piftoll, looke you,and friendly communication: partly to fatisfie
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the my Opinion,and partly for the fatisfaction, looke you, of
meanes whereof, a breakes Words , and keepes whole my Mind : as touching the direction of the Militarie dif-
Weapons : for Nim, hee hath heard , that men of few cipline, that is the Point.
Words are the beft men,and therefore hee fcornes to fay Scot. It fall be vary gud, gud feith,gud Captens bath,
his Prayers, left a ihould be thought a Coward : but his and I fall quit you with gud leue, as I may pick occafion :
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for that fall I mary.
a neuer broke any mans Head but his owne, and that was Irifh. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrifh faue me :
againft a Poft,when he was drunke. They will fteale any the day is hot, and the Weather, and the Warres, and the
thing, and call it Purchafe. ̂ Bardo/pb ftole a Lute-cafe, King, and the Dukes: it is no time to difcourfe, the Town
bore it twelue Leagues, and fold it for three halfepence. is befeech'd : and the Trumpet call vs to the breech, and
Nim and Bardolph are fworne Brothers in filching : and we talke, and be Chriih do nothing, tis fhame for vs all :
in Callice they ftole a fire-fhouell. I knew by that peece fo God fa'me tis fhame to ftand ftill, it is fhame by my
of Seruice , the men would carry Coales. They would hand : and there is Throats to be cut, and Workes to be
haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloues done,and there ifh nothing done, fo Chrift fa'me law.
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes much againft my Scot. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take them-
Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put felues to flomber, ayle de gud feruice, or He ligge i'th'
into mine; for it is plaine pocketting vp of Wrongs. grund for it; ay, or goe to death : and He pay't as valo-
I muft leaue them, and feeke fome better Seruice : their roufly as I may, that fal I fuerly do, that is the breff and
Villany goes againft my weake ftomacke, and therefore the long : mary, I wad full faine heard fome queftion
I muft caft it vp. Exit. tween you tway.

Enter Goner. Welch. Captaine eflfacfynorrice, I thinke, looke youj
Gotver. Captaine Fluelten,yo\i muft come prefently to vnder your correction , there is not many of your Na-

the Mynes; the Duke of Gloucefter would fpeake with tion.
you. Irijb. Of my Nation ? What ifh my Nation ? Ifh a

Flu. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo Villaine, and a Bafterd, and a Knaue, and a Rafcall. What
good to come to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes ifh my Nation ? Who talkes of my Nation?
is not according to the difciplines of the Warrejthe con- Welch. Looke you, if you take the matter otherwife
cauities of it is not fufficient : for looke you, th'athuer- then is meant, Captaine cTHactynorrice , peraduenture I
farie,you may difcufle vnto the Duke, looke you, is digt fhall thinke you doe not vfe me with that affabilitie,as in
himfelfe foure yard vnder the Countermines : by Chejbu, difcretion you ought to vfe me,looke you, being as good
I thinke a will plowe vp all, if there is not better directi- a man as your felfe, both in the difciplines of Warre, and
ons. in the deriuation of my Birth , and in other particula-
- Cower. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order rities.
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether directed by an Irifli Irijh. I doe not know you fo good a man as my felfe :
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. fo Chrift faue me, I will cut off your Head.

Welch. It is Captaine Mafynorrice, is it not ? Cwer. Gentlemen both,you will miftake each other.
Cower. I thinke it be. Scot. A, that's a foule fault. ^ Parley.
Welch. By Chejhu he is an Affe, as in the World, I will Comer. The Towne founds a Parley.

verifie as much in his Beard : he ha's no more directions Welch. Captaine cfflactynorrice, when there is more
in the true difciplines of the Warres, looke you, of the better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will be
Roman difciplines, then is a Puppy-dog. fo bold as to tell you, I know the difciplines of Warre :

Enter Mafynorrice,and Captaine lamy. and there is an end. Exit.
Gcwer. Here a comes,and the Scots Captaine, Captaine

lamy, with him. Enter the King and all his Traine before the Gates.
Welch. Captaine lamy is a maruellous falorous Gen- King. How yet refolues the Gouernour of the Towne?

tleman,that is certain,and of great expedition and know- This is the lateft Parle we will admit:
There-
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Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues, Kath. Tie Hand.
Or like to men prowd of deftru&ion, Alice. E le doyts.
Defie vs to our worft : for as I am a Souldier, Kat. Le doyts, ma fey Ie oublie, e doyt mays, ie me fouemeray
A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beft; le doyts ie penje qu'ils ont appelle de Jingres, ou de Jingres.
If I begin the batt'rie once againe, Alice. Le main de Hand, le dotts le Fingres, ie penje que ie
I will not leaue the halfe-atchieued Harflew, fuu Ie ban ejcholier.
Till in her afhes fhe lye buryed. Kath. Pay gaynie diux mots d" Anghu vifiement, coment
The Gates of Mercy fhall be all fhut vp, appelle voiu le angles ?
And the flefli'd Souldier, rough and hard of heart, Alice. Le angles,les appellant de Nayles.
In libertie of bloody hand, fhall raunge Kath. De Nayles efcoute : dites moy, ji ie parle bien : de
With Confcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafle Hand,de Fingres, e de Nayles.
Your frefh faire Virgins,and your flowring Infants. Alice. Cefi bien ditl Madame,!! & fort ban Angloii.
What is it then to me, if impious Warre, Kath. Dites moy /'Angloii pour le braf.
Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, Alice. De Arme, Madame.
Doe with his fmyrcht complexion all fell feats, Kath. E de coudee.
Enlynckt to waft and defolation ? Alice. D'Elbow.
What is't to me, when you your felues are caufe, Kath. D''Elbow : Ie men fay le repiticio de touts les mots
If your pure Maydens fall into the hand que vein moves,apprins des a prejent.
Of hot and forcing Violation ? Alice. II & trap difficile Madame, comme Ie penfe.
What Reyne can hold licentious Wickednefie, Kath. Excufe moy *Alice efcoute, d'Hand, de Fingre, de
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere ? Nayles, d'Arma, de ̂Bilbow.
We may as bootleffe fpend our vaine Command Alice. D'Elbow, Madame.
Vpon th'enraged Souldiers in their fpoyle, Kath. 0 Seigneur Dieu, ie men oublie d'Blbow,coment ap-
As fend Precepts to the Leuiatban,to come aftore. pelle -vouf le col.
Therefore, you men of Harflew, Alice. De Nic^ , Madame.

Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, Kath. De Nic%_, e le menton.
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, Alice. De Chin.
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace Kath. De Sin : le col de Nict^, le menton de Sin.
O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds Alice. Ouy. Sauf voftre honneur en -uerite -voui pronoun-
Of headly Murther,Spoyle,and Villany. ties les mots auji droift, que le Natifs d1 Angleterre.
If not : why in a moment looke to fee Kath. Ie ne doutepoint d"apprendre par de grace de Dieu,
The blind and bloody Souldier, with foule hand & en feu de temps.
Defire the Locks of your fhrill-ihriking Daughters: Alice. N'aue -vos y defta oublie ce que ie vow a enfignie.
Your Fathers taken by the filuer Beards, Kath. Nome ie recitera a -votu promptement, d"Hand, de
And their moft reuererid Heads dafht to the Walls : Fingre, de Maylees.
Your naked Infants fpitted vpon Pykes, Alice. De Nayles, Madame.
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, Kath. De Nay les,de Arme, de Ilbow.
Doe breake the Clouds; as did the Wiues of lewry, zAlice. Sans "vojire honeui d'Elbow.
At Herods bloody-hunting flaughter-men. Kath. Ainji de ie d* Elbow,de Nict^, & de Sin: coment ap-
What fay you ? Will you yeeld,and this auoyd? pelle voiu les pied & de roba.
Or guiltie in defence, be thus deftroy'd. Alice. Le Foot Madame, & le Count.

Enter Gouernour. Kath. Le Foot, & le Count : 0 Seignieur Dieu, il font le
Gouer, Our expectation hath this day an end : mots de Jon mau-uais corruptible grojje & impudique, & non

The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, pour le 'Dames de Honeur d^vjer : Ie ne -voudray pronouncer ce
Returnes vs, that his Powers are yet not ready, mots deuant le Seigneurs de France,pour toute le monde, fo le
To rayfe fo great a Siege : Therefore great King, Foot & le Count, neant mays, Ie recitera vn autrefoys ma lecon
We yeeld our Towne and Liues to thy foft Mercy : enfembe, d'Hand,de Fingre, de Nayles, d'Arme, d" Elbow, de
Enter our Gates, difpofe of vs and ours, Nic^, de Sin,de Foot, le Count.
For we no longer are defenfible. Alice. Bxcellent, Madame.

King. Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exeter^ Kath. C'eft aJJ'es pour -vne foyes, alons noiu a diner.
Goe you and enter Harflew ; there remaine, Bxit.
And fortifie it ftrongly 'gainft the French :
Vfe mercy to them all for vs, deare Vnckle. Enter the King of France, the Dolphin, the
The Winter comming on,and Sickneffe growing fynftabh of France, and others.
Vpon our Souldiers, we will retyre to Calls. King. 'Tis certaine he hath paft the Riuer Some.
To night in Harflew will we be your Gueft, Conji. And if he be not fought withall,my Lord,
To morrow for the March are we addreft. Let vs not Hue in France : let vs quit all,

Flourijh, and enter the Towne. And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People.
Dolph. 0 '"Dieu t'iuant: Shall a few Sprayes of vs,

Enter Katberine and an old Gentlttvoman. The emptying of our Fathers Luxurie,
Kathe. Alice, tu as ejte en Angleterre, & tu bier, farlai Our Syens,put in wllde and fauage Stock,

le Language. Spirt vp fo fuddenly into the Clouds,
Alice. En feu Madame. And ouer-looke their Grafters?
Kath. Ie te frie m'enjtgniez, il faut que ie apprend a par- 'Br/Y.Normans, but baftard Normans, Norman baftards:

len : Comient appelle "voiu le main en Anglois ? Mort du ma vie, if they march along
Alice. Le main il & appelle de Hand. Vnfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedome,To
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To buy a flobbry and a durtie Farme memnon, and a man that I loue and honour with my foule,n that nooke-ihotten He of Albion. and my heart, and my dutie, and my liue, and my liuing,
Con/2. 1>ieu de <Battailes, where haue they this mettell? and my vttermoft power. He is not, God be prayfed and

Is not their Clymate foggy, raw, and dull? bleffed, any hurt in the World, but keepes tne Bridge
On whom,as in defpight, the Sunne lookes pale, moft valiantly, with excellent difcipline. There is an aun-
Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can foJden Water, chient Lieute'nant there at the Pridge,! thinke in my very
A Drench for fur-reyn'd lades, their Early broth, confcience hee is as valiant a man as Marly Anthony, and
Decoft their cold blood to fuch valiant heat? hee is a man of no eflimation in the World, but I did fee
And Aall our quick blood,fpirited with Wine, him doe as gallant feruice.
Seeme froftie f O,for honor of our Land, Cower. What doe you call him?
Let vs not hang like roping Ifyckies Flu. Hee is call'd aunchient fiftdl.
Vpon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more froftie People Gorcer. I know him not.
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: Enter Pi/loll.
Poore we call them, in their Natiue Lords. Flu. Here is the man.

'Dolphin. By Faith and Honor, 3V/?. Captaine, I thee befeech to doe me fauours: the
Our Madames mock at vs,and plainely fay, Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well.
Our Mettell is bred out, and they will giue Flu. I, I prayfe God, and J haue merited fome loue at
Their bodyes to the Luft of Englifli Youth, his hands.
To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. Pist. Bardolph, 3 Souldier firme and found of heart,

Brit. They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, and of buxome valour , hath by cruell Fate, and giddie
And teach Lauoltas high, and fwift Carrantd's , Fortunes furious fickle Wheele,that Goddetfe blind, that
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heeles, ftands vpon the rolling reftleffe Stone.
And that we are moft lof'tie Run-awayes. Flu. By your patience, aunchient ftftoll : Fortune is

King. Where is Monday the Herald?fpeed him hence, painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to fignifie
Let him greet England with our fharpe defiance. to you, that Fortune is blinde ; and fhee is painted alfo
Vp Princes, and with fpirit of Honor edged, with a Wheele, to fignifie to you, which is the Morall of
More fharper then your Swords, high to the field : it, that fhee is turning and inconftant, and mutabilitie,
Charts De/abre(h,Higb Conftable of France, and variation : and her foot, looke you, is fixed vpon a
You Dukes of Orleance,'Burbon,and of Berry, Sphericall Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and rowles :
<AlanJon,fBral>ant,cBar,znA Burgonie, in good truth, the Poet makes a moft excellent defcripti-
laques Chat til/ion, Rambures, Vandemont, on of it : Fortune is an excellent Morall.
<Beumont, Qrand Free, RouJ/i, and Faulconbridge, Fiji. Fortune is Bardolphs foe, and frownes on him :
Lays, Left rale, Bouciquall, and Cbaraloyes, for he hath ftolne a Pax, and hanged muft a be : a damned
High Dukes,great Princes,Barons,Lords,and Kings; death : let Gallowes gape for Dogge, let Man goe free,
For your great Seats, now quit you of great fhames : and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe fuffocate : but Exeter
Barre Harry England,that fweepes through our Land hath giuen the doome of death, for Pax of little price.
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : Therefore goe fpeake, the Duke will heare thy voyce ;
Ru/h on his Hoaft,as doth the melted Snow and let not 'Bardolphs vitall thred bee cut with edge of
Vpon the Valleyes, whofe low Vaffall Seat, Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for
The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. his Life, and I will thee requite.
Goe downe vpon him,you haue Power enough, Flu. Aunchient Tiftoll, I doe partly vnderftand your
And in a Captiue Chariot, into Roan meaning.
Bring him our Prifoner. Fiji. Why then reioyce therefore.

Confi. This becomes the Great. Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to reioyce
Sorry am I his numbers are fo few, at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would defire
His Souldiers fick,and famifht in their March: the Duke to vfe his good pleafure, and put him to execu-
For I am fure,when he fhall fee our Army, tion ; for difcipline ought to be vfed.
Hee'le drop his heart into the finck of feare, Ptft. Dye,and be dam'd,and Figo for thy friend/hip.
And for atchieuement, offer vs his Ranfome. Flu. It is well.

King. Therefore Lord Conftable, haft on Montioy, Pi/1. The FiggeofSpaine. Exit.
And let him fay to England, that we fend, Flu. Very good.
To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. Gorver. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcall, I
Prince Do/pbin,you fhall ftay with vs in Roan. remember him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purfe.

Dolfh. Not fo,I doe befeech your Maieftie. Flu. He affure you, a vtt'red as praue words at the
King. Be patient,for you fliall remaine with vs. Pridge, as you fliall fee in a Summers day : but it is very

Now forth Lord Conftable,and Princes all, well: what he ha's fpoke to me, that is well I warrant you,
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. when time is ferue.

Gotver. Why 'tis a Gull, a Foole, a Rogue, that now and
Enter Captaines, Englijh and Welch, (jorver then goes to the Warres,to grace himfelfe at his returne

and Fluellen. into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier : and fuch
Gower. How now Captaine Fluellen, come you from fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names,and

the Bridge ? they will learne you by rote where Seruices were done ;
Flu. I afTiire you, there is very excellent Seruices com- at fuch and fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fuch a Con-

mitted at the Bridge. uoy : who came off brauely, who was fhot, who dif-
Cover. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? grac'd,what termes the Enemy flood on : and this they
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- conne perfidy in the phrafe of Warre ; which they tricke
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vp with new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- King. What is thy name ? I know thy qualitie.
neralls Cut, and a horride Sute of the Campe, will doe a- Mount. (JVLountioy.
mong foming Bottles, and Ale-wafht Wits, is wonder- King. Thou doo'ft thy Office fairely.Turne thee back,
full to be thought on: but you muft learne to know fuch And tell thy King, I doe not feeke him now,
(landers of the age, or elfe you may be maruelloufly mi- But could be willing to march on to Callice,
ftooke. Without impeachment : for to fay the footh,

Flu. I tell you what, Captaine Gotver: I doe perceiue Though 'tis no wifdome to confeffe fo much
hee is not the man that hee would gladly make fhew to Vnto an enemie of Craft and Vantage,
the World hee is : if I finde a hole in his Coat, I will tell My people are with ficknefle much enfeebled,
him my minde : hearke you, the King is comming, and I My numbers lefTen'd : and thofe few I haue,
muft fpeake with him from the Fridge. Almoft no better then fo many French ;

Who when they were in health,! tell thee Herald,
^Drum and Colours. Bnter the King and his I thought, vpon one payre of Englifh Legges

poore Souldiers. Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God,
Flu. God plefTe your Maieftie. That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France
King. How now Jc7ae//e«,cam'ft thou from the Bridge? Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent :
Flu. I, fo pleafe your Maieftie : The Duke of Exeter Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heere I am ;

ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Fridge ; the French is My Ranfome, is this frayle and worthleffe Trunke;
gone off, looke you, and there is gallant and moft praue My Army, but a weake and fickly Guard :
pafTages: marry, th'athuerfarie was haue pofTeffion of Yet God before, tell him we will come on,
the Fridge, but he is enforced to retyre,and the Duke of Though France hjmfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor
Exeter is Mafter of the Fridge : I can tell your Maieftie, Stand in our way. There's for thy labour
the Duke is a praue man. Goe bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe.

King. What men haue you lo([,FIue!len? If we may pafie,we will: if we be hindred,
Flu. The perdition of th'athuerfarie hath beene very We fhall your tawnie ground with your red blood

great, reafonnable greit : marry for my part,I thinke the Difcolour : and fo s^fountioy, fare you well.
Duke hath loft neuer a man, but one that is like to be exe- The fumme of all our Anfwer is but this :
cuted for robbing a Church, one ISardo/fbyif your Maie- We would not feeke a Battaile as we are,
ftie know the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, Nor as we are,we fay we will not fhun it:
and knobs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at his So tell your Mafter.
nofe, and it is like a coale of fire, fometimes plew, and i^Mount. I fhall deliuer fo : Thankes to your High-
fometimes red , but his nofe is executed, and his fire's nefie.
out. Glouc. I hope they will not come vpon vs now,

Kin^. Wee would haue all fuch offenders fo cut off: King. We are in Gods hand,Brother, not in theirs:
and we giue exprelTe charge,that in our Marches through March to the Bridge, it now drawes toward night,
the Countrey, there be nothing compell'd from the Vil- Beyond the Riuer wee'le encampe our felues,
lages; nothing taken, but pay'd for : none of the French And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt.
vpbrayded or abufed in difdainefull Language; for when
Leuitie and Crueltie play for a Kingdome , the gentler Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Ramburs,
Gamefter is the fooneft winner. Qrleance, Dolphin, with others.

Tucket. Enter Mountioy. Conft. Tut , I haue the beft Armour of the World :

Mountioy. You know me by my habit. would it were day.
King. Well then, I know thee : what fhall I know of Orhance. You haue an excellent Armour : but let my

thee ? Horfe haue his due.

Mountioy. My Mafters mind. Conft. It is the beft Horfe of Europe.
King. Vnfold it. Orhance. Will it neuer be Morning f
Mountioy. Thus fayes my King : Say thou to Harry Doiph.My Lord of Orleance,and my Lord High Con-

of England, Though we feem'd dead, we did but fleepe: ftable,you talke of Horfe and Armour?
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhneffe. Tell him, Orhance. You are as well prouided of both, as any
wee could haue rebuk'd him at Harflewe, but that wee Prince in the World.
thought not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full Dolpb, What a long Night is this ? I will not change
ripe. Now wee fpeake vpon our Q^and our voyce is im- my Horfe with any that treades but on foure poftures :
periall : England fhall repent his folly, fee his weake- ch'ha : he bounds from the Earth,as if his entrayles were
neffe, and admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore con- hayres : le Cheual volatile, the Pegafus, ches les narines de
fider of his ranfome, which muft proportion the lofTes we /ea.When I beftryde him, I foare,! am a Hawke: he trots
haue borne, the fubie&s we haue loft, the difgrace we the ayre : the Earth fings, when he touches it : the bafeft
haue digefted ; which in weight to re-anfwer, his petti- home of his hoofe , is more Muficall then the Pipe of
nefTe would bow vnder. For our lofTes, his Exchequer is Hermes.
too poore ; for th'effufion of our bloud, the Mufter of his Orhance. Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg.
Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our difgrace, his Dolpb. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft
owne perfon kneeling at our feet, but a weake and worth- for Perfeus : hee is pure Ayre and Fire ; and the dull Ele-
JefTe fatisfadrion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for ments of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him, but on-
conclufion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofe con- ly in patient ftillnefie while his Rider mounts him : hee
demnation is pronounc't : So farre my King and Mafter; is indeede a Horfe, and all other lades you may call
fo much my Office. Beafts.

i Const. In-
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Conft. Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and ex- Ramb. He longs to eate the Englifh.

cellent Horfe. Conft. I thinke he will eate all he kills.
Dolpb. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like Orleance. By the white Hand of my Lady, hee's a gal-

the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces lant Prince.
Homage. Conft. Sweare by her Foot, that fhe may tread out the

Orleance. No more Coufm. Oath.
Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from Orleance. He is fimply the moft aftiue Gentleman of

the rifing of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe, France.
varie deferued prayfe on my Palfray : it is a Theame as Conft. Doing is actiuitie, and he will ftill be doing.
fluent as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues, Orleance. He neuer did harme, that I heard of.
and my Horfe is argument for them all : 'tis a fubiedl Conft. Nor will doe none to morrow: hee will keepe
for a Soueraigne to reafon on, and for a Soueraignes So- that good name ftill.
ueraigne to ride on : And for the World, familiar to vs, Orleance. I know him to be valiant.
and vnknowne , to lay apart their particular Functions, Conft. I was told that, by one that knowes him better
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, then you.
and began thus, Wonder of Nature. Orleance. What's hee ?

Orleance. I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- Qonft. Marry hee told me fo himfelfe,and hee fayd hee
ftrefle. car'd not who knew it.

Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd Orleance. Hee needes not, it is no hidden vertue in
to my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miftrefle. him.

Orleance. Your Miftrefle beares well. ConH. By my faith Sir, but it is : neuer any body faw
Dolpb. Me well,which is the prefcript prayfe and per- it,but his Lacquey: 'tis a hooded valour, and when it

fection of a good and particular Miftrefle. appeares, it will bate.
Conft. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftrefle Orleance. Ill will neuer fayd well.

fhrewdly fhooke your back. Conft. I will' cap that Prouerbe with, There is flatterie
Dolfh. So perhaps did yours. in friendfhip.
Conft. Mine was not bridled. Orleance. And I will take vp that with,Giue the Deuill
Dolfh. O then belike /he was old and gentle, and you his due.

rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hofe off,and in Conft. Well plac't : there ftands your friend for the
your ftrait StrofTers. Deuill : haue at the very eye of that Prouerbe with , A

C°"ft- You haue good Judgement in Horfeman- Pox of the Deuill.
fhip. Orleance. You are the better at Prouerbs,by how much

Dolfh. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride fo, and a Fooles Bolt is foone /hot.
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs : I had rather haue Conft. You haue fhot ouer.
my Horfe to my Miftrefle. Orleance. 'Tis not the firft time you were ouer-fhot.

Conft. I had as Hue haue my Miftrefle a lade.
Dolph. I tell thee Conftable, my Miftrefle weares his Enter a Meffenger.

owne hayre.
Conft. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I had a MejJ. My Lord high Conftable, the Englifh lye within

Sow to my Miftrefle. fifteene hundred paces of your Tents.
Dolph. Le Men eft retourne a Jon propre f-emijfement eft Conft. Who hath meafur'd the ground ?

la leuye lauee au bourbier:thou mak'ft vfe of any thing. Me/. The Lord Qr and free.
Conft. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftrefle, Conft. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would

or any fuch Prouerbe,fo little kin to the purpofe. it were day? Alas poore Harry of England : hee longs
Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in not for the Dawning, as wee doe.

your Tent to night, are thofe Starres or Sunnes vpon it? Orleance. What a wretched and peeuifh fellow is this
Coujl. Starres my Lord. King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers
Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. fo farre out of his knowledge.
Conft. And yet my Sky {hall not want. Conft. If the Englifh had any apprehenfion , they
Dolph. That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- would runne away,

oufly, and 'twere more honor fome were away. Orleance. That they lack : for if their heads had any in-
Conft. Eu'n as your Horfe beares your prayfes, who telleftuall Armour, they could neuer weare fuch heauie

would trot as well, were fome of your bragges difmoun- Head-pieces.
ted. Ramb. That Hand of England breedes very valiant

Dolfh. Would I were able to loade him with his de- Creatures ; their Maftiffes are of vnmatchable cou-
fert. Will it neuer be day? I will trot to morrow a mile, rage,
and my way fhall be paued with Englifh Faces. Orleance. Foolifh Curres, that runne winking into

Conft. I will not fay fo, for feare I ihould be fac't out the mouth of a Ruffian Beare, and haue their heads crufht
of my way : but I would it were morning, for I would like rotten Apples : you may as well fay, that's a valiant
faine be about the eares of the Englifh. Flea , that dare eate his breakefaft on the Lippe of a

Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with me for twentie Lyon.
Prifoners ? Conft. luft, iuft : and the men doe fympathize with

Conft. You muft firft goe your felfe to hazard,ere you the Maftiffes , in robuftious and rough comming on,
haue them. leauing their Wits with their Wiues : and then giue

Dolpb. 'Tis Mid-night, lie goe arme my felfe. Exit. them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steele; they
Orleance.The Dolphin longs for morning. will eate like Wolues,and fight like Deuils.

Orleance. I,
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Orleance. I, but thefe Englifh are fhrowdly out of The Name of Agincourt : Yet fit and fee,

Beefe. Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries bee.
ConH. Then fhall we finde to morrow, they haue only Exit.

ftomackes to eate, and none to fight. Now is it time to
arme : come,fhall we about it ? Enter the King^Eedford^and Gloucefter.

Orleance. It is now two a Clock: but let me fee, by ten
Wee fhall haue each a hundred Englifh men. Exeunt. King. G/o/?er,'tis true that we are in great danger,

The greater therefore fhould our Courage be.
God morrow Brother Bedford : God Almightie,
There is fome foule of goodneffe in things euill,

Tertius. Would men obferuingly diftill it out.
For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirrers,
Which is both healthful!, and good husbandry.
Befides,they are our outward Confciences,

Chorus. And Preachers to vs all; admonifhing,
Now entertaine coniec'ture of a time, That we fhould drefTe vs fairely for our end.
When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed,
Fills the wide Veffell of the Vniuerfe. And make a Morall of the Diuell himfelfe.

From Camp to Camp, through the foule Womb of Night Enter Erpingham.
The Humme of eyther Army ftilly founds ; Good morrow old Sir Thomas Srpingham :
That the fixt Centinels almoft receiue A good foft Pillow for that good white Head,
The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch. Were better then a churlifh turfe of France.
Fire anfwers fire,and through their paly flames Erping. Not fo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better,
Each Battaile fees the others vmber'd face. Since I may fay, now lye I like a King.
Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftfull Neighs King. 'Tis good for men to loue their prefent paines,
Piercing the Nights dull Eare : and from the Tents, Vpon example,fo the Spirit is eafed :
The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights, And when the Mind is quickned,out of doubt
With bufie Hammers clofing Riuets vp, The Organs,though defundl and dead before,
Giue dreadfull note of preparation. Breake vp their drowfie Graue,and newly moue
The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: With cafted Hough,and frefh legeritie.
And the third howre of drowfie Morning nam'd, Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas : Brothers both,
Prowd of their Numbers, and fecure in Soule, Commend me to the Princes in our Campe;
The confident and ouer-luftie French, Doe my good morrow to them,and anon
Doe the low-rated Englifh play at Dice; Defire them all to my Pauillion.
And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, Glofter. We fhall, my Liege.
Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe Erping. Shall I attend your Grace?
So tedioufly away. The poore condemned Englifh, King. No,my good Knight:
Like Sacrifices, by their watchfull Fires Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England :
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate I and my Bofome muft debate a while,
The Mornings danger : and their gefture fad, And then I would no other company.
Inuefting lanke-leane Cheekes,and Warre-worne Coats, Erping. The Lord in Heauen blefie thee , Noble

Prefented them vnto the gazing Moone Harry. Exeunt.
So many horride Ghofts. O now, who will behold King. God a mercy old Heart , thou fpeak'ft cheare-
The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band fully. Enter Piftoll.
Walking from Watch to Watch,from Tent to Tent; Pift. Che-vow la f
Let him cry,Prayfe and Glory on his head : King. A friend.
For forth he goes,and vifits all his Hoaft, Pift. Difcuffe vnto me , art thou Officer, or art thou
Bids them good morrow with a modeft Smyle, bafe, common, and popular ?
And calls them Brothers,Friends,and Countreymen. King. I am a Gentleman of a Company.
Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, Tift. Trayl'ft thou the puiffant Pyke ?
How dread an Army hath enrounded him ; King. Euen fo: what are you?
Nor doth he dedicate one iot of Colour Pift. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor.
Vnto the wearie and all-watched Night: King. Then you are a better then the King.
But frefhly lookes,and ouer-beares Attaint, Pift. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a
With chearefull femblance,and fweet Maieftie : Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift
That euery Wretch, pining and pale before, moft valiant : I kiffe his durtie fhooe , and from heart-

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Lookes. ftring I loue the louely Bully. What is thy Name ?
A Largeffe vniuerfall, like the Sunne, King. Harry le Roy.
His liberall Eye doth giue to euery one, Tift.Le Roy? a Cornifh Name: art thou of Cornifh Crew?
Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all King. No, I am a Welchman.
Behold,as may vnworthineffe define. Pift. Know'ft thou Fluellen ?
A little touch of Harry in the Night, King. Yes.
And fo our Scene muft to the Battaile flye : Tift. Tell him He knock his Leeke about his Pate vpon
Where, O for pitty,we fhall much difgrace, S. ̂ Bamts day.
With foure or fiue moft vile and ragged royles, King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe
(Right ill difpos'd, in brawle ridiculous) that day, leaft he knock that about yours.
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5V/?. Art thou his friend ? King : I thinke hee would not wifh himfelfe any where,
King. And his Kinfman too. but where hee is.
Pi/I. The Figo for thee then. 'Sates. Then I would he were here alone; fo mould he be
King. I thanke you: God be with you. fure to be ranfomed,and a many poore mens liues faued.
Plft. My name is Pittol call'd. Exit. King. I dare fay, you loue him not fo ill, to wifh him
King. It forts well with your fierceneffe. here alone : howfoeuer you fpeake this to feele other

Manet King. mens minds, me thinks I could not dye any where fo con-
tented, as in the Kings company; his Caufe being iuft, and

Enter Fluellen and Gotver. his Quarrell honorable.
Cotter. Captaine Fluellen. Williams. That's more then we know.
Flu. 'So, in the Name of lefu Chrift, fpeake fewer : it 'Bates. I, or more then wee mould feeke after; for wee

is the greateft admiration in the vniuerfall World , when know enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subjects :
the true and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the if his Caufe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipes
Warres is not kept : if you would take the paines but to the Cryme of it out of vs.
examine the Warres of Pomfey the Great,you fhall finde, Williams. But if the Caufe be not good, the King him'
I warrant you,that there is no tiddle tadle nor pibble ba- felfe hath a heauie Reckoning to make , when all thofe

ble in fomfeyes Campe : I warrant you, you fhall finde Legges, and Armes, and Heads, chopt off in a Battaile,
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it, and mail ioyne together at the latter day,and cry all, Wee dy-
the Formes of it,and the Sobrietie of it,and the Modeftie ed at fuch a place, fome fwearing, fome crying for a Sur-
of it, to be otherwife. gean ; fome vpon their Wiues, left poore behind them ;

Cower. Why the Enemie is lowd, you heare him all fome vpon the Debts they owe, fome vpon their Children
Night. rawly left : I am afear'd, there are few dye well, that dye

Flu. If the Enemie is an AfTe and a Foole, and a pra- in a Battaile : for how can they charitably difpofe of any
ting Coxcombe ; is it meet, thinke you, that wee mould thing, when Blood is their argument? Now, if thefe men
alfo, looke you, be an AfTe and a Foole, and a prating Cox- doe not dye well, it will be a black matter for the King,
combe,in your owne confcience now? that led them to it ; who to difobey, were againft all pro-

GCTP. I will fpeake lower. portion of fubieclion.
Flu. I pray you, and befeech you, that you will. Exit. King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father fent about
King. Though it appeare a little out of fafhion, Merchandize, doe finfully mifcarry vpon the Sea; the im-

There is much care and valour in this Welchman. putation of his wickedneffe, by your rule, mould be im-
pofed vpon his Father that fent him : or if a Seruant, vn-

Enter three Seuldiers,Iohn 'Bates, Alexander Court, der his Mafters command, tranfporting a fumme of Mo-
and Michael Williams. ney, be aflayled by Robbers,and dye in many irreconcil'd

Iniquities ; you may call the bufineffe of the Mafter the
Court. Brother lohn Bates , is not that the Morning author of the Seruants damnation : but this is not fo :

which breakes yonder ? The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endings
'Bates. I thinke it be : but wee haue no great caufe to of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Mafter

defire the approach of day. of his Seruant ; for they purpofe not their death , when

Williams. Wee fee yonder the beginning of the day, they purpofe their feruices. Befides,there is no King, be
but I thinke wee fhall neuer fee the end of it. Who goes his Caufe neuer fo fpotleffe, if it come to the arbitre-
there ? ment of Swords, can trye it out with all vnfpotted Soul-

King. A Friend. diers : fome ( peraduenture ) haue on them the guilt of
Williams. Vnder what Captaine ferue you f premeditated and contriued Murther ; fome, of begui-
King. Vnder Sir lohn Erpingham. ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Periurie ; fome,
Williams. A good old Commander, and a moft kinde making the Warres their Bulwarke,that haue before go-

Gentleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our eftare ? red the gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe-
King. Euen as men wrackt vpon a Sand, that looke to rie. Now, if thefe men haue defeated the Law, and out-

be wafht off the next Tyde. runne Natiue punimment ; though they can out-ftrip
Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King? men, they haue no wings to flye from God. Warre is
King. No : nor it is not meet he mould : for though I his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : fo that here men

fpeake it to you, I thinke the King is but a man, as I am : are punifht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes, in
the Violet fmells to him, as it doth to me ; the Element now the Kings Qu_arrell : where they feared the death,
fhewes to him, as it doth to me ; all his Sences haue but they haue borne life away ; and where they would bee
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- fafe, they periih. Then if they dye vnprouided,no more
kedneffe he appeares but a man ; and though his aftedi- is the King guiltie of their damnation, then hee was be-
ons are higher mounted then ours, yet when they ftoupe, fore guiltie of thofe Impieties , for the which they are
they ftoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he fees now vifited. Euery Subiedls Dutie is the Kings , but
reafon of feares,as we doe ; his feares, out of doubt, be of euery Subiecls Soule is his owne. Therefore fhould
the fame rellifh as ours are : yet in reafon, no man mould euery Souldier in the Warres doe as euery ficke man in
poffeffe him with any appearance of feare ; leaft hee, by his Bed, wafh euery Moth out of his Confcience : and
fhewing it, fhould dis-hearten his Army. dying fo, Death is to him aduantage ; or not dying,

Bates. He may mew what outward courage he will : the time was blefTedly loft, wherein fuch preparation was
but I beleeue,as cold a Night as'tis, hee could wifh him- gayned : and in him that efcapes, it were not fmne to
felfe in Thames vp to the Neck; and fo I would he were, thinke, that making God fo free an offer,he let him out-
and I by him, at all aduentures,fo we were quit here. liue that day, to fee his GreatnefTe , and to teach others

King. By my troth,! will fpeake my confcience of the how they fhould prepare.
mil. 'Tis

420



The Life of Henry theFift.
Will. 'Tis certaine,euery man that dyes ill, the ill vpon What drink'ft thou oft,in ftead of Homage fweet,

his owne head, the King is not to anfwer it. But poyfon'd flatterie ? O, be fick, great Greatnefle,
'Bates. I doe not defire hee fhould anfwer for me, and And bid thy Ceremonie giue thee cure.

yet I determine to fight luftily for him. Thinks thou the fierie Feuer will goe out
King. I my felfe heard the King fay he would not be With Titles blowne from Adulation ?

ranfom'd. Will it giue place to flexure and low bending ?
Will. I, hee faid fo, to make vs fight chearefully : but Canft thou, when thou command'ft the beggers knee,

when our throats are cut, hee may be ranfom'd, and wee Command the health of it ? No, thou prowd Dreame,
ne're the wifer. That play'ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Repofe.

King. If I liue to fee it, I will neuer truft his word af- I am a King that find thee : and I know,
ter. 'Tis not the Balme,the Scepter, and the Ball,

Will. You pay him then : that's a perillous /hot out The Sword, the Mafe,the Crowne Imperial!,
of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a priuate difpleafure The enter-tifTued Robe of Gold and Pearle,
can doe againft a Monarch : you may as well goe about The farfed Title running 'fore the King,
to turne the Sunne to yce,with fanning in his face with a The Throne he fits on : nor the Tyde of Pompe,
Peacocks feather : You'le neuer truft his word after ; That beates vpon the high fhore of this World :
come, 'tis a foolifti faying, No, not all thefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonie ;

King. Your reproofe is fomething too round,! fhould Not all thefe, lay'd in Bed Maiefticall,
be angry with you, if the time were conuenient. Can fleepe fo foundly,as the wretched Slaue:

Will. Let it bee a Quarrell betweene vs , if you Who with a body fill'd,and vacant mind,
liue. Gets him to reft,cram'd with diftreifefull bread,

King. I embrace it. Neuer fees horride Night, the Child of Hell :
Will. How fhall I know thee againe ? But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set,
King. Giue me any Gage of thine, and I will weare it Sweates in the eye of Pbebus ; and all Night

in my Bonnet : Then if euer thou dar'ft acknowledge it, Sleepes in Slixium : next day after dawne,
I will make it my Quarrell. Doth rife and helpe Hiferio to his Horfe,

Will. Heere's my Gloue : Giue mee another of And followes fo the euer^running yeere
thine. With profitable labour to his Graue:

King. There. And but for Ceremonie,fuch a Wretch,
Will. This will I alfo weare in my Cap : if euer thou Winding vp Dayes with toyle, and Nights with fleepe,

come to me, and fay,after to morrow, This is my Gloue, Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King.
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the eare. The Slaue,a Member of the Countreyes peace,

King. If euer I liue to fee it,I will challenge it. Enioyes it; but in grofle braine little wots,
Will. Thou dar'ft as well be hang'd. What watch the King keepes,to maintaine the peace;
King. Well, I will doe it, though I take thee in the Whofe howres,the Pefant beft aduantages.

Kings companie.
Will. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. Enter Brpingbam.
'Bates. Be friends you Englifh fooles, be friends, wee Erf. My Lord, your Nobles iealous of your abfence,

haue French Quarrels enow,if you could tell how to rec- Seeke through your Campe to find you.
kon. Exit Soutdiers. King. Good old Knight,collect them all together

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French At my Tent: He be before thee.
Crownes to one, they will beat vs, for they beare them Erf. I fhall doo't, my Lord. Exit.
on their fhoulders : but it is no Englifh Treafon to cut Kin%. O God of Battailes, fteele my Soultliers hearts,
French Crownes, and to morrow the King himfelfe will Poflefle them not with feare: Take from them now
be a Clipper. The fence of reckning of th'oppofed numbers:
Vpon the King,let vs our Liues,our Soules, Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord,
Our Debts,our carefull Wiues, O not to day, thinke not vpon the fault
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: My Father made,in comparing the Crowne.
We muft beare all. I Richards body haue interred new,
O hard Condition, Twin-borne with GreatnefTe, And on it haue beftowed more contrite teares,
Subiect to the breath of euery foole, whofe fence Then from it ifTued forced drops of blood.
No more can feele, but his owne wringing. Fiue hundred poore I haue in yeerely pay,
What infinite hearts-eafe muft Kings neglect, Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold vp
That priuate men enioy f Toward Heauen,to pardon blood:
And what haue Kings,that Priuates haue not too, And I haue built two Chauntries,
Saue Ceremonie, faue generall Ceremonie ? Where the fad and folemne Priefts fing ftill
And what art thou, thou Idoll Ceremonie ? For Richards Soule. More will I doe :
What kind of God art thou? that fuffer'ft more Though all that I can doe, is nothing worth j
Of mortal! griefes, then doe thy worfhippers. Since that my Penitence comes after all,
What are thy Rents? what are thy Commings in ? Imploring pardon.
O Ceremonie, fhew me but thy worth. Enter Qkucejter.
What ? is thy Soule of Odoration ? Gloue. My Liege.
Art thou ought elfe but Place, Degree,and Forme, King. My Brother Gloucefters voyce ? I:
Creating awe and feare in other men ? I know thy errand, I will goe with thee :
Wherein thou art lefie happy, being fear'd, The day, my friend, and all things ftay for me.
Then they in fearing. Exeunt.

\ i Enter
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Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, and And giue their farting Horfes Prouender,

'Beaumont. And after fight with them ?
Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my Conft. I ftay but for my Guard : on

Lords. To the field,! will the Banner from a Trumpet take,
T>otph. Monte Cheual: My Horfe, Verlot Lacquay : And vfe it for my hafte. Come,come away,

Ha. The Sunne is high,and we out-weare the day. Exeunt.
Orleance. Oh braue Spirit.
Dclpb. Via les ewes & terre. Enter Gloucefter, 'Bedford, Exeter, Srpingbam
Orleance. Rien puts le air & feu. "ceitb all bis Hoaft : Salisbury, and
'Dclpb. Cein, Coufin Orleance. Enter Conftable. Weftmerland.

Now my Lord Conftable? Glouc. Where is the King ?
Conft. Hearke how our Steedes, for prefent Seruice Bedf. The King himfelfe is rode to view their Bat-

neigh. taile.
Dolpb. Mount them,and make incifion in their Hides, Weft. Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thou-

That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes, fand.
And doubt them with fuperfluous courage : ha. Sxe. There's flue to one,befides they all are frefh.
^Jaw.What,wil you haue them weep our Horfes blood? SaKb.Gods Arme ftrike with vs,'tis a fearefull oddes.

How fhall we then behold their naturall teares? God buy' you Princes all ; He to my Charge:
Enter <^MeJJenger. If we no more meet, till we meet in Heauen ;

eMejfing. The Englifh are embattaiFd, you French Then ioyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford,
Peeres. My deare Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord Exeter,
Conft. To Horfe you gallant Princes, ftraight to Horfe. And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all,adieu.

Doe but behold yond poore and ftarued Band, Bedf.Farwell good Salisbury,& good luck go with thee:
And your faire (hew fhall fuck away their Sonles, And yet I doe thee wrong, to mind thee of it,
Leauing them but the /hales and huskes of men. For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour.
There is not worke enough for all our hands, Exe. Farwell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day.
Scarce blood enough in all their fickly Veines, Bedf. He is as full of Valour as of Kindneffe,
To giue each naked Curtleax a ftayne, Princely in both.
That our French Gallants fhall to day draw out, Snter the King.
And fheath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow on them, Weft. O that we now had here
The vapour of our Valour will o're-lurne them. But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England,
'Tis pofitiue againft all exceptions, Lords, That doe no worke to day.
That our fuperfluous Lacquies,and our Pefants, King. What's he that wifhes fo ?
Who in vnneceffarie action fwarme My Coufin Weftmerland. No, my faire Coufin :
About our Squares of Battaile, were enow If we are markt to dye, we are enow
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe ; To doe our Countrey loffe : and if to Hue,
Though we vpon this Mountaines Bafis by, The fewer men, the greater fhare of honour.
Tooke ftand for idle fpeculation : Gods will, I pray thee wifh not one man more.
But that our Honours muft not. What's to fay <? By loue, I am not couetous for Gold,
A very little little let vs doe, Nor care I who doth feed vpon my coft :
And all is done : then let the Trumpets found It yernes me not, if men my Garments weare ;
The Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount: Such outward things dwell not in my defires.
For our approach fhall fo much dare the field, But if it be a finne to couet Honor,
That England fhall couch downe in feare,and yeeld. I am the moft offending Soule aliue.

Enter Graundpree. No 'faith, my Couze,wifh not a man from England :
Grandpree.'Vfhy do you ftay fo long, my Lords of France? Gods peace, I would not loofe fo great an Honor,
Yond Hand Carrions, defperate of their bones, As one man more me thinkes would fhare from me,
Ill-fauoredly become the Morning field: For the beft hope I haue. O, doe not wifh one more :
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let loofe, Rather proclaime it (Weftmerland} through my Hoaft,
And our Ayre fhakes them paffing fcornefully. That he which hath no ftomack to this fight,
Bigge cTttars feemes banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoaft, Let him depart, his Pafport fhall be made,
And faintly through a ruftie Beuer peepes. And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfe :
The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, We would not dye in that mans companie,
With Torch-ftaues in their hand: and their poore lades That feares his fellow/hip, to dye with vs.
Lob downe their heads, dropping the hides and hips : This day is call'd the Feaft of Crijfian :
The gumme downe roping from their pale-dead eyes, He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home,
And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bitt Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named,
Lyes foule with chaw'd-graffe,ftill and motionleffe. And rowfe him at the Name of Crljpian.
And their executors, the knauifh Crowes, He that fhill fee this day, and Hue old age,
Flye o're them all,impatient for their howre. Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his neighbours,
Defcription cannot fute it felfe in words, And fay, to morrow is Saint Qrijpian.
To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battaile, Then will he ftrip his fleeue,and fhew his skarres :
In life fo liueleiTe,as it fhewes it felfe. Old men forget ; yet all fhall be forgot :

Conft. They haue faid their prayers, But hee'le remember, with aduantages,
And they ftay for death. What feats he did that day. Then fhall our Names,
Dolpb.Shall we goe fend them Dinners,and frefh Sutes, Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words,

Harry
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Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, And time hath worne vs into flouenrie.
Warwic\_ and Ta/bot, Salisbury and (jrlouce/ler, But by the MafTe,our hearts are in the trim :
Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred. And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night,
This ftory fhall the good man teach his fonne : They'le be in frefher Robes,or they will pluck
And Crijpine Crijpian fhall ne're goe by, The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers heads,
From this day to the ending of the World, And turne them out of feruice. If they doe this,
But we in it fhall be remembred ; As if God pleafe, they fhall; my Ranfome then
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers: Will foone be leuyed.
For he to day that fheds his blood with me, Herauld,faue thou thy labour :
Shall be my brother: be he ne're fo vile, Come thou no more for Ranfome,gentle Herauld,
This day fhall gentle his Condition. They fhall haue none, I fweare,but thefe my ioynts:
And Gentlemen in England, now a bed, Which if they haue,as I will leaue vm them,
Shall thinke themfelues accurft they were not here; Shall yeeld them little,tell the Conftable.
And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any fpeakes, 'Mont. I fhall,King Harry. And fo fare thee well:
That fought with vs vpon Saint Cri/pines day. Thou neuer fhalt heare Herauld any more. Exit.

Enter Salisbury. King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a
Sal. My Soueraign Lord,beftow your felfe with fpeed: Ranfome.

The French are brauely in their battailes fet, Enter Tor{e.
And will with all expedience charge on vs. TTorl^e. My Lord,moft humbly on my knee I begge

King. All things are ready, if our minds be fo. The leading of the Vaward.
Weft. Perifh theman,whofe mind is backward now. King. Take it, braue Tor^e.
King. Thou do'ft not wifh more helpe from England, Now Souldiers march away,

Couze ? And how thou pleafeft God,difpofe the day. Exeunt.
Weft. Gods will,my Liege, would you and I alone,

Without more helpe, could fight this Royall battaile. j41arum. Excursions.
Ki/ig.Why now thou haft vnwifht fiue thoufand men: Enter Piftoll, French Souldier, Boy.

Which likes me better, then to wifh vs one. P'ift. Yeeld Curre.
You know your places : God be with you all. French. le penje que -vous ejles le Gentilhome de ban qua-

litee.

Tucket. Enter Monday. Pift. gualtitie calmie cufture me. Art thou a Gentle-
Mont. Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, man ? What is thy Name ? difcufle.

If for thy Ranfome thou wilt now compound, French. 0 Seigneur Dieu.
Before thy moft allured Ouerthrow: Fiji. O Signieur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman : per-
For certainly, thou art fo neere the Gulfe, pend my words O Signieur Dewe,and marke: O Signieur
Thou needs muft be englutted. Befides, in mercy Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur
The Conftable defires thee, thou wilt mind thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome.
Thy followers of Repentance ; that their Soules French. 0 prennes mijerecordie aye pitex de mcy.
May make a peaceful! and a iweet retyre Tift. Moy fhall not ferue, I will haue fortie Moyes: for
From oft" theie fields:where(wretches)their poore bodies I will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of
Muft lye and fefter. Crimfon blood.

King. Who hath fent thee now ? French. Eft il impojible d'ejchapper le farce de ton Ircu.
Mont. The Conftable of France. Pift. BrafTe, Curre?thou damned and luxurious Moun-
King. I pray thee beare my former Anfwer back : taine Goat, offer'ft me BrafTe ?

Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. French. 0 perdonne moy.
Good God, why fhould they mock poore fellowes thus ? Pift. Say'ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ?
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin Come hither boy,aske me this flaue in French what is his
While the beaft liu'd,was kill'd with hunting him. Name.
A many of our bodyes fhall no doubt 'Boy. Efcoute comment eftes vow appelle?
Find Natiue Graues: vpon the which,! truft French. Mounjieur le Fer.
Shall witnefle liue in BrafTe of this dayes worke. 'Boy. He fayes his Name is M.Fer.
And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, Pift. M.Fer : He fer him,and fjrke him,and ferrethim:
Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghills, difcufie the fame in French vnto him.
They fhall be fam'd : for there the Sun fhall greet them, 'Boy. I doe not know the French for fer, and ferret, and
And draw their honors reeking vp to Heauen, firke.
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, fift. Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat.
The fmell whereof fhall breed a Plague in France. French. S^ue dit il Mounjieur ?
Marke then abounding valour in our English : 'Boy. II me commands a -vcu5 dire que -uous faite vcui
That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, preft, car ceJoldat icy efl dijpofee tout afture de couppes -voftre
Breake out into a fecond courfe of mifchiefe, gorge.
Killing in relapfe of Mortalitie. Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pefant, vnleffe
Let me fpeake prowdly : Tell the Conftable, thou giue me Crownes, braue Crownes; or mangled fhalt
We are but Warriors for the working day : thou be by this my Sword.
Our GaynefTe and our Gilt are all befmyrcht French. 0 le -vous fupplie pour I'amour de ''Dieu: ma par-
With raynie Marching in the painefull field. dontier, lefuis le Gentilhome de ban maifon,garde wa 'vie, & le
There's not a piece of feather in our Hoaft: "VOM donneray deux cent efcui.
Good argument(I hope)we will not flye : Pift. What are his words "?

Boy. He
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Boy, He prayes you to faue his life, he is a Gentleman King.Liues he good Vnckle : thrice within this houre

of a good houfe, and for his ranfom he will giue you two I faw him downe ; thrice vp againe, and fighting,
hundred Crownes. From Helmet to the fpurre, all blood he was.

Pifl. Tell him my fury fliall abate, and I the Crownes Exe. In which array (braue Soldier) doth he lye,
will take. Larding the plaine : and by his bloody fide,

Fren.fetit t&fonfieur que dit ilf (Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds)
Boy. Encore qu'il et contra Jon Iurement,de pardonner au- The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes.

cune prifonner: neant-mons pour les ejcues que vous layt a pro- Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all hagled ouer
mets,il eft content a voui donna, le liberte le franchijement. Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped,

Fre. Sur mes penoux le i>oiu donnes milles remercious. ete> And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gaflies
le me ejlime heurex que le intombe Centre les main, d'-vn Che- That bloodily did yawne vpon his face.
ualier le peufe le pltu braue 'valiant et tres diftinie Jignieur He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffolke,
d'Angleterre. My foule fhall thine keepe company to heauen :

Pift. Expound vnto me boy. Tarry (fweet foule) for mine, then fiye a-breft :
Boy. He giues you vpon his knees a thoufand thanks, As in this glorious and well-foughten field

and he efteemes himfelfe happy, that he hath falne into We kept together in our Chiualrie.
the hands of one (as he thinkes) the moft braue, valorous Vpon thefe words I came, and cheer'd him vp,
and thrice-worthy figneur of England. He fmil'd me in the face, raught me his hand,

Fiji. As I fucke blood, I will fome mercy ffiew. Fol- And with a feeble gripe, fayes : Deere my Lord,
low mee. Commend my feruice to my Soueraigne,

'"Boy. Saaue "voiu le grand CapitaineJ So did he turne, and ouer Suffblkes necke
I did neuer know fo full a voyce ifTue from fo emptie a He threw his wounded arme, and kift his lippes,
heart : but the faying is true, The empty veffel makes the And fo efpous'd to death, with blood he feal'd
greateft found, ̂Bardolfe and Nym had tenne times more A Teftament of Noble-ending-loue :
valour, then this roaring diuell i'th olde play, that euerie The prettie and fweet manner of it forc'd
one may payre his nayles with a woodden dagger, and Thofe waters from me, which I would haue ftop'd,
they are both hang'd, and fo would this be, if hee durft But I had not fo much of man in mee,
fteale any thing aduenturoufly. I muft ftay with the And all my mother came into mine eyes,
Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might And gaue me vp to teares.
haue a good pray of vs, if he knew of it, for there is none King. I blame you not,
to guard it but boyes. Exit. For hearing this, I muft perforce compound

With mixtfull eyes, or they will iiTue to. Alarum
Snter Conftable , Orleance, Burbon , Dolphin, But hearke, what new alarum is this fame ?

and Ramburs. The French haue re-enforc'd their fcatter'd men :
Then euery fouldiour kill his Prifoners,

Con. 0 Diable. Giue the word through. Exit
Or I. 0 Jigueur le tour et perdia, toute et per die.
Dol. cTtfor Dieu ma -vie, all is confounded all,

Reproach, and euerlafting fhame
Sits mocking in our Plumes. AJbort Alarum. Quartus.
0 mej'chante Fortune, do not runne away.

Con. Why all our rankes are broke.
Dol, O perdurable fhame, let's ftab our felues : Enter Fluellen and Gower.

Be thefe the wretches that we plaid at dice for ?
Orl. Is this the King we fent too, for his ranfome ? Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, 'Tis expreffely
1B«>-. Shame, and eternall /hame, nothing but fliame, againft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece of knaue-

Let vs dye in once more backe againe, ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Confcience
And he that will not follow Burbon now, now, is it not?
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand Gon>. Tis certaine, there's not a boy left aliue, and the
Like a bafe Pander hold the Chamber doore, Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne from the battaile ha' done
Whilft a bafe flaue, no gentler then my dogge, this flaughter : befides they haue burned and carried a-
His fairer}, daughter is contaminated. way all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the King

Can. Diforder that hath fpoyl'd vs, friend vs now, moft worthily hath caus'd euery foldiour to cut his pri-
Let vs on heapes go offer vp our liues. foners throat. O 'tis a gallant King.

Orl. We are enow yet liuing in the Field, Flu. I, hee was pome at Monmouth Captaine Gower :
To fmother vp the Engliih in our throngs, What call you the Townes name where Alexander the
If any order might be thought vpon. pig was borne ?

^ur. The diuell take Order now, He to the throng; GOTV. Alexander the Great.
Let life be Ihort, elfe fhame will be too long. Exit, Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or

the grear, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani-
Alarum, Enter the King and his trayne, mous, are all one reckonings,faue the phrafe is a litle va-

with Prisoners. riations.
Cover. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne in

haue we done, thrice-valiant Countrimen, fMacedon, his Father was called Phillip of Macedon, as I
But all's not done, yet keepe the French the field. take it.

Bxe. The D. of York commends him to your Maiefty Flu. I thinke it is in Macedon where ̂Alexander is
porne.
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porne : I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of Kin. I tell thee truly Herald,
the Orld, I warrant you fall finde in the comparifons be- I know not if the day be ours or no,
tweene c^facedon & Monmoutb, that the fituations looke For yet a many of your horfemen peere,
you, is both alike. There is a Riuer \ncWTacedon,&c there And gallop ore the field.
is alfo moreouer a Riuer at Monmoutb, it is call'd Wye at Her. The day is yours.
Monmoutb : but it is out of my praines, what is the name Kin. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it :
of the other Riuer : but 'tis all one, tis alike as my fingers What is this Caftle calPd that ftands hard by.
is to my fingers, and there is Salmons in both. If you Her. They call it Agincourt.
marke Alexanders life well, Harry of Monmoutbes life is King. Then call we this the field of Agincourt,
come after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all Fought on the day of Cnjj>m frifyianus.
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an't pleafe
rages,and his furies,and his wraths, and his chollers, and your Maiefty) and your great Vncle Edward the Placke
his moodes, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, Prince of Wales, as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought
and alfo being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in a moft praue pattle here in France.
his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his beft friend Kin. They did Fluellen.
Clytus. Flu. Your Maiefty fayes very true : If your Maiefties

Com. Our King is not like him in that, he neuer kilFd is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good feruice in a
any of his friends. Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leekes in their

Flu. It is not well done (marke you now) to take the Monmoutb caps, which your Maiefty know to this houre
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiflied.I fpeak is an honourable badge of the feruice : And I do beleeue
but in the figures, and comparifons of it : as Alexander your Maiefty takes no fcorne to weare the Leeke vppon
kild his friend Qlytus, being in his Ales and his Cuppes; fo S. Tauies day.
alfo Harry i^VLonmouth being in his right wittes, and his King. I weare it for a memorable honor :
good iudgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the For I am Welch you know good Countriman.
great belly doublet : he was full of iefts, and gypes, and Flu. All the water in Wye, cannot wafh your Maie-
knaueries, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. fties Welfli plood out of your pody, I can tell you that :

Gov>. Sir John Falftaffe. God plefte it, and preferue it, as long as it pleafes his
Flu. That is he : He tell you,there is good men porne Grace, and his Maiefty too.

at cfyfonmoKth. Kin. Thankes good my Countrymen.
GOTH. Heere conies his Maiefty. Flu. By lefhu, I am your Maiefties Countreyman, I

care not who know it : I will confefTe it to all the Orld, I
Alarum. Enter King Harry and Burbon need not to be afhamed of your Maiefty, praifed be God

with frijoners. Flourijb. fo long as your Maiefty is an honeft man.
King. Good keepe me fo.

King. I_was not angry fince I came to France, Bnter Williams.
Vntill this inftant. Take a Trumpet Herald, Our Heralds go with him,
Ride thou vnto the Horfemen on yond hill : Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead
If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe, On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither.
Or voyde the field : they do offend our fight. Exe. Souldier, you muft come to the King.
If they'l do neither, we will come to them, Kin. Souldier, why wear'ft thou that Gloue in thy
And make them sker away, as fwift as ftones Cappe ?
Enforced from the old AfTyrian flings: Will. And't pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gage of one
Befides, wee'l cut the throats of thofe we haue, that I fhould fight \vithall,if he be aliue.
And not a man of them that we /hall take, Kin. An Englishman ?
Shall tafte our mercy. Go and tell them fo. Wil. And't pleafe your Maiefty, a Rafcall that fwag-

Enter Motitioy. ger'd with me laft night : who if aliue, and euer dare to
Exe. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege challenge this Gloue, I haue fworne to take him a boxe
Glou. His eyes are humbler then they vs'd to be. a'th ere : or if I can fee my Gloue in his cappe, which he
King. How now, what meanes this Herald ? Knowft fwore as he was a Souldier he would weare (if aliue,)! wil

thou not, ftrike it out foundly.
That I haue fin'd thefe bones of mine for ranfome? Kin. What thinke you Captaine Fluellen, is it fit this
Com'ft thou againe for ranfome? fouldier keepe his oath.

Her. No great King : Flu. Hee is a Crauen and a Villaine elfe, and't pleafe
I come to thee for charitable Licenfe, your Maiefty in my confcience.
That we may wander ore this bloody field, King. It may bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great
To booke our dead, and then to bury them, fort quite from the anfwer of his degree.
To fort our Nobles from our common men. Flu. Though he be as good a lentleman as the diuel is,
For many of our Princes (woe the while) as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelfe, it is neceflary (looke
Lye drown'd and foak'd in mercenary blood : your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hee
So do our vulgar drench their peafant limbes bee periur'd (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a
In blood of Princes, and with wounded deeds villaine and a lacke fawce, as euer his blacke flioo trodd
Fret fet-locke deepe in gore, and with wilde rage vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience law
Yerke out their armed heeles at their dead mafters, King. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou meet'il
Killing them twice. O giue vs leaue great King, the fellow.
To view the field in fafety, and difpofe Wil. So, I wil my Liege, as I liue.
Of their dead bodies. Kin?. Who feru'ft thou vnder ?

Wil.
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Will. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Liege. your Maieftie is take out of the Helmet of ^Alan-
Flu. Cower is a good Captaine, and is good know- Jon.

ledge and literatured in the Warres. Will. My Liege, this was my Gloue, here is the fellow
King. Call him hither to me, Souldier. of it: .and he that I gaue it to in change, promis'd to weare
Will. I will my Liege. Sxit. it in his Cappe : I promis'd to ftrike him,if he did : I met
King. Here Fluellen, weare thou this fauour for me, and this man with my Gloue in his Cappe, and I haue been as

fticke it in thy Cappe : when Alanfon and my felfe were good as my word.
downe together,I pluckt this Gloue from his Helme : If Flu. Your Maieftie heare now, fauing your Maiefties
any man challenge this, hee is a friend to zAlanfon,and an Manhood , what an arrant rafcally , beggerly , lowfie

enemy to our Perfon; if thou encounter any fuch, appre- Knaue it is : I hope your Maieftie is peare me teftimonie
hend him,and thou do'ft me loue. and witneffe,and will auouchment, that this is the Gloue

Flu. Your Grace doo's me as great Honors as can be of Alanfon, that your Maieftie is giue me, in your Con-
defir'd in the hearts of his Subiedls : I would faine fee fcience now.

the man, that ha's but two legges, that fhall find himfelfe King. Giue me thy Gloue Souldier ;
agreefd at this Gloue; that is all: but I would faine fee Looke, heere is the fellow of it :
it once,and pleafe God of his grace that I might fee. 'Twas I indeed thou promifed'ft to ftrike,

King. Know'ft thou Goner ? And thou haft giuen me moft bitter termes.
Flu, He is my deare friend,and pleafe you. Flu. And pleafe your Maieftie, let his Neck anfwere
King. Pray thee goe feeke him, and bring him to my for it,if there is any Marftiill Law in the World.

Tent. King. How canft thou make me fatisfadtion ?
Flu. I will fetch him. Exit. Will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart: ne-
King. My Lord of/^/'ir/V/^and my Brother Glofter, uer came any from mine, that might offend your Ma-

Follow Fluellen clofely at the heeles. ieftie.
The Gloue which I haue giuen him for a fauour, King. It was our felfe thou didft abufe.
May haply purchafe him a box a'th'eare. Will. Your Maieftie came not like your felfe: you
It is the Souldiers : I by bargaine /hould appear'd to me but as a common man : witnefTe the
Weare it my felfe. Follow good Coufin Night , your Garments , your Lowlineffe : and what
If that the Souldier ftrike him, as I iudge your HighnefTe fuffer'd vnder that fhape , I befeech you
By his blunt bearing, he will keepe his word ; take it for your owne fault, and not mine : for had you
Some fodaine mifchiefe may arife of it : beene as I tooke you for, I made no offence; therefore I
For I doe know Fluellen valiant, befeech your Highnefle pardon me.
And toucht with Choler,hot as Gunpowder, King.Here Vnckle Exeter,fill this Gloue with Crownes,
And quickly will returne an iniurie. And giue it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow,
Follow,and fee there be no harme betweene them. And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe,
Goe you with me,Vnckle of Exeter. Exeunt. Till I doe challenge it. Giue him the Crownes :

And Captaine,you muft needs be friends with him.
Enter Goy>er and Williams. Flu. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met-

Will. I warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. tell enough in his belly : Hold, there is twelue-pence for
Enter Fluellen. you, and I pray you to ferue God, and keepe you out of

Flu. Gods will,and his pleafure, Captaine, I befeech prawles and prabbles, and quarrels and diffentions, and I
you now, come apace to the King : there is more good warrant you it is the better for you.
toward you peraduenture, then is in your knowledge to Will. I will none of your Money.
dreame of. Flu. It is with a good will: I can tell you it will ferue

Will. Sir,know you this Gloue? you to mend your (hooes : come, wherefore mould you
Flu. Know the Glouec1 I know the Gloue is a Gloue. be fo pafhfull, your fhooes is not fo good : 'tis a good
Will. I know this,and thus I challenge it. filling I warrant you, or I will change it.

Strides him. Enter Herauld.
Flu. 'Sblud,an arrant Tray tor as anyes in the Vniuer- King. Now Herauld, are the dead numbred ?

fall World, or in France, or in England. Herald. Heere is the number of the flaught'red
Govner. How now Sir? you Villaine. French.
Will. Doe you thinke He be forfworne ? King. What Prifoners of good fort are taken,
Flu. Stand away Captaine Cower, I will glue Treafon Vnckle ?

his payment into plowes, I warrant you. Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance,Nephew to the King,
Will. I am no Traytor. lohn Duke ofBurbon,and Lord Bouchiquald:
Flu. That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you in his Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires,

Maiefties Name apprehend him, he's a friend of the Duke Full fifteene hundred, befides common men.
Alanfons. King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French

Enter Warvrkl^ and Qkucefter. That in the field lye flaine : of Princes in this number,
Warm. How now, how now,what's the matter? And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, heere is, prayfed be God One hundred twentie fix : added to thefe,

for it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, looke Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen,
you, as you /hall defire in a Summers day. Heere is his Eight thoufand and foure hundred: of the which,
Maieftie. Enter King and Exeter. Fiue hundred were but yefterday dubb'd Knights.

King. How now, what's the matter ? So that in thefe ten thoufand they haue loft,
Flu. My Liege, heere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, There are but fixteene hundred Mercenaries :

that looke your Grace, ha's ftrooke the Gloue which The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords,Knights,Squires,
And
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And Gentlemen of bloud and qualitie. Being free from vain-neffe, and felfe-glorious pride;
The Names of thofe their Nobles that lye dead : Giuing full Trophee,Signall,and Oftent,
Charles Delabretb, High Conftable of France, Qujte from himfelfe,to God. But now behold,
laqucs of Chatilion, Admirall of France, In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought,
The Mafter of the CrofTe-bowes,Lord Rambures, How London doth powre out her Citizens,
Great Mafter of France, the braue Sir Guichard ^Dolphin, The Maior and all his Brethren in beft fort,
lobn Duke of A\3.nfor\,Anthonie Duke of Brabant, Like to the Senatours of th'antique Rome,
The Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, With the Plebeians fwarming at their heeles,
And Edward Duke of Barr : of luftie Earles, Goe forth and fetch their Conqu'ring Cxjar in :
Grandpree and Roujfie, Faucotibr'uige and Foyes, As by a lower,but by louing likelyhood,
Beaumont and Marie, Vandemont and Leftrale. Were now the Generall of our gracious Emprefie,
Here was a Royall fellowship of death. As in good time he may,from Ireland comming,
Where is the number of our Englifh dead? Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ;
Edward the Duke of Yorke,the Earie of Suffblke, How many would the peacefull Citie quit,
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam Efquire; To welcome him ? much more,and much more caufe,
None elfe of name : and of all other men, Did they this Harry. Now in London place him.
But fine and twentie. As yet the lamentation of the French

O God, thy Arme was heere : Inuites the King of Englands ftay at home :
And not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, The Emperour's comming in behalfe of France,
Afcribe we all: when, without ftratagem, To order peace betweene them : and omit
But in plaine fhock,and euen play of Battaile, All the occurrences, what euer chanc't,
Was euer knowne fo great and little loffe ? Till Harryes backe returne againe to France:
On one part and on th'other, take it God, There muft we bring him; and my felfe haue play'd
For it is none but thine. The interim,by remembring you 'tis paft.

Exet. 'Tis wonderfull. Then broolce abridgement,and your eyes aduance,
King. Come,goe me in proceffion to the Village : After your thoughts,ftraight backe againe to France.

And be it death proclaymed through our Hoaft, Exit.
To boaft of this, or take that prayfe from God,
Which is his onely. Snter Fluellen and Cover.

Flu. Is it not lawfull and pleafe your Maieftie, to tell
how many is kill'd ? Career. Nay, that's right : but why weare you your

King. Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, Leeke to day f S. Dauies day is paft.
That God fought for vs. Flu. There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore

Flu. Yes,my confcience,he did vs great good. in all things: I will tell you affe my friend, Captaine
King. Doe we all holy Rights : Cower; the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging

Let there be fung Non «c£zif, and Te Deitm, Knaue fiftoll, which you and your felfe,and all the World,
The dead with charitie enclos'd in Clay : know to be no petter then a fellow, looke you now, of no
And then to Callice,and to England then, merits : hee is come to me, and prings me pread and
Where ne're from France arriu'd more happy men. fault yefterday, looke you, and bid me eate my Leeke :

Exeunt. it was in a place where I could not breed no contention
with him ; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Cap
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little

Qulntus. piece of my defires.Enter Piftoll.
Cower. Why heere hee comes,fwelling like a Turky-

cock.

Suter Chorui. Flu. 'Tis no matter for his fwellings, nor his Turky-
Vouchfafe to thofe that haue not read the Story, cocks. God pleffe you aunchient P;^//:you fcuruie low-
That I may prompt them : and of fuch as haue, fie Knaue,God pleite you.
I humbly pray them to admit th'excufe Pift. Ha, art thou bedlam ? doeft thou thirft, bafe
Of time, of numbers, and due courfe of things, Troian, to haue me fold vp J'areas fatall Web? Hence;
Which cannot in their huge and proper life, I am qualmifh at the fmell of Leeke.
Be here prefented. Now we beare the King Flu. I pefeech you heartily, fcuruie lowfie Knaue, at
Toward Callice : Graunt him there ; there leene, my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to eate,
Heaue him away vpon your winged thought^, looke you,this Leeke; becaufe, looke you, you doe not
Athwart the Sea : Behold the Englifh beach loue it, nor your affections,and your appetites and your
Pales in the flood ; with Men, Wiues,and Boyes, difgeftions doo's not agree with it, I would defire you
Whofe ihouts & claps out-voyce the deep-mouth'd Sea, to eate it.
Which like a mightie Whiffler 'fore the King, Pift. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats.
Seemes to prepare his way : So let him land, Flu. There is one Goat for you. Strides him.
And folemnly fee him fet on to London. Will you be fo good,fcauld Knaue,as eate it?
So fwift a pace hath Thought, that euen now Pift. Bafe Troian,thou ihalt dye.
You may imagine him vpon Black-Heath : Flu. You fay very true, fcauld Knaue, when Gods
Where, that his Lords defire him, to haue borne will is : I will defire you to liue in the meane time, and
His bruifed Helmet,and his bended Sword eate your Victuals : come, there is fawce for it. You
Before him, through the Citie : he forbids it, call'd me yefterday Mountaine-Squier, but I will make

you
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you to day a fquire of low degree. I pray you fall too,if Qu.ee. So happy be the IfTue brother Ireland
you can mocke a Leeke, you can eate a Leeke. Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting,

Gour. Enough Captaine, you haue aftonifht him. As we are now glad to behold your eyes,
Flu.l fay, I will make him eate fome part of my leeke, Your eyes which hitherto haue borne

or I will peate his pate foure dayes : bite I pray you, it is In them againft the French that met them in their bent,
good for your greene wound, and your ploodie Coxe- The fatall Balls of murthering Bafiliskes:
combe. The venome of fuch Lookes we fairely hope

Tiji. Muft I bite. Haue loft their qualitie, and that this day
Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt and out of que- Shall change all griefes and quarrels into loue.

ftion too, and ambiguities. Eng. To cry Amen to that, thus we appeare.
flft. By this Leeke, I will moft horribly reuenge I Quee. You Englifh Princes all, I doe falute you.

eate and eate I fweare. 'Burg. My dutie to you both, on equall loue.
Flu. Eate I pray you, will you haue fome more fatice Great Kings of France and England :that I haue labour'd

to your Leeke : there is not enough Leeke to fweare by. With all my wits, my paines,and ftrong endeuors,
Pift. Quiet thy Cudgell,thou doft fee I eate. To bring your moft Imperial! Maiefties
Flu. Much good do you fcald knaue, heartily. ' Nay, Vnto this Barre, and Royall enterview;

pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your Your MightmefTe on both parts beft can witnefTe.
broken Coxcombe ; when you take occafions to fee Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayl'd,
Leekes heereafter, I pray you mocke at 'em, that is all. That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye,

?//?. Good. You haue congreeted : let it not difgrace me,
Flu. I, Leekes is good : hold you, there is a groat to If I demand before this Royall view,

heale your pate. What Rub, or what Impediment there is,
Pift. Me a gro at ? Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace,
Flu Yes verily, and in truth you (hall take it, or I haue Deare Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes, and ioyfull Births,

another Leeke in my pocket, which you fhall eate. Should not in this beft Garden of the World,
Pift. I take thy groat in earneft of reuenge. Our fertile France,put vp her louely Vifage ?
Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud- Alas,fhee hath from France too long been chas'd,

gels, you {hall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes,
me but cudgels: God bu'y you, and keepe you, & heale Corrupting in it owne fertilise.
your pate. Exit Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart,

Pift. All hell (hall ftirre for this. Vnpruned,dyes : her Hedges euen pleach'd,
GdTf.Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knaue, Like Prifoners wildly ouer-growne with hayre,

will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppon an Put forth diforder'd Twigs: her fallow Leas,
honourable refpeft, and worne as a memorable Trophee The Darnell,Hemlock,and ranke Femetary,
of predeceafed valor,and dare not auouch in your deeds Doth root vpon ; while that the Culter rufts,
any of your words. I haue feene you gleeking & galling That fhould deracinate fuch Sauagery :
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becaufe The euen Meade,that erft brought fweetly forth
he could not fpeake Englifti in the natiue garb, he could The freckled Cowflip, Burnet, and greene Clouer,
not therefore handle an Englifti Cudgell : you finde it o- Wanting the Sythe, withall vncorrec"ted,ranke ;
therwife, and henceforth let a Welfh correction, teach Conceiues by idlenefTe, and nothing teemes,
you a good Englifh condition, fare ye well. Exit But hatefull Docks, rough Thirties, Kekfyes,Burres,

Pift. Doeth fortune play the hufwife with me now? Loofing both beautie and vtilitie ;
Nevves haue I that my Doll is dead i'th Spittle of a mala- And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades,and Hedges,
dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quite cut off: Defedrlue in their natures,grow to wildnefle.
Old I do waxe, and from my wearie limbes honour is Euen fo our Houfes,and our felues,and Children,
Cudgeld. Well, Baud lie turne, and fomething leane to Haue loft, or doe not learne, for want of time,
Cut-purfe of quicke hand : To England will I fteale, and The Sciences that fhould become our Countrey;
there He fteale : But grow like Sauages, as Souldiers will,
And patches will I get vnto thefe cudgeld fcarres, That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood,
And fwore I got them in the Gallia warres. Exit. To Swearing,and fterne Lookes,defus'd Attyre,

And euery thing that feemes vnnaturall.
Enter at one doore, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Wartvicfe, Which to reduce into our former fauour,

and other Lords. At another, Queene IJabel, You are aflembled : and my fpeech entreats,
the King, the Duly of^Bourgongne^and That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace

other French. Should not expell thefe inconueniences,
King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met; And blelTe vs with her former qualities.

Vnto our brother France, and to our Sifter Eng. If Duke of Burgonie,you would the Peace,
Health and faire time of day : loy ar.d good wifhes Whole want glues growth to th'imperfeftions
To our moft faire and Princely Cofine Katherine : Which you haue cited ; you muft buy that Peace
And as a branch and member of this Royalty, With full accord to all our iuft demands,
By whom this great aflembly is contriu'd, Whofe Tenures and particular effects
We do falute you Duke of Burgogne, You haue enfchedul'd briefely in your hands.
And Princes French and Peeres health to you all. 'Burg. The King hath heard them: to the which,as yet

Fra. Right ioyous are we to behold your face, There is no Anfwer made.
Moft worthy brother England, fairely met, Bng. Well then : the Peace which you before fo vrg'd,
So are you Princes (Englifh) euery one. Lyes in his Anfwer.

France. \
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France. I haue but with a curfelarie eye Loue, or bound my Horfe for her fauours, I could lay on

O're-glanc't the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace like a Butcher,and fit like a lack an Apes, neuer off". But
To appoint fome of your Councell prefently before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpe out
To fit with vs once more, with better heed my eloquence , nor I haue no cunning in proteftation;
To re-furuey them; we will fuddenly onely downe-right Oathes, which I neuer vfe till vrg'd,
PafTe our accept and peremptorie Anfwer. nor neuer breake for vrging. If thou canft loue a fellow

England. Brother we mall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, of this temper, Kate,whofe face is not worth Sunne-bur-
And Brother Clarence, and you Brother Gloucejier, ning f that neuer lookes in his Glafie, for loue of any
War-Kiel^., and Hunthigton, goe with the King, thing he fees there? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. I fpeake
And take with you free power, to ratifie, to thee plaine Souluier : If thou canft loue me for this,
Augment, or alter, as your Wifdomes beft take me? if not? to fay to thee that I fhall dye, is true; but
Shall fee aduantageable for our Dignitie, for thy loue, by the L. No : yet I loue thee too. And
Any thing in or out of our Demands, while thou liu'ft,deare Kate, take a fellow of plaine and
And wee'le configne thereto. Will you,faire Sifter, vncoyned Conftancie, for he perforce muft do thee right,
Goe with the Princes, or fray here with vs ? becaufe he hath not the gift to wooe in other places : for

Quee. Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : thefe fellowes of infinit tongue, that can ryme themfelues
Happily a Womans Voyce may doe fome good, into Ladyes fauours, they doe alwayes reafon themfelues
When Articles too nicely vrg'd,be flood on. out againe. What ? a fpeaker is but a prater, a Ryme is

England. Yet leaue our Coufin Katherine here with vs, but a Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a ftrait Backe will
She is our capitall Demand, compris'd ftoope, a blacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will
Within the fore-ranke of our Articles. grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax

Quee. She hath good leaue. Exeunt omnes. hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the
Moone, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it

Manet King and Katherine. fhines bright, and neuer changes, but keepes his courfe
King. Faire Katherine,and moft faire, truly. If thou would haue fuch a one, take me ? and

Will you vouchfafe to teach a Souldier tearmes, take me; take a Souldier : take a Souldier; take a King.
Such as will enter at a Ladyes eare, And what fay'ft thou then to my Loue ? fpeake my faire,
And pleade his Loue-fuit to her gentle heart. and fairely, I pray thee.

Katb.Your Maieftie ihall mock at me, I cannot fpeake Kath. Is it poffible dat I fould loue de ennemie of
your England. Fraunce ?

King. O faire Katherine , if you will loue me foundly King. No,it is not poffible you fhould loue the Ene-
with your French heart, I will be glad to heare you con- mie of France, Kate ; but in louing me, you fhould loue
fefle it brokenly with your English Tongue. Doe you the Friend of France : for I loue France fo well, that I
like me, Kate ? will not part with a Village of it ; I will haue it all mine :

Kath. Pardonne may, I cannot tell wat is like me. and Kate, when France is mine, and I am yours; then yours
King. An Angell is like you Kate, and you are like an is France, and you are mine.

Angell. Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat.
Kath. Qite dit il que le fuu femblable a les Anges ? King. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French, which I am
Lady. Ouy -verayment (fauf-uoftre Grace] ainfi dit il. fure will hang vpon my tongue, like a new-married Wife
King. I laid fo, deare Katherine, and I muft not blufh about her Husbands Necke, hardly to be fhooke off; le

to affirme it. quand fur le foffeffion de Fraunce, & quand -uoui aues le fof-
Kath. 0 ban Ttieu, les langues des bommes font plein de fejjlon de may. (Let mee fee,what then ? Saint Dennis bee

tromperies. my fpeede) Done -uoflre eft Fraunce, & -voui eftes mienne.
Ki>-g. What fayes fhe, faire one1? that the tongues of It is as eafie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdome,as to

men are full of deceits ? fpeake fo much more French : I fhall neuer moue thee in
Lady. 0«y,dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de- French, vnleffe it be to laugh at me,

ceits: dat is de PrincefTe. Katb. Sauf -veftre boneur, le Francois ques -vous parleys, il
King. The PrincefTe is the better Englifh-woman : & melieus que I'J4nglou le quel le parle .

yfaith Kate,my wooing is fit for thy vnderftanding, I am King. No faith is't not, Kate: but thy fpeaking of
glad thou canft fpeake no better Englifh, for if thou my Tongue , and I thine, moft truely falfely, muft
could'ft, thou would'ft finde me fuch a plaine King, that needes be graunted to be much at one. But Kate, doo'ft
thou wouldft thinke, I had fold my Farme to buy my thou vnderftand thus much Englifh c1 Canft thou loue
Crowne. I know no wayes to mince it in loue, but di- mee ?
redtly to fay, I loue you ; then if you vrge me farther, Katb. I cannot tell.
then to fay, Doe you in faith? I weare out my fuite : Giue King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate'? He
me your anfwer, yfaith doe, and fo clap hands, and a bar- aske them. Come, I know thou loueft me : and at night,
gaine : how fay you, Lady "? when you come into your Clofet, you'le queftion this

Kath. Sauf-voftre boneur, me vnderftand well. Gentlewoman about me ; and I know, Kate, you will to
King. Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, or to her difprayfe thofe parts in me,that you loue with your

Dance for your fak_e,Kate,why you vndid me: for the one heart : but good Kate, mocke me mercifully, the rather
I haue neither words nor meafure ; and for the other,! gentle PrincefTe, becaufe I loue thee cruelly. If euer thou
haue no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafonable mealure in beeft mine, Kate, as I haue a fauing Faith within me tells
ftrength. If I could winne a Lady at Leape-frogge,or by me thou fhalt; I get thee with skambling , and thou

vawting into my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe; muft therefore needes proue a good Souldier-breeder :
vnder the correction of bragging be it fpoken, I fhould Shall not thou and I, betweene Saint Dennis and Saint
quickly leape into a Wife : Or if I might buffet for my George, compound a Boy, halfe French halfe Englifh,

k that
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94 The Life of Henry the Fift.
that fhall goe to Conftantinople, and take the Turke by Countrey, in denying me a KifTe : therefore patiently,
the Beard. Shall wee not ? what fay'ft thou, my faire and yeelding. You haue Witch-craft in your Lippes,
Flower-de-Luce. Kate : there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of

Kate. I doe not know dat, them, then in the Tongues of the French Councell ; and
King. No:'tis hereafter to know, but now to promife : they ihould fooner perfwade Harry of England, then a

doe but now promife Kate, you will endeauour for your generall Petition of Monarchs. Heere comes your
French part of fuch a Boy ; and for my Englifh moytie, Father.
take the Word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anfwer
you, La plut belle Katberlne du monde man trefcher & deuin Enter the French Power, and the Englijh
dee/e. Lords.

Katb. Your Maieftee aue faufe Frenche enough to
deceiue de moft fage Damoifeil dat is en Fraunce. "Burg. God faue your Maieftie, my Royall Coufm ,

King. Now fye vpon my falfe French: by mine Honor teach you our PrincefTe Englifh ?
in true Englifh, I loue thee Kate; by which Honor,! dare King. I would haue her learne, my faire Coufin, how
not fweare thou loueft me, yet my blood begins to flat- perfectly I loue her,and that is good Englifh.
ter me, that thou doo'ft ; notwithstanding the poore and Burg. Is fhee not apt ?
vntempering effedt of my Vifage. Now befhrew my King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my Conditi-
Fathers Ambition , hee was thinking of Ciuill Warres on is not fmooth : fo that hauing neyther the Voyce nor
when hee got me , therefore was I created with a ftub- the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot fo coniure vp
borne out-fide, with an afpeft of Iron, that when I come the Spirit of Loue in her, that hee wilt appeare in his true
to wooe Ladyes, I fright them : but in faith Kate, the el- likenefTe.
der I wax, the better I fhall appeare. My comfort is, that 'Burg. Pardon the franknefTe of my mirth, if I anfwer
Old Age, that ill layer vp of Beautie, can doe no more you for that. If you would coniure in her , you muft
fpoyle vpon my Face. Thou haft me, if thou haft me, at make a Circle : if coniure vp Loue in her in his true
the worft ; and thou fhalt weare me, if thou weare me, likenefTe, hee muft appeare naked, and blinde. Can you
better and better : and therefore tell me, moft faire Ka- blame her then, being a Maid , yet ros'd ouer with the
tberine, will you haue me? Put oft" your Maiden Blufhes, Virgin Crimfon of Modeftie, if fhee deny the apparance
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of of a naked blinde Boy in her naked feeing felfe? It were
an EmprefTe, take me by the Hand , and fay, Harry of (my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne
England, I am thine : which Word thou fhalt no fooner to.
blelTe mine Eare withall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- King. Yet they doe winke and yeeld, as Loue is blind
land is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Henry and enforces.
flantaginet is thine ; who, though I fpeake it before his ^urg. They are then excus'd,my Lord, when they fee
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou fhalt not what they doe.
finde the beft King of Good-fellowes. Come your An- King. Then good my Lord, teach your Coufin to
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voyce is Mufick, and confent winking.
thy Englifh broken: Therefore Queene of a\\,Katberine, ^Burg. I will winke on her to confent,my Lord,if you
breake thy minde to me in broken Englifh ; wilt thou will teach her to know my meaning : for Maides well
haue me ? Summer'd, and warme kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo-

Katb. Dat is as it fhall pleafe de Roy man fere. me\v-tyde, blinde, though they haue their eyes, and then
King. Nay,it will pleafe him well,Kate; it fhall pleafe they will endure handling,which before would not abide

him, Kate. looking on.
Kath. Den it fall alfo content me. King. This Morall tyes me ouer to Time, and a hot
King. Vpon that I kiffe your Hand, and I call you my Summer ; and fo I fhall catch the Flye , your Coufin, in

Queene. the latter end, and fhee muft be blinde to.
Kath. Laiffe man Seigneur, laijje, laiffe, may foy : le ne ^Burg. As Loue is my Lord,before it loues.

veuf point que -voui abbaiffe vojlre grandew , en baifant le King. It is fo : and you may, fome of you, thanke
main d'une noSlre Seigneur indignie jeruiteur excufe may. le Loue for my blindnefle , who cannot fee many a faire
"vow Jupplie man tref-fuiJJ~ant Seigneur. French Citie for one faire French Maid that ftands in my

King. Then I will kille your Lippes, Kate. way.
Kath. Le; Danes & Damoifels four ejlre baifee deuant French King. Yes my Lord , you fee them perfpec-

leur nopceje it net fas le coftume de Fraunce. tiuely : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are
King. Madame, my Interpreter,what faycs fhee ? all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath en-
Lady. Dat it is not be de fafhon pour le Ladies of tred.

Fraunce $ I cannot tell wat is builTe en Angliih. England. Shall Kate be my Wife ?
King. To kifle. France. So pleafe you.
Lady. Your Maieftee entendre bettre que mcy. England. I am content , fo the Maiden Cities you
King. It is not a fafhion for the Maids in Fraunce to talke of, may wait on her : fo the Maid that flood in

kifTe before they are marrjed,would fhe fay? the way for my Wifh, fhall fhew me the way to mv
Lady. Ouy 'verayment. Will.
King. O Kate, nice Cuftomes curfie to great Kings. France. Wee haue confented to all tearmes of rea-

Deare Kate , you and I cannot bee confin'd within the fon.
weake Lyft of a Countreyes fafhion : wee are the ma- England. Is't fo,my Lords of England?
kers of Manners, Kate ; and the libertie that followes Weft. The King hath graunted euery Article :
our Places, ftoppes the mouth of all finde-faults, as I His Daughter firft; and in fequele,all,
will doe yours , for vpholding the nice fafhion of your According to their firme propofed natures.

Exet. Onely
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Exet. Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this: Which troubles oft the Bed of bleffed Marriage,

Where your Maieftie demands, That the King of France Thruft in betweene the Pation of thefe Kingdomes,
hauing any occafion to write for matter of Graunt, fhall To make diuorce of their incorporate League :
name your Highnefle in this forme, and with this additi- That Englifli may as French, French Englishmen,
on, in French : Noflre trefcher Jjlz Henry Roy (T Anghterre Receiue each other. God fpeake this Amen.
Heretere de Fraunce: and thus in Latine; Prteclarijfimus All. Amen.
Filiiu nofter Henricm Rex Anglitg & Heres Francine. King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day,

France. Nor this I haue not Brother fb deny'd, My Lord of Burgundy wee'le take your Oath
But your requeft {hall make me let it pafle. And all the Peeres,for furetie of our Leagues.

England. I pray you then,in loue and deare allyance, Then fliall I fweare to Kate,and you to me,
Let that one Article ranke with the reft, And may our Oathes well kept and profp'rous be.
And thereupon glue me your Daughter. Senet. Exeunt.
France.Take her faire Sonne,and from her blood rayfe vp

Iffue to me, that the contending Kingdomes Enter Cborw.
Of France and England, whofe very fhoares looke pale,
With enuy of each others happinefle, Thus farre with rough,and all-vnable Pen,
May ceafe their hatred ; and this deare Conjunction Our bending Author hath purfu'd the Story,
Plant Neighbour-hood and Chriftian-like accord In little roome confining mightie men,
In their fweet Bofomes : that neuer Warre aduance Mangling by Marts the full courfe of their glory.
His bleeding Sword 'twixt England and faire France. Small time : but in that fmall,moft greatly liued

Lords. Amen. This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword;
King. Now welcome Kate: and beare me witneffe all, By which, the Worlds beft Garden he atchieued :

That here I kiffe her as my Soueraigne Queene. And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord.
Floun/h. Henry the Sixt,in Infant Bands crown'd King

Quee. God, the beft maker of all Marriages, Of France and England, did this Kingfucceed:
Combine your hearts in one,your Realmes in one : Whofe State fo many had the managing,
As Man and Wife being two,are one in loue, That they loft France, and made his England bleed :
So be there'twixt your Kingdomes fuch a Spoufall, Which oft our Stage hath fhowne; and for their fake,
That neuer may ill Office, or fell lealoufie, In your faire minds let this acceptance take.

FINIS.
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The firft Part of Henry the Sixt,
<tA5lus ̂ Primus. Sccena ̂ Prima.

Gloft. Name not Religion,for thou lou'ft the Fleih,
And ne're throughout the yeere to Church thou go'fr,

Enter the Funeral! of King Henry the Fift, attended on by Except it be to pray againft thy foes.
the Du^e of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Dul^e .Bfd.Ceafe,ceafe thefe Iarres,& reft your minds in peace:

of Glofter, Proteflor; the Du\e of Exeter War- Let's to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs ;
micty, the Vi/hop of Winchcfter ,and In ftead of Gold, wee'le offer vp our Armes,

the 'Duly of Somerfet. Since Armes auayle not, now that Henry's dead,
Pofteritie await for wretched yeeres,

Bedford. When at their Mothers moiftned eyes,Babes ihall fuck,
[ Vng be yheauenswith black,yield day to night; Our He be made a Nourifh of fait Teares,
| Comets importing change of Times and States, And none but Women left to wayle the dead.
; Brandifh your cryftall Treffes in the Skie, Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft I inuocate :
"And with them fcourge the bad reuolting Stars, Proiper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles,

That haue confented vnto Henries death : Combat with aduerfe Planets in the Heauens ;
King Henry the Fift, too famous to liue long, A farre more glorious Starre thy Soule will make,
England ne're loft a King of fo much worth. Then lulita C<?far,or bright- -

Cjloji. England ne're had a King vntill his time:
Vertue he had,deferuing to command, Enter a Meffenger.
His brandifht Sword did blinde men with his beames, Meff. My honourable Lords,health to you all:
His Armes fpred wider then a Dragons Wings: Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,
His Iparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathfull fire, Of lofTe, of flaughter,and difcomfiture :
More dazled and droue back his Enemies, Guyen, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance,
Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againft their faces. Paris,Guyfors, Poidtiers,are all quite loft.
What ihould I fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : Bedf.What fay'ft thou man, before dead Henry's Coarfe?
He ne're lift vp his Hand,but conquered. Speake foftly, or the loffe of thofe great Townes
Exe^We mourne in black, why mourn we not in blood? Will make him burft his Lead,and rife from death.

Henry is dead, and neuer fhall reuiue : GloSt. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeelded vp ?
Vpon a Woodden Coffin we attend. If Henry were recall'd to life againe,
And Deaths difhonourable Victorie, Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld the Ghoft.
We with our ftately piefence glorifie, Exe. How were they loft1? what trecherie was vs'dT1
Like Captiues bound to a Triumphant Carre. Mejf. No trecherie, but want of Men and Money.
What? Jhall we curfe the Planets of Mi/hap, Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered,
That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow? That here you maintaine feuerall Factions :
Or fhall we thinke the fubtile-witted French, And whil'ft a Field Should be difpatcht and fought,
Coniurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, You are difputing of your Generals.
By Magick Verfes haue contriu'd his end. One would haue lingring Warres,with little coft;

Winch. He was a King, bleft of the King of Kings. Another would flye fwift,but wanteth Wings:
Vnto the French,the dreadfull ludgement-Day A third thinkes, without expence at all,
So dreadfull will not be,as was his fight. By guilefull faire words,Peace may be obtayn'd.
The Battailes of the Lord of Hofts he fought: Awake,awake,Englifh Nobilitie,
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous. Let not flouth dimme your Honors, new begot;

Glofl. The Church? where is it? Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes.
Had not Church-men pray'd, Of Englands Coat, one halfe is cut away.
His thred of Life had not fo foone decay'd. Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funerall,
None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides.
Whom like'a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe. 'Bedf. Me they concerne, Regent I am of France :
Winch. Glofter, what ere we like,thou art Protector, Giue me my fteeled Coat,lie fight for France.

And lookeft to command the Prince and Realme. Away with thefe difgracefull way'ing Robes;
Thy Wife is prowd, file holdeth thee in awe, Wounds will I lend the Frencl\,in ftead of Eyes,
More then God or Religious Church-men may. To weepe their intermiffiue Miferies.

Enter
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Enter to them another MejJ'enger. Farwell my Matters, to my Taske will I,

Mejf. Lords view thefe Letters,full of bad mifchance. Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make,
France is reuolted from the Englifh quite, To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall.
Except fome petty Townes,of no import. Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take,
The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rheimes : Whole bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake.
The Baftard of Orleance with him is ioyn'd : ^.e^-feff". So you had need, for Orleance is belieg'd,
Reynold, Duke of Aniou, doth take his part, The Englifh Army is growne weake and faint :
The Duke of Alanfon flyeth to his fide. Bxit. The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply,

Sxe. The Dolphin crown'd King? all flye to him? And hardly keepes his men from mutinie,
O whither fhall we flye from this reproach 3 Since they fo few,watch fuch a multitude.

Gloji. We will not flye, but to our enemies throats. Sxe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry fworne :
f'if thou be flacke, He fight it out. Eyther to quell the Dolphin vtterly,

'"Bed. Glojler, why doubtft thou of my forwardnefTe? Or bring him in obedience to your yoake.
An Army haue I mulfer'd in my thoughts, 'Bedf. I doe remember it,and here take my leaue,
Wherewith already France is ouer-run. To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford.

Glofl. He to the Tower with all the haft I can,
Enter another Mejjenger. To view th'Artillerie and Munition,

c/Wf/i My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, And then I will proclayme young Henry King.
Wherewith you now bedew King Henries hearfe, Exit Glofter.
I muft informe you of a difmall fight, Exe. To Eltam will I,where the young King is,
Betwixt the ftout Lord Talbot, and the French. Being ordayn'd his fpeciall Gouernor,

Win. What?wherein Talbot ouercame, is't fo ? And for his fafetie there lie beft deuife. Exit.
^.a^lfefO no : wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrown: Winch. Each hath his Place and Function to attend:

The circumftance He tell you more at large. I am left out; for me nothing remaines :
The tenth of Auguft laft, this dreadfull Lord, But long I will not be lack out of Office.
Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, The King from Eltam I intend to fend,
Hauing full fcarce fix thoufand in his troupe, And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale.
By three and twentie thoufand of the French Exit.
Was round incompaffed,and let vpon :
No leyfure had he to enranke his men. Sound a Flourijh.
He wanted Pikes to let before his Archers :

Inftead whereof, iharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir, marching
They pitched in the ground confufedly, with Drum and Souldiers.
To keepe the Horfemen off,from breaking in.
More then three houres the fight continued : Charles. Mars his true mouing,euen as in the Heauens,
Where valiant Talbot, aboue humane thought, So in the Earth, to this day is not knowne.
Enacled wonders with his Sword and Lance. Late did he fhine vpon the Englifh fide :
Hundreds he fent to Hell,and none durft ftand him: Now we are Viclors, vpon vs he fmiles.
Here, there,and euery where enrag'd,he flew- What Townes of any moment, but we haue ?
The French exclaym'd, the Deuill was in Armes, At pleafure here we lye,neere Orleance :
All the whole Army ftood agaz'd on him. Otherwhiles,the famifht Englifh, like pale Ghofts,
His Souldiers fpying his vndaunted Spirit, Faintly befiege vs one houre in a moneth.
A Talbot, a 'Talbot , cry'd out amaine, ^/an.They want their Porredge,& their fat Bui Beeues:
And rufht into the Bowels of the Battaile. Eyther they muft be dyeted like Mules,
Here had the Conquer}, fully been feal'd vp, And haue their Prouender ty'd to their mouthes,
If Sir lohn Falflaffe had not play'd the Coward. Or pitteous they will looke,like drowned Mice.
He being in the Vauward, plac't behinde, Reigneir.Let's rayfe the Siege:why liue we idly here?
With purpofe to relieue and follow them, Talbot is taken, whom we wont to feare :
Cowardly fled,not hauing ftruck one ftroake. Remayneth none but mad-brayn'd Salisbury,
Hence grew the generall wrack and maffacre : And he may well in fretting fpend his gall,
Enclofed were they with their Enemies. Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre.
A bafe Wallon,to win the Dolphins grace, Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we will rufh on them.
Thruft Ballot with a Speare into the Back, Now for the honour of the forlorne French:
Whom all France, with their chiefe affembled ftrength, Him I forgiue my death,that killeth me,
Durft not prefume to looke once in the face. When he fees me goe back one foot, or flye. Exeunt.

Bedf. Is Talbot flaine then* I will flay my felfe , Here Alarum, they are beaten bac^_ by the
For liuing idly here, in pompe and eafe, Englifh, with great lojje.
Whil'ft fuch a worthy Leader,wanting ayd,
Vnto his daftard foe-men is betray'd. Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir.

"^.Meff. O no,he liues, but is tooke Prifoner, Charles-Who euer faw the like?what men haue I?
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford: Dogges, Cowards, Daftards : I would ne're haue fled,
Moft of the reft flaughter'd,or tooke likewiie. But that they left me 'midft my Enemies.

Bedf. His Ranfome there is none but I fhall pay. Reigneir. Salisbury is a defperate Homicide,
He hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, He fighteth as one weary of his life :
His Crowne fhall be the Ranfome of my friend: The other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode.
Foure of their Lords lie change for one of ours. Doe rufh vpon vs as their hungry prey.

k 3 Alanf. Froy-
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Alanfon. Froyfard, a Countreyman of ours, records, Aske me what queftion thou canft poffible,

England all Oliuers and Rowlands breed, And I will anfwer vnpremeditated :
During the time Edward the third did raigne : My Courage trie by Combat, if thou dar'ft,
More truly now may this be verified ; And thou fhaltfinde that I exceed my Sex.
For none but Samfons and Goliajfts Refolue on this, thou malt be fortunate,
It fendeth forth toskirmiih : one to tenne? If thou receiue me for thy Warlike Mate.
Leane raw-bon'd Rafcals, who would e're fuppofe, Dolph. Thou haft aftoni/ht me with thy high termes:
They had fuch courage and audacitie ? Onely this proofe He of thy Valour make,

Charles. Let's leaue this Towne, In fingle Combat thou /halt buckle with me ;
For they are hayre-brayn'd Slaues, And if thou vanqui/heft, thy words are true,
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: Otherwife I renounce all confidence.
Of old I know them ; rather with their Teeth fuzel. I am prepar'd: here is my keene-edg'd Sword,
The Walls they'le teare downe,then forfake the Siege. Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide,

Reigneir. I thinke by fome odde Gimmors or Deuice The which at Touraine,in S.Katherines Church-yard,
Their Armes are fet,like Clocks,ftill toftrike on; Out of a great deale of old Iron, I chofe forth.
Elfe ne're could they hold out fo as they doe : Dolph. Then come a Gods name, I feare no woman.
By my confent, wee'le euen let them alone. Puzel. And while I Hue,lie ne're flye from a man.

Alan fan. Be it fo. Here they fgbt, and loane de fu-zel overcomes.
Dolph. Stay,ftay thy hands, thou art an Amazon,

Enter the llaftard of Orleance. And fighter}, with the Sword of Debora.
Puzel. Ch rifts Mother helpes me, elfe I were too

^Baftard. Where's the Prince Dolphin ? I haue newes weake.
for him. Dolj>h.Who e're helps thee,'tis thou that muft help me :

Tlolph. Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcome to vs. Impatiently I burne with thy defire,
Baft. Me thinks your looks are fad,your chear appal'd. My heart and hands thou haft at once fubdu'd.

Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this offence ? Excellent Puxel, if thy name be fo,
Be not difmay'd,for fuccour is at hand : Let me thy feruant,and not Soueraigne be,
A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 'Tis the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus.
Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heauen, Puxel. I muft not yeeld to any rights of Loue,
Ordayned is to rayfe this tedious Siege, For my Profeflion's facred from aboue :
And driue the Engli/h forth the bounds of France : When I haue chafed all thy Foes from hence,
The fpirit of deepe Prophecie (he hath, Then will I thinke vpon a recompence.
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome: '"Dolph. Meane time looke gracious on thy proftrate
What's part, and what's to come, Jhe can defcry. Thrall.
Speake,mall I call her in? beleeue my words, Reigneir. My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke.
For they are certa'me,and vnfallible. ./^/aK/.Doubtleffe he fhriues this woman to her fmock,

Dolph. Goe call her in: but firft, to try her skill, Elfe ne're could he fo long protract his fpeech.
Reignier ftand thou as Dolphin in my place ; Reigneir. Shall wee difturbe him, fince hee keepes no
Queftion her prowdly, let thy Lookes be fterne, meane ?
By this meanes fhall we found what skill flie hath. Alan.\lz may meane more then we poor men do know,

Thefe women are fhrewd tempters with their tongues.
Enter loane Puzel. Reigneir.My Lord, where are you? what deuife you on?

Reigneir. Faire Maid, is't thou wilt doe thefe won- Shall we giue o're Orleance, or no ?
drous feats ? Fuze/.Why no,I fay: diftruftfull Recreants,

Puzel. Reignier^is't thou that thinkeft to beguile me? Fight till the laft gafpe : He be your guard.
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behinde, Dolph. What /hee fayes, lie confirme : wee'le fight
I know thee well, though neuer feene before. it out.
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me ; Pu%el. Affign'd am I to be the Engli/h Scourge.
In priuate will I taike with thee apart : This night the Siege afTuredly lie rayfe :
Stand back you Lords,and glue vs leaue a while. Expedl Saint <3V[artim Summer,Halcyons dayes,

Reigneir. She takes vpon her brauely at firft daft. Since I haue entred into thefe Warres.
Puzel. Dolphin, I am by birth a Shepheards Daughter, Glory is like a Circle in the Water,

My wit vntrayn'd in any kind of Art : Which neuer ceafeth to enlarge it felfe,
Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naught.
To fhine on my contemptible eftate. With Henries death, the Englifli Circle ends,
Loe, while/I I wayted on my tender Lambes, Difperfed are the glories it included :
And to Sunnes parching heat difplay'd my cheekes, Now am I like that prowd infulting Ship,
Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, Which Caejar and his fortune bare at once,
And in a Vifion full of Maieftie, Dolph. Was Mahomet infpired with a Doue ?
Will'd me to leaue my bafe Vocation, Thou with an Eagle art infpired then.
And free my Countrey from Calamitie : Helen, the Mother of Great fyn/tantine,
Her ayde flie promis'd,and affur'd fuccefie. Nor yet S.fhilips daughters were like thee.
In compleat Glory fhee reueal'd her felfe : Bright Starre of Pretuu)fa.liie downe on the Earth,
And whereas I was black and fwart before, How may I reuerently worfhip thee enough ?
With thofe cleare Rayes, which fhee infus'd on me, ^Alanjon. Leaue off delayes, and let vs rayfe the
That beautie am I bleft with, which you may fee. Siege.

Reigneir. Wo-
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Reigneir.Woma.n,do what thou canft to faue our honors, In fpight of Pope,or dignities of Church,

Driue them from Orleance, and be immortaliz'd. Here by the Cheekes He drag thee vp and downe.
Dolph. Prefently wee'le try : come, let's away about it, Winch. Glofter , thou wilt anfwere this before the

No Prophet will I truft, if fhee proue falfe. Exeunt. Pope.
Gloft. Winchefter Goofe,! cry,a Rope,a Rope,

Enter Glofter, with his Serulng-men. Now beat them hence, why doe you let them ftay ?
Thee He chafe hence, thou Wolfe in Sheepes array.

Gloft. I am come to furuey the Tower this day ; Out Tawney-Coates,out Scarlet Hypocrite.
Since Henries death, I feare there is Conueyance :
Where be thefe Warders,that they wait not here? Here Glofters men beat out the Cardinalls men,
Open the Gates,'tis Glofter that calls. and enter in the hurly-burly the Maior

I. Warder. Who's there,that knocks fo imperioufly 9 of London, and his Officers .
Gloft. i. Man. It is the Noble Duke of Glofter.
z. Warder. Who ere he be,you may not be let in. Maior. Fye Lords, that you being fupreme Magistrates,
I.Man. Villaines, anfwer you fo the Lord Proteftor? Thus contumelioufly fhould breake the Peace.
l. Warder. The Lord protect him, fo we anfwer him, Gloft. Peace Maior, thou know'ft little of my wrongs:

We doe no otherwife then wee are will'd. Here's 'Beauford, that regards nor God nor King,
G7o.ff.Who willed you?or whofe will ftands but mine? Hath here diftrayn'd the Tower to his vfe.

There's none Protestor of the Realme,but I : Winch. Here's Glofter,a Foe to Citizens,
Breake vp the Gates, lie be your warrantize ; One that ftill motions Warre,and neuer Peace,
Shall I be flowted thus by dunghill Groomes ? O're-charging your free Purfes with large Fines ;

Glofters men rujh at the Tower Gates, and, Wooduile That feekes to ouerthrow Religion,
the Lieutenant Jpea^es within. Becaufe he is Protedlor of the Realme ;

Wooduile. What noyfe is this ? what Traytors haue And would haue Armour here out of the Tower,
wee here ? To Crowne himfelfe King,and fuppreffe the Prince.
GloSl. Lieutenant,is it you whofe voyce I heare ? (floft. I will not anfwer thee with words, but blowes.

Open the Gates, here's C/lofter that would enter. Here they sfyrmijh againe.
Wooduile. Haue patience Noble Duke, I may not open, Maior. Naught refts for me,in this tumultuous ftrife,

The Cardinall of Winchefter forbids : But to make open Proclamation.
From him I haue exprefTe commandement, Come Officer, as lowd as e're thou canft, cry :
That thou nor none of thine fhall be let in. All manner of men, affembled here in Armes this day,
Gloft. Faint-hearted Wooduile,fc\ze.&. him 'fore me? again/} Gods Peace and the Kings, wee charge and command

Arrogant Winchefter, that haughtie Prelate, you, in his HighneJJe Name, to repayre to your Jeuerall dwel-
Whom Henry our late Soueraigne ne're could brooke ? ling places, and not to weare, handle, or -vfe any Sword, Wea-
Thou art no friend to God,or to the King : pon,or dagger hence-forward^-vpon paine of death,
Open the Gates, or He /hut thee out fhortly. Gloft. Cardinall,Ile be no breaker of the Law:
Seruingmen. Open the Gates vnto the Lord Proteftor, But we fliall meet,and breake our minds at large.

Or wee'le burft them open, if that you come not quickly. Winch. Glofter,wee'le meet to thy coft, be fure :
Thy heart-blood I will haue for this dayes worke.

Enter to the ProtecJor at the Tower (fates, Winchefter Maior. He call for Clubs,if you will not away:
and his men in Tawney Coates. This Cardinall's more haughtie then the Deuill.

Gloft. Maior farewell : thou doo'ft but what thou
WincheSl. How now ambitious P~mpbeir,whiA meanes may'ft.

this ? Winch. Abhominable Glofter, guard thy Head,
Gloft. Piel'd Prieft, doo'ft thou command me to be For I intend to haue it ere long. Exeunt.

fhut out ? Maior. See the Coaft clear'd, and then we will depart.
Winch. I doe, thou moft vfurping Proditor, Good God, thefe Nobles ftiould fuch ftomacks beare,

And not Protedlor of the King or Realme. I my felfe fight not once in fortie yeere. Exeunt.
Gloft. Stand back thou manifeft Confpirator,

Thou that contriued'ft to murther our dead Lord, Enter the Mafter Gunner of Orleance, and
Thou that giu'ft Whores Indulgences to finne, his Boy.
He canuas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, M.G««Ker.Sirrha,thou know'ft how Orleance is befieg'd,
If thou proceed in this thy infolence. And how the EngliJh haue the Suburbs wonne.

Winch. Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot : 'Boy. Father I know,and oft haue fliot at them,
This be Damafcus, be thou curfed Cain, How e're vnfortunate, I mifs'd my ayme.
To flay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. M.Gunner.Eut now thou flialt not. Be thou rul'd by me:

Gloft. I will not flay thee, but He driue thee back : Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne,
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, Something I muft doe to procure me grace :
lie vfe, to carry thee out of this place. The Princes efpyals haue informed me,

Winch. Doe what thou dar'ft , I beard thee to thy How the Englifh, in the Suburbs clofe entrencht,
face. Went through a fecret Grate of Iron Barres,

Cfloft. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my face f In yonder Tower, to ouer-peere the Citie,
Draw men, for all this priuiledged place, And thence difcouer, how with moft aduantage
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieft, beware your Beard, They may vex vs with Shot or with Aflault.
I meane to tugge it, and to cuffe you foundly. To intercept this inaonuenience,
Vnder my feet I ftampe thy Cardinalls Hat: A Peece of Ordnance 'gainft it I haue plac'd,

And
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And euen thefe three dayes haue I watcht, How far'ft thou, Mirror of all Martiall men ?
If I could fee them. Now doe thou watch, One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheekes fide ftruck off?
For I can ftay no longer. Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatall Hand,
If thou fpy'ft any, runne and bring me word, That hath contriu'd this wofull Tragedie.
And thou (halt finde me at the Gouernors. Exit. In thirteene Battailes, Salisbury o'recame :

Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, Henry the Fift he firft trayn'd to the Warres.
He neuer trouble you,if I may fpye them. Exit. Whil'ft any Trumpe did found,or Drum ftruck vp,

His Sword did ne're leaue ftriking in the field.
Enter Salisbury and Talbot on the Turrets, Yet liu'ft thou Salisbury ? though thy fpeech doth fayle,

with others. One Eye thou haft to looke to Heauen for grace.
Salub. Talbot,my life, my ioy,againe return'd ? The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World.

How wert thou handled, being Prifoner ? Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue,
Or by what meanes got's thou to be released ? If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands.
Difcourfe I prethee on this Turrets top. Beare hence his Body, I will helpe to bury it.

Talbot. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoner, Sir Thomas Gargraue, haft thou any life ?
Call'd the braue Lord Ponton de Santrayle, Speake vnto Talbot, nay,looke vp to him.
For him was I exchang'd,and ranfom'd. Salisbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort,
But with a bafer man of Armes by farre, Thou flialt not dye whiles--
Once in contempt they would haue barter'd me : He beckens with his hand, and (miles on me :
Which I difdaining, fcorn'd,and craued death, As who (hould fay, When I am dead and gone,
Rather then I would be fo pil'd efteem'd : Remember to auenge me on the French,
In fine, redeem'd I was as I defir'd. Plantaglnet I will, and like thee,
But O,the trecherous Falftafe wounds my heart, Play on the Lute, beholding the Townes burne :
Whom with my bare fifts I would execute, Wretched (hall France be onely in my Name.
If I now had him brought into my power. Here an Alarum,and it Thunders and Lightens.

Salisb. Yet tell'ft thou not , how thou wert enter- What ftirre is this ? what tumult's in the Heauens ?

tain'd. Whence commeth this Alarum, and the noyfe ?
Tal. With fcoffes and fcornes, and contumelious taunts, Enter a MeJJenger.

In open Market-place produc't they me, Meff.My Lord,my Lord,the French haue gather'd head.
To be a publique fpeclacle to all: The Dolphin, with one loane de Pu-zel ioyn'd,
Here,fayd they, is the Terror of the French, A holy Propheteffe, new rifen vp,
The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo. Is come with a great Power, to rayfe the Siege.
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, Here Salisbury lifteth himfelfe itp,and groanes.
And with my nayles digg'd ftones out of the ground, Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salisbury doth groane,
To hurle at the beholders of my fhame. It irkes his heart he cannot be reueng'd.
My grifly countenance made others flye, Frenchmen, lie be a Salisbury to you.
None durft come neere,for feare of fuddaine death. Pu%el or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog,fi(h,
In Iron Walls they deem'd me not fecure : Your hearts He ftampe out with my Horfes heeles,
So great feare of my Name'mongft them were fpread, And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines.
That they fuppos'd I could rend Barres of Steele, Conuey me Salisbury into his Tent,
And fpurne in pieces Pofts of Adamant. And then wee'le try what thefe daftard Frenchmen dare.
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had, Alarum. Exeunt.
That walkt about me euery Minute while :
And if I did but ftirre out of my Bed, Here an Alarum againe,and Talbot purfuetb the Dolphin,
Ready they were to /hoot me to the heart. and driueth him : Then enter loane de Puzel,

Snter the Boy with a Linftocl^. driuing Englijhmen before her.
Saliib. I grieue to heare what torments you endur'd, Then enter Talbot.

But we will be reueng'd fufficiently. Talb.Where is my ftrength, my valour, and my forcer1
Now it is Supper time in Orleance : Our Engliih Troupes retyre,! cannot ftay them,
Here, through this Grate, I count each one, A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them.
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie : Enter Pirzel.
Let vs looke in,the fight will much delight thee: Here, here (hee comes. He haue a bowt with thee :
Sir Thomas ffargraue,and Sir William Glanjdak, Deuill,or Deuils Dam,lie coniure thee :
Let me haue your exprefTe opinions, Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch,
Where is beft place to make our Batt'ry next? And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou feru'ft.

Gargraue. I thinke at the North Gate, for there (lands fu-zel. Come, come, 'tis onely I that muft difgrace
Lords. thee. Here they fight.

Glanfdale. And I heere , at the Bulwarke of the Talb. Heauens,can you fuffer Hell fo to preuayle f
Bridge. My breft lie burft with (training of my courage,

Talb. For ought I fee,this Citie muft be famiftt, And from my (houlders crack my Armes afunder,
Or with light Skirmifhes enfeebled. Here they fat, and But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet.

Salisbury falls dcTvne. They fight againe.
Saliib. O Lord haue mercy on vs, wretched finners. Puzel. Talbot farwell, thy houre is not yet come,
Gargraue. O Lord haue mercy on me, wofull man. I muft goe Vicluall Orleance forthwith :
Ta/b.What chance is this,that fuddenly hath croft vs? AJbort Alarum : then enter the Towne

Speake Salisbury ; at leaft, if thou canft, fpeake : nith Souldiers.
O're-
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O're-take me if thou canft,! fcorne thy ftrength.
Goe, goe, cheare vp thy hungry-ftarued men,
Helpe Salisbury to make his Teftament,
This Day is ours,as many more fhall be. Exit. ASlus Secundus. Scena '"Prima.

Talb. My thoughts are whirled like a Potters Wheele,
I know not where I am, nor what I doe :
A Witch by feare,not force, like Hannibal,
Driues back our troupes,and conquers as fh.e lifts : Enter a Sergeant of a Band, with two Sentinels.
So Bees with fmoake, and Doues with noyfome ftench,
Are from their Hyues and Houfes driuen away. Ser. Sirs, take your places,and be vigilant:
They call'd vs, for our fierceneffe, Engli/h Dogges, If any noyfe or Souldier you perceiue
Now like to Whelpes, we crying runne away. Neere to the walles, by fome apparant figne

AJbort Alarum. Let vs haue knowledge at the Court of Guard.
Hearke Countreymen, eyther renew the fight, Sent. Sergeant you fhall. Thus are poore Seruitors
Or teare the Lyons out of Englands Coat; (When others fleepe vpon their quiet beds)
Renounce your Soyle, giue Sheepe in Lyons ftead : Conftrain'd to watch in darknefle, raine, and cold.
Sheepe run not halfe fo trecherous from the Wolfe,
Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard, Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with fcaling
As you flye from your oft-fubdued flaues. Ladders : Their Drummes bearing a

^Alarum. Here another S^irmijh. Tlcad <
It will not be, retyre into your Trenches:
You all confented vnto SaKsburies death, Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy,
For none would ftrike a ftroake in his reuenge. By whofe approach, the Regions of A'-toys^
Pu-zel is entred into Orleance, Walton, and Picardy, are friends to vs :
In fpight of vs,or ought that we could doe. This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure,
O would I were to dye with Salisbury, Hauing all day carows'd and banquetted,
The fhame hereof,will make me hide my head. Embrace we then this opportunitie,

£xit Talbot. As fitting beft to quittance their deceite,
Alarum, Retreat, Flourijh. Contriu'd by Art, and balefull Sorcerie.

Bed. Coward of France, how much he wrongs his fame,
Enter on the Walls, Tu-zel, Dolphin, Reigneir, Difpairing of his owne armes fortitude,

eAlanJon, and Souldiers. To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell,
Bur. Traitors haue neuer other company.

fuze!. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls, But what's that Puzell whom they tearme fo pure?
Refcu'd is Orleance from the Englifh. Tal. A Maid, they fay.
Thus loane de Pu-zel hath perform'd her word. 'Bed. A Maid ? And be fo martiall ?

Dolph. Diuineft Creature, Aftrea"s Daughter, Bur. Pray God fhe proue not mafculine ere long:
How fhall I honour thee for this fucceffe ? If vnderneath the Standard of the French

Thy promifes are like Adonu Garden, She carry Armour, as fhe hath begun.
That one day bloom'd,and fruitfull were the next. Tal. Well, let them praftife and conuerfe with fpirits.
France, triumph in thy glorious Propheteffe, God is our FortrefTe, in whofe conquering name
Recouer'd is the Towne of Orleance, Let vs refolue to fcale their flinty bulwarkes.
More bleiTed hap did ne're befall our State. Bed. Afcend braue Talbot, we will follow thee.
Reigneir. Why ring not out the Bells alowd, Tal. Not altogether : Better farre I guefle,

Throughout the Towne ? That we do make our entrance feuerall wayes :
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, That if it chance the one of vs do faile,
And feaft and banquet in the open ftreets, The other yet may rife againft their force.
To celebrate the ioy that God hath giuen vs. Bed. Agreed ; He to yond corner.

Alanf. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy, 'Bur. And I to this.
When they fhall heare how we haue play'd the men. Tal. And heere will Talbot mount, or make his graue.

Dolph. 'Tis loane, not we, by whom the day is wonne : Now Salisbury, for thee and for the right
For which,! will diuide my Crowne with her, Of Englifh Henry, fhall this night appeare
And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realme, How much in duty, I am bound to both.
Shall in proceffion fing her endlefle prayfe. Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make afTault.
A ftatelyer Pyramis to her lie reare, Cry, S. George, A Talbot .
Then 1(bodopbe's or zftfemphis euer was.
In memorie ofher,when fhe is dead, The French leape ore the mattes in their Jhirts. Enter
Her Afhes,in an Vrne more precious feuerall wayes, Baftard, Alanfon, Reignier,
Then the rich-iewel'd Coffer of Darius, halfe ready, and halfe -unready.
Tranfported, fhall be at high Feftiuals
Before the Kings and Queenes of France. Alan. How now my Lords ? what all vnreadie fo i
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 'Baft. Vnready? I and glad we fcap'd fo well.
But loane de Puzel fhall be France's Saint. .R«g-.'Twas time (I trow) to wake and leaue our beds,
Come in,and let vs Banquet Royally, Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores.
After this Golden Day of Vi&orie. Alan. Of all exploits fince firft I follow'd Armes,

Flourijh. Exeunt. Nere heard I of a warlike enterprize
More
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More venturous, or defperate then this. His new-come Champion, vertuous loane of Acre,

Baft. I thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. Nor any of his falfe Confederates.
Reig. If not of Hell, the Heauens fure fauour him. <Bedf."T'is thought Lord Talbot,w\ien the fight began,
AlanJ. Here commeth Charles,! maruell how he fped? Rows'd on the fudden from their drowfie Beds,

They did amongft the troupes of armed men,
Enter Charles and loane. Leape o're the Walls for refuge in the field.

Baft. Tut, holy loane was his defenfiue Guard. ^Burg. My felfe, as farre as I could well difcerne,
Charl. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful! Dame? For fmoake,and duskie vapours of the night,

Didft thou at firft, to flatter vs withall, Am fure I fcar'd the Dolphin and his Trull,
Make vs partakers of a little gayne, When Arme in Arme they both came fwiftly running,
That now our loffe might be ten times fo much? Like to a payre of louing Turtle-Doues,

loane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? That could not liue afunder day or night.
At all times will you haue my Power alike? After that things are fet in order here,
Sleeping or waking, muft I ftill preuayle, Wee'le follow them with all the power we haue.
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me?
Improuident Souldiors, had your Watch been good, Enter a t&Teffenger.
This fudden Mifchiefe neuer could haue falne. MeJJT. A\\ hayle, my Lords:which of this Princely trayne

Cbarl. Duke of Alanfon,this was your default, Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his A<fb
That being Captaine of the Watch to Night, So much applauded through the Realme of France?
Did looke no better to that weightie Charge. Talb. Here is the T<2/W, who would fpeak with him?

AlanJ. Had all your Quarters been as fafely kept, Me/. The vertuous Lady, Countefle of Ouergne,
As that whereof I had the gouernment, With modeftie admiring thy Renowne,
We had not beene thus fhamefully furpriz'd. By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ft vouchfafe

Baft. Mine was fecure. To vifit her poore Caftle where Ae lyes,
Reig. And fo was mine, my Lord. That jhe may boaft /he hath beheld the man,
Charl. And for my felfe, moft part of all this Night Whofe glory fills the World with lowd report.

Within her Quarter,and mine owne Precinft, ^Burg. Is it euen fo? Nay, then I fee our Warres
I was imploy'd in paffing to and fro, Will turne vnto a peaceful! Comick fport,
About relieuing of the Centinels. When Ladyes craue to be encountred with.
Then how, or which way,lhould they firft breake in ? You may not (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuit.

loane. Qu_eftion (my Lords) no further of the cafe, Talb. Ne're truft me then : for when a World of men
How or which way; 'tis fure they found fome place, Could not preuayle with all their Oratorie,
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : Yet hath a Womans kindnefTe ouer-rul'd :
And now there refts no other fhift but this, And therefore tell her, I returne great thankes,
To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and difperc't, And in fubmifiion will attend on her.
And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them. Will not your Honors beare me company ?

Exeunt. Bedf. No,truly,'tis more then manners will:
And I haue heard it fayd, Vnbidden Guefts

Alarum. Enter a Souldier, crying, a Talbot, a Talbot: Are often welcommeft when they are gone.
theyjiye, leaning their Clothes behind. Talb. Well then, alone (fince there's no remedie)

I meane to proue this Ladyes courtefie.
Sould. He be fo bold to take what they haue left: Come hither Captaine, you perceiue my minde.

The Cry of Talbot ferues me for a Sword, TPbifiers.
For I haue loaden me with many Spoyles, Capt. I doe my Lord, and meane accordingly.
Vfmg no other Weapon but his Name. Exit. Exeunt.

Enter Countejfe.
Enter Talbot, ̂Bedford, "Burgundie. Qount. Porter,remember what I gaue in charge,

^Bedf. The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled, And when you haue done fo, bring the Keyes to me.
Whofe pitchy Mantle ouer-vayl'd the Earth. Port. Madame,I will. Sxlt.
Here found Retreat, and ceafe our hot purfuit. Retreat. Count. The Plot is layd, if all things fall out right,

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, I ihall as famous be by this exploit,
And here aduance it in the Market-Place, As Scythian Tomyrii by Cyrus death.
The middle Centure of this curfed Towne. Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knight,
Now haue I pay'd my Vow vnto his Soule: And his atchieuements of no leffe account:
For euery drop of blood was drawne from him, Faine would mine eyes be witnefie with mine eares,
There hath at leaft Hue Frenchmen dyed to night. To giue their cenfure of thefe rare reports,
And that hereafter Ages may behold
What ruine happened in reuenge of him, Enter MeJJenger and Talbot.
Within their chiefeft Temple He evecl Me/. Madame, according as your Lady/hip defir'd,
A Tombe, wherein his Corps fhall be interr'd : By Meffage crau'd, fo is Lord Talbot- come.
Vpon the which, that euery one may reade, Qount. And he is welcome: what^ is this the man f
Shall be engrau'd the facke of Orleance, Me/. Madame, it is.
The trecherous manner of his mournefull death, Count. Is this the Scourge of France ?
And what a terror he had beene to France. Is this the Talbot,fo much fear'd abroad ?
But Lords, in all our bloudy Maffacre, That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes?
I mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, I fee Report is fabulous and falfe.
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I thought I fhould haue feene fome Hercules, But onely with your patience, that we may
A fecond Hettor, for his grim afpect, Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Gates you haue,
And large proportion of his ftrong knit Limbes. For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes ferue them well.
Alas, this is a Child, a filly Dwarfe : Count. With all my heart, and thinke me honored,
It cannot be, this weake and writhled fhrimpe To feaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. Exeunt.
Should ftrike fuch terror to his Enemies.

Talk. Madame, I haue beene bold to trouble you: Bnter T(ichard Plantagenet, War-aid^, Somerset,
But fince your Ladyfhip is not at leyfure, Pooh, and others.
He fort fome other time to vifit you.

Count. What meanes he now ? . Great Lords and Gentlemen,
Goe aske him, whither he goes? What meanes this filence ?

Meff. Stay my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craues, Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth ?
To know the caufe of your abrupt departure? Suff. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd,

Talb. Marry, for that fhee's in a wrong beleefe, The Garden here is more conuenient.
I goe to certifie her Talbot's here. TCor\. Then fay at once, if I maintain'd the Truth :

Enter Porter with Keyes. Or elfe was wrangling Somerset in th'error?
Count. If thou be he, then art thou Prifoner. Suff. Faith I haue beene a Truant in the Law,
Tali. Prifoner ? to whom ? And neuer yet could frame my will to it,
Count. To me,blood-thirftie Lord: And therefore frame the Law vnto my will.

And for that caufe I trayn'd thee to my Houfe. Som. ludge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be-
Long time thy fhadow hath been thrall to me, tweene vs.
For in my Gallery thy Picture hangs : War. Between two Hawks, which flyes the higher pitch,
But now the fubftance {hall endure the like, Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth,
And I will chayne thefe Legges and Armes of thine, Between two Blades, which beares the better temper,
That haft by Tyrannic thefe many yeeres Between two Horfes, which doth beare him beft,
Wafted our Countrey, flaine our Citizens, Between two Girles, which hath the merryeft eye,
And fent our Sonnes and Husbands captiuate. I haue perhaps fome mallow fpirit of ludgement :

Talb. Ha,ha, ha. But in thefe nice fharpe Qujllets of the Law,
Count. Laugheft thou Wretch ? Good faith I am no wifer then a Daw.

Thy mirth fhall turne to moane. Tor\_. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance :
Talb. I laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond, The truth appeares fo naked on my fide,

To thinke,that you haue ought but Talbots fhadow, That any purblind eye may find it out.
Whereon to praftife your feueritie. Som. And on my fide it is fo well apparrell'd,

£ount. Why f art not thou the man £ So cleare, fo mining, and fo euident,
Tali. I am indeede. That it will glimmer through a blind'mans eye.
Count. Then haue I fubftance too. Tori-. Since you are tongue-ty'd,and fo loth to fpeake,
Talb. No, no, I am but fhadow of my felfe : In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts:

You are deceiu'd, my fubftance is not here ; Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman,
For what you fee, is but the fmalieft part, And ftands vpon the honor of his birth,
And leaft proportion of Humanitie : If he fuppofe that I haue pleaded truth,
I tell you Madame, were the whole Frame here, From off this Bryer pluck a white Rofe with me.
It is of fuch a fpacious loftie pitch, Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer,
Your Roofe were not fufficient to contayn't, But dare maintaine the partie of the truth,

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me.
He will be here, and yet he is not here : War. I loue no Colours : and without all colour
How can thefe contrarieties agree ? Of bafe infinuating flatterie,

Talb. That will I fhew you prefently. I pluck this white Rofe with 'Plantagenet.
Winds ha Home, Drummes ftril^e vp,a Peale Suff. I pluck this red Rofe, with young Somerfet,

ofOrdenar.ee: Enter Souldiors. And fay withall, I thinke he held the right.
How fay you Madame ? are you now perfwaded, Vernon. Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more
That Talbot is but fhadow of himfelfe ? Till you conclude, that he vpon whofe fide
Thefe are his fubftance,fmewes,armes,and ftrength, The feweft Rofes are cropt from the Tree,
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion.
Razeth your Cities, and fubuerts your Townes, Som. Good Mafter Vernon,\t is well obiefted :
And in a moment makes them defolate. If I haue feweft, I fubfcribe in filence.

Count, Victorious Talbot, pardon my abufe, Tor^. And I.
I finde thou art no leffe then Fame hath bruited, Vernon. Then for the truth, and plainneffe of the Cafe,
And more then may be gathered by thy fhape. I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloilbme here,
Let my prefumption not prouoke thy wrath, Giuing my Verdidl on the white Rofe fide.
For I am forry, that with reuerence Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off,
I did not entertaine thee as thou art. Leaft bleeding, you doe paint the white Rofe red,

Talb. Be not difmay'd, faire Lady, nor mifconfter And fall on my fide fo againft your will.
The minde of Talbot, as you did miftake Vernon. If I, my Lord, for my opinion bleed,
The outward compofition of his body. Opinion fhall be Surgeon to my hurt,
What you haue done,hath not offended me: And keepe me on the fide where ftill I am.
Nor other fatisfadlion doe I craue, Som. Well, well, come on, who elfe ?

Lawyer. Vn-
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Lawyer. Vnlefle my Studie and my Bookes be falfe, Call'd for the Truce of Wincbejter and Gloucefter :

The argument you held, was wrong in you ; And if thou be not then created Yorfa
In figne whereof, I pluck a white Rofe too. I will not liue to be accounted War-aic^e.

Torke. Now Somerset, where is your argument? Meane time,in fignall of my loue to thee,
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that Againft prowd Somerfet,and William Poole,

Shall dye your white Rofe in a bloody red. Will I vpon thy partie weare this Rofe.
Tor/^.Meane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: And here I prophecie: this brawle to day,

For pale they looke with feare,as witneffing Growne to this faction in the Temple Garden,
The truth on our fide. Shall fend betweene the Red-Rofe and the White,

Som. No Plantagenet : A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Night.
'Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy cheekes Yor\e. Good Mafter Vernoti,! am bound to you,
Blufli for pure ihame, to counterfeit our Rofes, That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower.
And yet thy tongue will not confefle thy error. Ver. In your behalfe ftill will I weare the fame.

Torfe. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker,Somerfet? Lawyer. And fo will I.
Sum. Hath not thy Rofe a Thorne, Plantagenet ? Yor\e. Thankes gentle.
Yorke. I,fharpe and piercing to maintaine his truth, Come, let vs foure to Dinner : I dare fay,

Whiles thy confuming Canker eates his falfehood. This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day.
Som. Well, lie find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, Exeunt.

That fhall maintaine what I haue faid is true,
Where falfe Plantagenet dare not be feene. Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chayre,

Ybrfe. Now by this Maiden Bloffbme in my hand, and lay lor s.
I fcorne thee and thy faihion,peeuifh Boy.

Suff. Turne not thy fcornes this way, Plantagenet. Mort. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age,
Yorkf. Prowd Toole, I will, and fcorne both him and Let dying <3V[ortimer here reft himfelfe.

thee. Euen like a man new haled from the Wrack,
Suff. He turne my part thereof into thy throat. So fare my Limbes with long Imprifonment;
Som. Away, away, good William de la Poole, And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuiuants of death,

We grace the Yeoman, by conuerfing with him. Nejior-like aged, in an Age of Care,
fPam.tJovr by Gods will thou wrong'ft him,Sower/if : Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer.

His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, Thefe Eyes, like Lampes,whofe wafting Oyle is fpent,
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England : Waxe dimme,as drawing to their Exigent.
Spring Creftlefle Yeomen from fo deepe a Root ? Weake Shoulders, ouer-borne with burthening Griefe,

1 Tor fa. He beares him on the place's Priuiledge, And pyth-lefle Armes, like to a withered Vine,
Or durft not for his crauen heart fay thus. That droupes his fappe-Ieffe Branches to the ground.

Som, By him that made me, He maintaine my words Yet are thefe Feet, whofe ftrength-leffe flay is numme,
On any Plot of Ground in Chriftendome. (Vnable to fupport this Lumpe of Clay)
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earle of Cambridge, Swift-winged with defire to get a Graue,
For Treafon executed in our late Kings dayes "? As witting I no other comfort haue.
And by his Treafon, ftand'ft not thou attainted, But tell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come ?
Corrupted,and exempt from ancient Gentry f Keeper. Richard flantagenet,mj Lord, will come :
His Trefpas yet liues guiltie in thy blood, We fent vnto the Temple, vnto his Chamber,
And till thou be reftor'd, thou art a Yeoman. And anfwer was return'd,that he will come.

Yorfy. My Father was attached, not attainted, Mort. Enough : my Soule mall then be fatisfied.
Condemn'd to dye for Treafon, but no Traytor ; Poore Gentleman,his wrong doth equall mine.
And that lie proue on better men then Somerfet, Since Henry Monmoutb firft began to reigne,
Were growing time once ripened to my will. Before whofe Glory I was great in Armes,
For your partaker Poole, and you your felfe, This loathfome fequeftration haue I had ;
lie note you in my Booke of Memorie, And euen fince then, hath Richard beene obfcur'd,
To fcourge you for this apprehenfion : Depriu'd of Honor and Inheritance.
Looke to it well, and fay you are well warn'd. But now,the Arbitrator of Defpaires,

Som. Ah,thou {halt finde vs ready for thee ftill : luft Death, kinde Vmpire of mens miferies,
And know vs by thefe Colours for thy Foes, With fweet enlargement doth difmifle me hence :
For thefe,my friends in fpight of thee {hall weare. I would his troubles likewife were expir'd,

Yor\i. And by my Soule,this pale and angry Rofe, That fo he might recouer what was loft.
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,
Will I for euer,and my Faction weare, Enter Richard.
Vntill it wither with me to my Grai e, Keeper. My Lord, your louing Nephew now is come.
Or flouri/h to the height of my Degree. Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come ?

Suff. Goe forward, and be choak'd with thy ambition: Rich. I,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs'd,
And fo farwell,vntill I meet thee next. Bxit. Your Nephew, late defpifed Richard,comes.

Som. Haue with thee Poole: Farwell ambitious Rt- Mort. Direct mine Armes,! may embrace his Neck,
cbard. Sxit. And in his Bofome fpend my latter gafpe.

Yorl^e. How I am brau'd, and muft perforce endure Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes,
it ? That I may kindly giue one fainting Kiffe.

Warv>. This blot that they obiedt againft your Houfe, And now declare fweet Stem from Tories great Stock,
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, Why didft thou fay of late thou wert defpis'd ?

Rift. Firft
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Rich. Firft,leane thine aged Back againft mine Arme, hou do'ft then wrong me,as y flaughterer doth,

And in that eafe,Ile tell thee my Difeafe. Which giueth many Wounds, when one will kill.
This day in argument vpon a Cafe, Mourne not,except thou forrow for my good,
Some words there grew'twixt Somerfet and me : Onely giue order for my Funeral!.
Among which tearmes,he vs'd his lauifh tongue, And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes,
And did vpbrayd me with my Fathers death ; And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. Dyes.
Which obloquie fet barres before my tongue, Rich. And Peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule.
Elfewith the like I had requited him. In Prifon haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage,
Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, And like a Hermite ouer-paft thy dayes.
In honor of a true Plantagenet, Well, I will locke his Councell in my Breft,
And for Alliance fake, declare the caufe And what I doe imagine, let that reft.
My Father,Earle of Cambridge,loft his Head. Keepers conuey him hence,and I my felfe

Mart. That caufe(faire Nephew) that imprifon'd me, Will fee his Buryall better then his Life. Exit.
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, Here dyes the duskie Torch of fTtfortimer,
Within a loathfome Dungeon, there to pyne, Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort.
Was curfed Inftrument of his deceafe. And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Iniuiies,

Rich. Difcouer more at large what caufe that was, Which Somerfet hath offer'd to my Houfe,
For I am ignorant, and cannot guefTe. I doubt not, but with Honor to redrefle.

Mart. I will, if that my fading breath permit, And therefore hafte I to the Parliament,
And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done. Eyther to be reftored to my Blood,
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, Or make my will th'aduantage of my good. Exit.
Depos'd his Nephew Richard, Edwards Sonne,
The firft begotten, and the lawfull Heire Affius Tertius. Scena ^Prima.
Of Edward King, the Third of that Defcent.
During whofe Reigne, the Percies of the North, Flourijh. Enter King, Exeter, Glofter, W'inchejier, Wary/id^
Finding his Vfurpation moft vniuft, Somerfet,Suffbll^,Richard Plant a genet. Glofter offers
Endeuour'd my aduancement to the Throne. to put -up a Bill:Wincbefter fnatches it,teares it.
The reafon mou'd thefe Warlike Lords to this, Winch. Com'ft thou with deepe premeditated Lines?
Was, for that ('young Richard thus remou'd, With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly deuis'd ?'
Leaning no Heire begotten of his Body) Humfrey of Gloftev,if thou canft accufe,
I was the next by Birth and Parentage : Or ought intend'ft to lay vnto my charge,
For by my Mother, I deriued am Doe it without inuention,fuddenly,
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, third Sonne As I with fudden,and extemporall fpeech,
To King Edward the Third ; whereas hee, Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obied:.
From lohn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, G/o.Prefumptuous Prieft,this place comands my patiece,
Being but fourth of that Heroick Lyne. Or thou ihould'ft finde thou haft dis-honor'd me.
But marke : as in this haughtie great attempt, Thinke not, although in Writing I preferr'd
They laboured, to plant the rightfull Heire, The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes,
I loft my Libertie, and they their Liues. That therefore I haue forg'd,or am not able
Long after this, when Henry the Fift "Verbatim to rehearfe the Methode of my Penne.
(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrooly ) did reigne ; No Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickednefTe,
Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge, then deriu'd Thy lewd,peftiferous,and difTentious prancks,
From famous Edmund LangIey,Du]ie of Yorke, As very Infants prattle of thy pride.
Marrying my Sifter,that thy Mother was; Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer,
Againe,in pitty of my hard diftreiTe, Froward by nature, Enemie to Peace,
Leuied an Army,weening to redeeme, Lafciuious, wanton, more then well befeemes
And haue inftall'd me in the Diademe : A man of thy ProfefTion,and Degree.
But as the reft,fo fell that Noble Earle, And for thy Trecherie, what's more manifeft?
And was beheaded. Thus the "^Mortimers, In that thou layd'ft a Trap to take my Life,
In whom the Title refted,were fuppreft. As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower.

Rich. Of which, my Lord,your Honor is the laft. Befide, I feare me,if thy thoughts were fifted,
Mart. True;and thou feeft,that I no IfTue haue, The King, thy Soueraigne,is not quite exempt

And that my fainting words doe warrant death: From enuious mallice of thy fwelling heart.
Thou art my Heirej the reft, I wifh thee gather : Winch. Glofter, I doe defie thee. Lords vouchfafe
But yet be wary in thy ftudious care. To giue me hearing what I fliall reply.

j^/rA.Thy graue admonishments preuayle with me: If I were couetous, ambitious, or peruerfe,
But yet me thinkes,my Fathers execution As he will haue me : how am I fo poore ?
Was nothing leffe then bloody Tyranny. Or how haps it, I feeke not to aduance

Aforf.With filence,Nephew,be thou pollitick, Or rayfe my felfe? but keepe my wonted Calling.
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafter, And for Diffention,who preferreth Peace
And like a Mountaine,not to be remou'd. More then I doe ? except I be prouok'd.
But now thy Vnckle is remouing hence, No, my good Lords, it is not that offends,
As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd It is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke:
With long continuance in a fetled place. It is becaufe no one Should fway but hee,

Ricb.O Vnrkle, would fome part of my young yeeres No one,but hee, mould be about the King;
Might but redeeme the pafTage of your Age. And that engenders Thunder in his breaft,

1 And
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And makes him rore thefe Accufations forth. 3. Seru. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man
But he fhdl know I am as good. Iuft,and vprightj and for your Royall Birth,

GloB. As good ? Inferior to none, but to his Maieftie :
Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince,

Winch. I,Lordly Sir: for what are you, I pray, So kinde a Father of the Common-weale,
But one imperious in anothers Throne? To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate,

Gloft. Am I not Protector, fa wcie Prieft? Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fight,
Winch. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes.
Glost. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caftle keepes, l.Seru. I,and the very parings of our Nayles

And vfeth it, to patronage his Theft. Shall pitch a Field when we are dead.
Winch. Vnreuerent Ghcejler. begirt againe.
Gloft. Thou art reuerent, Gloft. Stay,ftay,I fay:

Touching thy Spirituall Function,not thy Life. And if you loue me, as you fay you doe,
Winch. Rome fhall remedie this. Let me perfwade you to forbeare a while.
Warvp. Roame thither then. King. Oh, how this difcord doth afflict my Soule.

My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. Can you,my Lord of Winchefter, behold
Sum. I,fee the Bifhop be not ouer-borne: My fighes and teares, and will not once relent1?

Me thinkes my Lord fhould be Religious, Who fhould be pittifull,if you be not t
And know the Office that belongs to fuch. Or who fhould ftudy to preferre a Peace,

Warte. Me thinkes his Lordfhip fhould be humbler, If holy Church-men take delight in broyles ?
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. Warty. Yeeld my Lord Protector, yeeld Winchefter,

Som. Yes, when his holy State is toucht fo neere. Except you meane with obftinate repulfe
Warn. State holy,or vnhallow'd, what of that? To flay your Soueraigne,and deftroy the Realme.

Is not his Grace Protector to the King ? You fee what Mifchiefe,and what Murther too,
Rich. Plantagenet I fee muft hold his tongue, Hath beene enacted through your enmitie:

Leaft it be faid,Speake Sirrha when you fhould : Then be at peace,except ye thirft for blood.
Muft your bold Verdict enter talke with Lords? Winch. He fhall fubmit, or I will neuer yeeld.
Elfe would I haue a fling at Wmcbefter. Gloft. Compaffion on the King commands me ftoupe,

King. Vnckles of G/o/?w,and of Winchefter, Or I would fee his heart out, ere the Prieft
The fpeciall Watch-men of our Englifh Weale, Should euer get that priuiledge of me,
I would preuayle,if Prayers might preuayle, Wartv. Behold my Lord of Winchefter, the Duke
To ioyne your hearts in loue and amitie. Hath banifht moodie difcontented fury,
Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, As by his fmoothed Browes it doth appeare :
That two fuch Noble Peeres as ye fhould iarre ? Why looke you ftill fo fterne,and tragicall ?
Beleeue me,Lords, my tender yeeres can tell, Gloft. HerefPincbefor,! offer thee my Hand.
Ciuill difTention is a viperous Worme, King. Fie Vnckle '"Beauford, I haue heard you preach,
That gnawes the Bowels of the Common-wealth. That Mallice was a great and grieuous finne :

A ntyfe within, Downs with the And will not you maintaine the thing you teach ?
Tawny-Coats. But proue a chiefe offender in the fame.

King. What tumult's this ? Wanr. Sweet King: the Bilhop hath a kindly gyrd:
Warw. An Vprore, I dare warrant, For fhame my Lord of Winchefter relent;

Begun through malice of the Bifhops men. What, fhall a Child inftruct you what to doe ?
A ncyfe againe, Stones, Sionts. Winch. Well, Duke of Glofter, I will yeeld to thee

Loue for thy Loue, and Hand for Hand I giue.
Enter cTlfaior. Gloft. I, but I feare me with a hollow Heart.

Maior. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, See here my Friends and louing Countreymen,
Pitty the Citie of London, pitty vs : This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce,
The Bifhop,and the Duke of Glofters men, Betwixt our felues,and all our followers:
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, So helpe me God, as I difTemble not.
Haue filFd their Pockets full of peeble ftones; Winch. So helpe me God, as I intend it not.
And banding themfelues in contrary parts, King. Oh louing Vnckle,kinde Duke of Glofter,
Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, How ioyfull am I made by this Contract,
That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out: Away my Mafters, trouble vs no more,
Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street, But ioyne in friendfhip, as your Lords haue done.
And we, for feare, compelPd to fhut our Shops, l.Seru. Content,Ile to the Surgeons.

2. Seru. And fo will I.

Enter in sl(irmijh faith bloody Pates. l.Seru. And I will fee what Phyfick the Tauerne af-
King. We charge you, on allegeance to our felfe, fords. Exeunt.

To hold your flaughtring hands,and keepe the Peace: War-n.Accept this Scrowle, moft gracious Soueraigne,
Pray'Vnckle Glofter mittigate this ftrife, Which in the Right of Richard Tlantagenet,

l.Sewing. Nay,if we be forbidden Stones, wee'le fall We doe exhibite to your Maieftie.
to it with our Teeth, Glo.Well vrg'd,my Lord of Warwick: for fweet Prince,

l.Seruing. Doe what ye dare, we are as refolute. And if your Grace marke euery circumftance,
Styrmijh againe. You haue great reafon to doe Richard right,

Gloft. You of my houfehold, leaue this peeuifh broyle, Efpecially for thofe occafions
And fet this vnaccuftom'd fight afide. At Eltam Place I told your Maieftie.

King. And
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King. And thofe occafions,Vnckle, were offeree: Sculdier. Our Sacks fhall be a meane to fack the City,

Therefore my louing Lords, our pleafure is, And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan,
That Richard be reftored to his Blood. Therefore wee'le knock. K.noc\.

War-a. Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, Watch. Qhela.
So frull his Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. Pucell. Peafauns la pouure gens de Fraunce,

Winch. As will the reft,fo willeth Winchejter. Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Corne.
King. If Richard will be true, not that all alone, Watch. Enter, goe in,the Market Bell is rung.

But all the whole Inheritance I giue, Pucell. Now Roan, He fhake thy Bulwarkes to the
That doth belong vnto the Houfe of Torfy, ground. Exeunt.
From whence you fpring, by Lineall Defcent. Snter Charles, Baftard, Alanfon.

Rich. Thy humble feruant vowes obedience, Charles. Saint Dennis blelte this happy Stratageme,
And humble feruice.till the point of death. And once againe wee'le fleepe fecure in Roan.

King. Stoope then,and fet your Knee againft my Foot, Baftard. Here entred Pucell, and her Praftifants:
And in reguerdon of that dutie done, Now (he is there, how will fhe fpecifie ?
I gyrt thee with the valiant Sword of Torty: Here is the beft and fafeft palTage in.
Rile Richard,like a true Plantagenet, Reig. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower,
And rife created Princely Duke of Torke. Which once difcern'd,ihewes that her meaning is,

Rich. And fo thriue Richard, as thy foes may fall, No way to that(for weakneffe)which fhe entred.
And as my dutie fprings,fo perifh they, Snter Pucell on the top, thru/ting out a
That grudge one thought againft your Maiefty. Torch burning.

All. Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke ofTorl^e. Pucell. Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch,
Som. Perifh bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yor^e. That ioyneth Roan vnto her Countreymen,
G/ofl. Now will it beft auaile your Maieftie, But burning fatall to the Talbonites.

To croiTe the Seas,and to be Crown'd in France : *Baftard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend,
The prefence of a King engenders loue The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands.
Amongft his Subiec"b,and his loyall Friends, Qharles. Now fhine it like a Commet of Reuenge,
As it dif-animates his Enemies. A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes.

King. When Glojler fayes the word, King Henry goes, I\eig. Deferre no time,delayes haue dangerous ends,
For friendly counfaile cuts off many Foes. Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently,

Gloft. Your Ships alreadie are in readinelTe, And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum.
Senet. Flounjh. Exeunt.

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurjion.
Manet Exeter. Talk.France, thou fhalt rue this Treafon with thy teares,

Exet. I, we may march in England, or in France, If" Talbot but furuiue thy Trecherie.
Not feeing what is likely to enfue: Pucell that Witch, that damned SorcerefTe,
This late difTention growne betwixt the Peeres, Hath wrought this Hellifh Mifchiefe vnawares,
Burnes vnder fained afhes of forg'd loue, That hardly we efcap't the Pride of France. Exit.
And will at laft breake out into a flame, An Alarum : Excurjion s. Bedford brought
As feftred members rot but by degree, injic^e in a Chayre.
Till bones and flefh and finewes fall away,
So will this bafe and enuious difcord breed. Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within, Pucell,
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, Charles,Baftard,and Reigneir on the Walls.
Which in the time of Henry, nam'd the Fift, Pucell. God morrow Gallants, want ye Corn for Bread?
Was in the mouth of euery fucking Babe, I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will faft,
That Henry borne at Monmouth fhould winne all, Before hee'le buy againe at fuch a rate.
And Henry borne at Windfor, loofe all: 'Twas full of Darnell: doe you like the tafte ?
Which is fo plaine, that Exeter doth wifh, Burg. Scoffe on vile Fiend, and fhameleffe Curtizan,
His dayes may finifh, ere that hapleffe time. Exit. I truft ere long to choake thee with thine owne,

And make thee curfe the Harueft of that Corne.

Charles. Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that
time.

Scazna Secunda. Bedf. Oh let no words, but deedes,reuenge this Trea-
fon.

fucell. What will you doe, good gray-beard ?
Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tilt at Death,

Enter Pucell difguis^d, with four e Souldiors with Within a Chayre.
Sac^s -vpon their bac\s. Talb. Foule Fiend of France, and Hag of all defpight,

Pucell. Thefe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, Incompafs'd with thy luftfull Paramours,
Through which our Pollicy muft make a breach. Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age,
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, And twit with Cowardife a man halfe dead?
Talke like the vulgar fort of Market men, Damfell,Ile haue a bowt with you againe,
That come to gather Money for their Come. Or elfe let Talbot perifh with this fhame.
If we haue entrance, as I hope we fhall, Pucell. Are ye fo hot,Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace,
And that we finde the Jlouthfull Watch but weake, If Talbot doe but Thunder, Raine will follow.
He by a figne giue notice to our friends, They -ahijper together in council.
That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. God fpeed the Parliament:who fhall be the Speaker1?

1 2 Talb.Dare
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Talk. Dare yee come forth,and meet vs in the field ? An Alarum. Enter Talbot, Burgonie, and
Pucell. Belike your Lordfhip takes vs then for fooles, the reft.

To try if that our owne be ours, or no. Talb. Loft, and recouered in a day againe,
Talk. I fpeake not to that rayling Hecate, This is a double Honor, Burgonie:

But vnto thee Alanjon, and the reft. Yet Heauens haue glory for this Viclorie.
Will ye, like Souldiors,come and fight it out ? ^Burg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot, Burgonie

AlanJ. Seignior no. Infhrines thee in his heart,and there erefts
Talb. Seignior hang: bafe Muleters of France, Thy noble Deeds, as Valors Monuments.

Like Pefant foot-Boyes doe they keepe the Walls, Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: but where is Pucel now ?
And dare not take vp Armes, like Gentlemen. I thinke her old Familiar is afleepe.

Pucell. Away Captaines, let's get vs from the Walls, Now where's the Baftards braues, and Charles his glikes t
For Talbot meanes no goodnefTe by his Lookes. What all amort? Roan hangs her head for griefe,
God b'uy my Lord, we came but to tell you That fuch a valiant Company are fled.
That wee are here. Exeunt from the Walls. Now will we take fome order in the Towne,

Talb. And there will we be too, ere it be long, Placing therein fome expert Officers,
Or elfe reproach be Talbots greateft fame. And then depart to Paris, to the King,
Vow Burgonie, by honor of thy Houfe, For there young Henry with his Nobles lye.
Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuftain'd in France, Burg. What wills Lord Ttf/£of,pleafeth Burgonie.
Either to get the Towne againe, or dye. Talb. But yet before we goe,let's not forget
And I, as fure as Englifh Henry liues, The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd,
And as his Father here was Conqueror} But fee his Exequies fulfill'd in Roan.
As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, A brauer Souldier neuer couched Launce,
Great Corddions Heart was buryed ; A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Court.
So fure I fweare,to get the Towne,or dye. But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die,

'"Burg. My Vowes are equall partners with thy For that's the end of humane miferie. Exeunt.
Vowes.

Talb. But ere we goe, regard this dying Prince,

The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, Scan a Tertia.We will beftow you in fome better place, '
Fitter for ficknefTe,and for crafie age.

Bedf. Lord Ta/&ot,doe not fo difhonour me :
Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, Enter Charles, Baftard, Alan/on, Tucell.
And will be partner of your weale or woe. Pucell. Difmay not (Princes j at this accident,

'"Burg. Couragious ^Bedford, let vs now perfwade you. Nor grieue that Roan is fo recouered :
'Bedf. Not to be gone from hence : for once I read, Care is no cure, but rather corrofiue,

That ftout Pendragon,'in his Litter fick, For things that are not to be remedy'd.
Came to the field,and vanquifhed his foes. Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while,
Me thinkes I fhould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle,
Becaufe I euer found them as my felfe. Wee'le pull his Plumes, and take away his Trayne,

Talb. Vndaunted fpirit in a dying breaft, If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul'd.
Then be it fo : Heauens keepe old Bedford fafe. Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto,
And now no more adoe, braue 'Burgonie, And of thy Cunning had no diffidence,
But gather we our Forces out of hand. One fudden Foyle fhall neuer breed diftruft.
And fet vpon our boafting Enemie. Exit. Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret pollicies,

And we will make thee famous through the World.
eAn Alarum : Excurfions. Enter Sir lohn Alanf. Wee'le fet thy Statue in fome holy place,

Falflaffe, and a Captaine. And haue thee reuerenc't like a bleffed Saint.
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good.

Capt. Whither away Sir lohn Falftaffe,\n fuch hafte* Tucell.Then thus it muft be, this doth loans deuife :
Falft. Whither away ? to faue my felfe by flight, By faire perfwafions, mixt with fugred words,

We are like to haue the ouerthrow againe. We will entice the Duke of Burgonie
Caft. What? will you flye,and leaue Lord Talbot? To leaue the Tatiot,and to follow vs.
Falft. I,all the Talbots in the World,to faue my life. Charles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that,

Exit. France were no place for Henryes Warriors,
Capt. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. Nor fhould that Nation boaft it fo with vs,

Exit. But be extirped from our Prouinces.
Alanf.fot euer fhould they be expuls'd from France,

Retreat. Excurfions. Pucell, Alanfon, and And not haue Title of an Earledome here.
Charles flye. Tucell. Your Honors fhall perceiue how I will worke,

To bring this matter to the wifhed end.
'Bedf. Now quiet Soule, depart when Heauen pleafe, T)rumme founds afarre off.

For I haue feene our Enemies ouerthrow. Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceiue
What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ? Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward.
They that of late were daring with their fcoffes, Here found an Englifh March.
Are glad and faine by flight to faue themfelues. There goes the Ta/bot,w\th his Colours fpred,

Bedford dyes,and u carryed in by ttvo in hit Cbaire. And all the Troupes of Englifh after him.
French
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French March. Charles. Now let vs on, my Lords,

Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his: And ioyne our Powers,
Fortune in fauor makes him lagge behinde. And feeke how we may prejudice the Foe. Exeunt.
Summon a Parley, we will talke with him.

Trumpets found a Parley.
Charles. A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie.

''Burg. Who craues a Parley with the Burgonie ? Sccena Quarta.Pucell. The Princely Qharles of France, thy Countrey-
man.

'Burg. What fay'ft thou Charles ? for I am marching
hence. Enter the King, G/oucefter, Winchejler, Tcrfe, Suffol^e,

Charles. Speake Pucell, and enchaunt him with thy Somerjet, Warwic^e, Exeter : To them, with
words. hi6 Souldiors, Talbot.

Pucell. Braue Surgwj;V,vndoubted hope of France,
Stay,let thy humble Hand-maid fpeake to thee. Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres,

'Burg. Speake on, but be not ouer-tedious. Hearing of your arriuall in this Realme,
Pucell. Looke on thy Country, look on fertile France, I haue a while giuen Truce vnto my Warres,

And fee the Cities and the Townes defac't, To doe my dutie to my Soueraigne.
By wafting Ruine of the cruell Foe, In figne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaym'd
As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, To your obedience, fiftie Fortreffes,
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes. Twelue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength,
See, fee the pining Maladie of France : Befide fiue hundred Prifoners of efteeme;
Behold the Wounds, the moft vnnaturall Wounds, Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefle feet:
Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Breft. And with fubmiffiue loyaltie of heart
Oh turne thy edged Sword another way, Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got,
Strike thofe that hurt,and hurt not thofe that helpe : Firft to my God,and next vnto your Grace.
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, King. Is this the Lord Talbot, Vnckle Gloucefter,
Should grieue thee more then ftreames of forraine gore. That hath fo long beene refident in France ?
Returne thee therefore with a floud of Teares, GloSl. Yes, if it pleafe your Maieftie, my Liege.
And waSh away thy Countries ftayned Spots. King. Welcome braue Captaine,and victorious Lord;

'Burg. Either She hath bewitcht me with her words, When I was young (as yet I am not old)
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. I doe remember how my Father faid,
P«r«//.Befides,all French and France exclaimes on thee, A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword.

Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. Long fince we were refolued of your truth,
Who ioyn'ft thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, Your faithfull feruice, and your toyle in Warre :
That will not truft thee,but for profits fake? Yet neuer haue you tafted our Reward,
When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, Or beene reguerdon'd with fo much as Thanks,
And faShion'd thee that Instrument of 111, Becaufe till now, we neuer faw your face.
Who then,but English Henry, will be Lord, Therefore ftand vp,and for thefe good deferts,
And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury,
Call we to minde, and marke but this for proofe: And in our Coronation take your place.
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? Senet. Flourijh. Exeunt,
And was he not in England Prifoner ?
But when they heard he was thine Enemie, cflfanet Vernon and BaJJet,
They fet him free, without his Ranfbme pay'd,
In fpight of'Burgonie and all his friends. Vern. Now Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea,
See then, thou fight'ft againft thy Countreymen, Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare,
And ioyn'ft with them will be thy daughter-men. In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke
Come,come, returne ," returne thou wandering Lord, Dar'ft thou maintaine the former words thou fpak'ft?
Charles and the reft will take thee in their armes. Bajf. Yes Sir, as well as you dare patronage

'Burg. I am vanquished : The enuious barking of your fawcie Tongue,
Thefe haughtie wordes of hers Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfet.
Haue batt'red me like roaring Cannon-ihot, 'Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as he is.
And made me almoft yeeld vpon my knees. 'Baff'. Why, what is he ? as good a man as Yorke.
Forgiue me Countrey,and fweet Countreymen: Vern. Hearke ye: not fo : in witneffe take ye that.
And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace. Strides him.
My Forces and my Power of Men are yours. 'Baff. Villaine , thou knoweft

So farwell Talbot,lie no longer truft thee. The Law of Armes is fuch,
Pucell. Done like a Frenchman : turne and turne a- That who fo drawes a Sword,'tis prefent death,

gaine. Or elfe this Blow Should broach thy deareft Bloud.
Charles. Welcome braue Duke, thy friendship makes But He vnto his Maieftie, and craue,

vs freSh. I may haue libertie to venge this Wrong,
'Bafiard. And doth beget new Courage in our When thou Shalt fee, He meet thee to thy coft.

Breafts. Vern. Well mifcreant, He be there as foone as you,
AlanJ. Pucell hath brauely play'd her part in this, And after meete you, fooner then you would.

And doth de/erue a Coronet of Gold. Exeunt.
\ 3 Enter
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Forfafyenyour pernltlous Faflion,

Aftus Quartus. ScenacPrima. And loyn'd with Charles, the rightfull kjng of France.
O monftrous Treachery : Can this be fo ?
That in alliance, amity, and oathes,

Enter King, Gloccfler, Winchefler, Torfe, Suffb/^e, Somer-There fhould be found fuch falfe diflembling guile?
fet, Warwickf, Talbot.and Gcuernor Exeter. King. What? doth my Vnckle Burgundy reuolt?
Glo. Lord Bi&op let the Crowne vpon his head. Glo. He doth my Lord, and is become your foe.
Win. God faue King Henry of that name the fixt. King. Is that the worft this Letter doth containe ?
Glo. Now Gouernour of Paris take your oath, Glo. It is the worft, and all (my Lord) he writes.

That you eleft no other King but him; King.Why then Lord Talbot there fhal talk with him,
Efteeme none Friends, but fuch as are his Friends, And giue him chafticement for this abufe.
And none your Foes, but fuch as fhall pretend How fay you (my Lord) are you not content?
Malicious pracYifes againft his State : Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: But y I am preuented,
This ftiall ye do, fo helpe you righteous God. I fiiould haue begg'd I might haue bene employd.

Enter Falftaffe. King. Then gather ftrength, and march vnto him
Fal. My gracious Soueraigne, as I rode from Calice, ftraight :

To hafte vnto your Coronation : Let him perceiue how ill we brooke his Treafon,
A Letter was deliuer'd to my hands, And what offence it is to flout his Friends.
Writ to your Grace, from th'Duke of Burgundy. Tal. I go my Lord, in heart defiring ftill

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : You may behold confufion of your foes.
I vow'd ( bafe Knight) when I did meete the next, Enter Vernon and^affit.
To teare the Garter from thy Crauens legge, Ver. Grant me the Combate, gracious Soueraigne.
Which I haue done, becaufe ( vnworthily) 'Baf. And me (my Lord) grant me the Combate too.
Thou was't inftalled in that High Degree. Yor^e. This is my Seruant, heare him Noble Prince.
Pardon me Princely Henry, and the reft : Som. And this is mine (fweet Henry] fauour him.
This Daftard, at the battell of Poifliers, King. Be patient Lords, and giue them leaue to fpeak .
When (but in all) 1 was fixe thoufand ftrong, Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaime,
And that the French were almoft ten to one, And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with whom f
Before we met, or that a ftroke was giuen, JV.With him (my Lord) for he hath done me wrong.
Like to a truftie Squire, did run away. Saf.And I with him, for he hath done me wrong.
In which afiault, we loft twelue hundred men. ATmg-.What is that wrong, wherof you both complain
My felfe, and diuers Gentlemen befide, Firft let me know, and then He anfwer you.
Were thete furpriz'd, and taken prifoners. 'Baf. Crofting the Sea, from England into France,
Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amiffe : This Fellow heere with enuious carping tongue,
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to weare Vpbraided me about the Rofe I weare,
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no? Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaues

Glo. To fay the truth, this fa£l was infamous, Did reprefent my Mafters bluftung cheekes:
And ill befeeming any common man ; When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth,
Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. About a certaine queftion in the Law,

Tal. When firft this Order was ordain'd my Lords, Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him :
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth ; With other vile and ignominious tearmes.
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughtie Courage, In confutation of which rude reproach,
Such as were growne to credit by the warres : And in defence of my Lords worthineiTe,
Not fearing Death, nor (hrinking for Diftreffe, I craue the benefit of Law of Armes.
But alwayes refolute, in moft extreames. 1)er. And that is my petition ( Noble Lord:)
He then, that is not furniih'd in this fort, For though he feeme with forged queint conceite
Doth but vfurpe the Sacred name of Knight, To fet a gloffe vpon his bold intent,
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, Yet knowfmy Lord) I was prouok'd by him,
And fhould (if I were worthy to be Iudge) And he firft tooke exceptions at this badge,
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-borne Swaine, Pronouncing that the palenefle of this Flower,
That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle blood. Bewray'd the faintnefle of my Mafters heart.

K. Staine to thy Countrymen, thou hear'ft thy doom: Torl^e, Will not this malice Somerfet be left ?
Be packing therefore, thou that was't a knight : Sam. Your priuate grudge my Lord of York,wil out,
Henceforth we banifh thee on paine of death. Though ne're fo cunningly you fmother it.
And now Lord Protector, view the Letter King. Good Lord, what madnefle rules in braine-
Sent from our Vnckle Duke of Burgundy. ficke men,

Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd When for fo /lighr and friuolous a caufe,
his Stile 1 Such facYious aemulations ihall arife ?

No more but plaine and bluntly? (To the King.) Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfet,
Hath he forgot he is his Soueraigne ? Qu_iet your felues(I pray) and be at peace.
Or doth this churlifti Superfcription Tor\e. Let this diffention firft be tried by fight,
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? And then your Highneffe fhall command a Peace.
What's heere ? I haue -vpon ejpeciall caufe, Som. The quarrell toucheth none but vs alone,
ijtfoud with companion of my Countries wracks, Betwixt our felues let vs decide it then.
Together with the pittifull complaints Tor\e. There is my pledge, accept it Somerfet.
Of fitch M your opprejjion fcedes -vpon, Ver. Nay, let it reft where it began at firft.
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- Confirme it fo, mine honourable Lord. More rancorous fpight, more furious raging broyles,

Glo. Confirme it ib ? Confounded be your ftrife, Then yet can be imagin'd or fuppos'd :
And perifh ye with your audacious prate, But howfoere, no fimple man that fees
Prefumptuous vaffals, are you not aJham'd This iarring difcord of Nobilide,
With this immodeft clamorous outrage, This Mouldering of each other in the Court,
To trouble and difturbe the King, and Vs :* This factious bandying of their Fauourites,
And you my Lords, me thinkes you do not well But that it doth prefage fome ill euent.
To beare with their peruerfe Objections : 'Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands:
Much leffe to take occafion from their mouthes, But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuifion,
To raife a mutiny betwixt your felues. There comes the ruine, there begins confufion. Exit.
Let me perfvvade you take a better courfe.

Exet. It greeues his Highneffe, Enter Talbvt fcith Trumfe and Drumme,
Good my Lords, be Friends. before Burdeaux.

King. Come hither you that would be Combatants :
Henceforth I charge you, as you loue our fauour, Talb. Go to the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter,
Qmte to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe. Summon their General! vnto the Wall. Sounds,
And you my Lords : Remember where we are, Enter (genera/I aloft.
In France, amongft a fickle wauering Nation : Englifh lobn Talbot (Captaines) call you forth,
If they perceyue dilTention in our lookes, Seruant in Armes to Harry King of England,
And that within our felues we difagree ; And thus he would. Open your Citie Gates,
How will their grudging ftomackes be prouok'd Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours,
To wilfull Difobedience, and Rebell ? And do him homage as obedient Subiedts,
Befide, What infamy will there arife, And He withdraw me, and my bloody power.
When Forraigne Princes mall be certified, But if you frowne vpon this proffer'd Peace,
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, You tempt the fury of my three attendants,
King Henries Peeres, and cheefe Nobility, Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire,
Deftroy'd themfelues, and loft the Realme of France? Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth,
Oh thirike vpon the Conqueft of my Father, Shall lay your ftately, and ayre-brauing Towers,
My tender yeares, and let vs not forgoe If you forfake the offer of their loue.
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. Cap. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle of death,
Let me be Vmper in this doubtfull ftrife : Our Nations terror, and their bloody fcourge,
I fee no reafon if I weare this Rofe, The period of thy Tyranny approacheth,
That any one mould therefore be fufpitious On vs thou canft not enter but by death :
I more incline to Somerfet, than Yorke : For I proteft we are well fortified,
Both are my kinfmen, and I loue them both. And ftrong enough to iffue out and fight.
As well they may vpbray'd me with my Crowne, If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed,
Becaufe (forfoothj the King of Scots is Crown'd. Stands with the fnares of Warre to tangle thee.
But your difcretions better can perfwade, On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitcht,
Then I am able to inftruct or teach : To wall thee from the liberty of Flight;
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, And no way canft thou turne thee for redrefTe,
So let vs ftill continue peace, and lou-e. But death doth front thee with apparant fpoyle,
Cofin of Yorke, we inftitute your Grace And pale destruction meets thee in the face :
To be our Regent in thefe parts of France : Ten thoufand French haue tane the Sacrament,
And good my Lord of Somerfet, vnite To ryue their dangerous Artillerie
Your Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foote, Vpon no Chriftian foule but Englifh Talbot:
And like true Subiedls, fonnes of your Progenitors, Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant man
Go cheerefully together, and digeft Of an inuincible vnconquer'd Ipirit :
Your angry Choller on your Enemies. This is the lateft Glorie of thy praife,
Our Selfe, my Lord Protector, and the reft, That I thy enemy dew thee withall:
After fome refpit, will returne to Calice ; For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne,
From thence to England, where I hope ere long Finim the proceffe of his fandy houre,
To be prefented by your Victories, Thefe eyes that fee thee now well coloured,
With Charles, Alanjon, and that Traiterous rout. Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead.

Exeunt. tJl-Tanet 1Torfye}ffranvicl[,ExeteriPrernon. Drum afarre off.
War. My Lord of Yorke, I promife you the King Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell,

Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) Sings heauy Muficke to thy timorous foule,
Tor\e. And fo he did, but yet I like it not, And mine mall ring thy dire departure out. Exit

In that he weares the badge of Somerfet. Tal. He Fables not, I heare the enemie :
War. Tufh, that was but his fancie, blame him not, Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings.

I dare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harme. O negligent and heedlefle Difcipline,
Tor(_. And if I wifli he did. But let it reft, How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ?

Other affayres muft now be managed. Exeunt. A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere,
Flourijh. Manet Sxeter. Maz'd with a yelping kennell of French Curres.

Exet. Well didft thou Richard to fupprefle thy voice : If we be Englifh Deere, be then in blood,
For had the pafiions of thy heart burft out, Not Rafcall-like to fall downe with a pinch,
I feare we ihould haue feene decipher'd there But racher moodie mad : And defperate Stagges,

Turne
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of SteeJe,
And make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay : Snter Somerfet with hu Armie.
Sell euery man his life as deere as mine,
And they fhall finde deere Deere of vs my Fri ends. Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now :
God, and S. ffeorge, Taibot and Englands right, This expedition was by Yorke and Talbot,
Prolper our Colours in this dangerous fight. Too rafhly plotted. All our generall force,

Might with a fally of the very Towne
Enter a eMeJJenger that meets Yorke. Enter Yorke Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot

"aith Trumpet, and many Soldiers. Hath fullied all his glofTe of former Honor
By this vnheedfull, defperate, wilde aduenture :

Torfe. Are not the fpeedy fcouts return'd againe, Yorke fet him on to fight, and dye in fhame,
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin ? That Talbot dead, great Yorke might beare the name.

Mejf. They are return'd my Lord, and glue it out, Caf. Heere is Sir William Lucie, who with me
That he is march'd to Burdeaux with his power Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde.
To fight with Talbot as he march'd along. Som. How now Sir William, whether were you /ent ?
By your efpyals were difcouered Lu.Whether my Lord,from bought & fold L.Talbot,
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, Who ring'd about with bold aduerfitie,
Which ioyn'd with him, and made their march for Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfet,

(Burdeaux To beate affayling death from his weake Regions,
Tor\e, A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfet, And whiles the honourable Captaine there

That thus delayes my promifed fupply Drops bloody fwet from his warre-wearied limbes,
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiege. And in aduantage lingring lookes for refcue,
Renowned Talbot doth expect my ayde, You his falfe hopes, the truft of Englands. honor,
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villaine, Keepe off aloofe with worthleffe emulation :
And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier: Let not your priuate difcord keepe away
God comfort him in this neceffity : The leuied fuccours that fhould lend him ayde,
If he mifcarry, farewell Warres in France. While he renowned Noble Gentleman

Yeeld vp his life vnto a world of oddes.
Enter another MeJJenger. Orleance the Baftard, Charles, <Burgundie,

z.Mef. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifh firength, Alanjon, Reignard, compaffe him about,
Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France, And Talbot perifheth by your default.
Spurre to the refcue of the Noble Talbot, Som. Yorke fet him on, Yorke fhould haue fent him
Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, ayde.
And hem'd about with grim deftruclion : Luc. And Yorke as faft vpon your Grace exclaimes,
To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, Swearing that you with-hold his leuied hoaft,
Elfe farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor. Collected for this expidition.

Yorke. O God, that Somerfet who in proud heart Som. York lyes : He might haue lent, & had the Horfe:
Doth ftop my Cornets, were in Talbots place, I owe him little Dutie, and leffe Loue,
So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, And take foule fcorne to fawne on him by fending.
By forfeyting a Traitor, and a Coward : Lu. The fraud of England, not the force of France,
Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makes me weepe, Hath now intrapt the-Noble-minded Talbot:
That thus we dye, while remifle Traitors fleepe. Neuer to England fhall he beare his life,

vMef. O fend fome fuccour to the dlftreft Lord. But dies betraid to fortune by your ftrife.
Yorke. He dies, we loofe : I breake my warlike word: Som. Come go, I will difpatch the Horfemen ftrait:

We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they dayly get, Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde.
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfet. Lu. Too late comes refcue, he is tane or flaine,

eMef. Then God take mercy on braue Talbots foule, For flye he could not, if he would haue fled :
And on his Sonne yong John, who two houres fince, And flye would Talbot neuer though he might.
I met in trauaile toward his warlike Father; Som. If he be dead, braue Talbot then adieu.
This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his forme, Lu. His Fame liues in the world . His Shame in you.
And now they meete where both their liues are done. Exeunt.

Yorke. Alas, what ioy fhall noble Talbot haue,
To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Graue : Enter Talbot and his Sonne.
Away, vexation almoft ftoppe.s my breath,
That fundred friends greete in the houre of death. Tal. O yong lohn Talbot, I did fend for thee
Lucie farewell, no more my fortune can, To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre,
But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. That Talbots name might be in thee reuiu'd,
Maine, Bloys, Toytiers, and Toures, are wonne away, When fapleffe Age, and weake vnable limbes
Long all of Somerfet, and his delay. Exit Should bring thy Father Co his drooping Chaire.

Mef. Thus while the Vulture of fedition, But O malignant and ill-boading Starres,
Feedes in the bofome of fuch great Commanders, Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death,
Sleeping neglection doth betray to lofle : A terrible and vnauoyded danger :
The Conquer}, of our Icarfe-cold Conqueror, Therefore deere Boy, mount on my fwifteft horfe,
That euer-liuing man of Memorie, And lie direct thee how thou fhalt efcape
Henrie the fift: Whiles they each other croffe, By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone.
Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to loffe. lohn. Is my name Talbot"? and am I your Sonne?

Shall
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And fhall I flye ? O, if you loue my Mother, Some of his Baftard blood, and in difgrace
Dishonor not her Honorable Name, Befpoke him thus: Contaminated,bafe,
To make a Baftard, and a Slaue of me : And mis-begotten blood, I fpill of thine,
The World will fay,he is not Talbcts blood, Meane and right poore, for that pure blood of mine,
That bafely fled,when Noble Talbot flood. Which thou didft force from Talbot, my braue Boy.

Talb. Flye, to reuenge my death, if I be flaine. Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy,
lohn. He that flyes io,will ne're returne againe. Came in ftrong refcue. Speake thy Fathers care:
Talb. If we both ftay,we both are fure to dye. Art thou not wearie,/ofe; ? How do'ft thou fare ?
lobn. Then let me ftay,and Father doe you flye : Wilt thou yet leaue the Battaile,Boy,and flie,

Your lofTe is great,fo your regard fhould be ; Now thou art feaPd the Sonne of Chiualrie ?
My worth vnknowne,no loffe is knowne in me. Flye, to reuenge my death when I am dead,
Vpon my death, the French can little boaft ; The helpe of one ftands me in little ftead.
In yours they will,in you all hopes are loft. Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot,
Flight cannot ftayne the Honor you haue wonne, To hazard all our Hues in one fmall Boat.
But mine it will, that no Exploit haue done. If I to day dye not with Frenchmens Rage,
You fled for Vantage, euery one will fweare : To morrow I fhall dye with mickle Age.
But if I bow,they'le fay it was for feare. By me they nothing gaine, and if I ftay,
There is no hope that euer I will ftay, "Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day.
If the firft howre I fhrinke and run away : In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houfeholds Name,
Here on my knee I begge Mortalitie, My Deaths Reuenge, thy Youth, and Englands Fame :
Rather then Life,preferu'd with Infamie. All thefe,and more, we hazard by thy ftay;

Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe ? All thefe are fau'd, if thou wilt flye away.
lobn. I,rather then He fhame my Mothers Wombe. lohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart,
Talb. Vpon my Bleffing I command thee goe. Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart.
lohn. To fight I will, but not to flye the Foe. On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fhame,
Talb. Part of thy Father may be fau'd in thee. To faue a paltry Life, and flay bright Fame,
lohn. No part of him, but will be fhame in mee. Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye,
Talb. Thou neuer hadft Renowne,nor canft not lofe it. The Coward Horfe that beares me,fall and dye :
lohn. Yes,your renowned Name: fhall flight abufe it? And like me to the pefant Boyes of France,
Talb.Th-y Fathers charge flial cleare thee from y ftaine. To be Shames fcorne,and fubiedr. of Mifchance.
lohn. You cannot witnefTe for me, being flaine. Surely, by all the Glorie you haue wonne,

If Death be fo apparant,then both flye. And if I flye, I am not Talbots Sonne.
Talb. And leaue my followers here to fight and dye ? Then talke no more of flight, it is no boot,

My Age was neuer tainted with fuch fhame. If Sonne to Talbot, dye at Talbots foot.
lohn. And (hall my Youth be guiltie of fuch blame ? Talb. Then follow thou thy defp'rate Syre of Greet,

No more can I be feuered from your fide, Thou Icaruj}thy Life to me is fweet :
Then can your felfe,your felre in twaine diuide : If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide,
Stay,goe, doe what you will, the like doe 15 And commendable prou'd, let's dye in pride. Exit.
For Hue I will not,if my Father dye.

Talb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, ^Alarum. Excursions. Enter old
Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afternoone: Talbot led.
Come, fide by fide, together Hue and dye,
And Soule with Soule from France to Heauen flye. Exit. Talb.Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone.

O, where's young Talbot? where is valiant lohn ?
Alarum : Excursions, wherein Talbots Sonne Triumphant Death, fmear'd with Captiuitie,

u hemrnd about, and Talbot Young Talbots Valour makes me fmile at thee.
rejcues him. When he perceiu'd me fhrinke, and on my Knee,

Talb. Saint George, and Viclory; fight Souldiers, fight: His bloodie Sword he brandiiht ouer mee,
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, And like a hungry Lyon did commence
And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience :
Where is lohn Talbot? pawfe,and take thy breath, But when my angry Guardant flood alone,
I gaue thee Life,and refcu'd thee from Death. Tendring my ruine, and avTayl'd of none,

lohn. O twice my Father, twice am I thy Sonne : Dizzie-ey'd Furie, and great rage of Heart,
The Life thou gau'ft me firft, was loft and done, Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart
Till with thy Warlike Sword,defpight of Fate, Into the cluftring Battaile of the French :
To my determin'd time thou gau'ft new date. And in that Sea of Blood,my Boy did drench
Talb.When fro the Dolphins Creft thy Sword ftruck fire, His ouer-mounting Spirit; and there di'de

It warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire My Icarui,my BlofTome,in his pride.
Of bold-fac't Vidlorie. Then Leaden Age,
Qujcken'd with Youthfull Spleene, and Warlike Rage, Enter -nntb lohn Talbot, borne.
Beat downe Alanfin,OrleancefBurgundie, Seru.O my deare Lord,loe where your Sonne is borne.
And from the Pride of Gallia refcued thee. 2V.Thou antique Death, which laugh'ft vs here to fcorn,
The irefull Baftard Orleance, that drew blood Anon from thy infulting Tyrannic,
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood Coupled in bonds of perpetuitie,
Of thy firft fight, I foone encountred, Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie,
And interchanging blowes,! quickly fhed In thy defpight fhall fcape Mortalitie.
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O thou whofe wounds become hard fauoured death, It would amaze the prowdeft of you all.
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, Giue me their Bodyes,that I may beare them hence,
Braue death by fpeaking, whither he will or no : And giue them Buriall,as befeemes their worth.
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. Pucel. I thinke this vpftart is old Talbots Ghoft,
Poore Boy, he fmiles, me thinkes, as who ihould fay, He fpeakes with fuch a proud commanding fpirit:
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day. For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepe them here,
Come, come, and Jay him in his Fathers armes, They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayre.
My fpirit can no longer beare thefe harmes. Char. Go take their bodies hence.
Souldiers adieu : I haue what I would haue, Lucy. lie beare them hence:but from their aihes flial
Now my old armes are yong lobn Talbots graue. Dyes be reard

A Phoenix that mall make all France affear'd.

Enter Qbarles, Alanfon^urgundie, Baftard, Char. So we be rid of them, do with him what y wilt.
and Pucell. And now to Paris in this conquering vaine,

All will be ours, now bloody Talbots flaine. Exit.
Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought refcue in,

We ihould haue found a bloody day of this.
Baft. How the yong whelpe of Talbots raging wood,

Did fle/h his punie-fword in Frenchmens blood. Scenafecunda.Puc. Once I encountred him, and thus I faid :
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquiiht by a Maide.
But with a proud Maiefticall high fcorne
He anfwer'd thus : Yong Talbot was not borne SENNET.
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench:
So ruihing in the bowels of the French, Enter King, Cjlocefter, and Exeter.
He left me proudly, as vnwortby fight.

Bur. Doubtleffe he would haue made a noble Knight : King. Haue you perus'd the Letters from the Pope,
See where he lyes inherced in the armes The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack?
Of the moft bloody Murder of his harmes. Qlo. I haue my Lord, and their intent is this,

'Baft. Hew them to peeces, hack their bones aflunder, They humbly fue vnto your Excellence,
Whofe life was Englands glory, Gallia's wonder. To haue a godly peace concluded of,

Char. Oh no forbeare : For that which we haue fled Betweene the Realities of England, and of France.
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. King. How doth your Grace affeft their motion?

Snter Lucie. Glo. Well (my good Lord) and as the only meanes
Lu. Herald, conduit me to the Dolphins Tent, To flop effufion of our Chriftian biood,

To know who hath obtained the glory of the day. And ftablifh quietneffe on euery fide.
Char. On what fubmiffiue meflage art thou lent? King. I marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thought
Lucy. Submiffion Dolphin? Tis a meere French word: It was both impious and vnnaturall,

We Englifh Warriours wot not what it meanes. That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife
I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane, Should reigne among Profeffors of one Faith.
And to furuey the bodies of the dead. Cflo. Befide my Lord, the fooner to efteft,

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is. And furer binde this knot of amide,
But tell me whom thou feek'ft ? The Earle of Arminacke neere knit to Qharles,

Luc. But where's the great Alcides of the field, A man of great Authoritie in France,
Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury f Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace,
Created for his rare fucceffe in Armes, In marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowrie.
Great Earle of Wajhford, Waterford, and Valence, King. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong :
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Vrchtnfield, And fitter is my ftudie, and my Bookes,
Lord Strange of Blacfyvere, Lord Verdon of Alton, Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour.
Lord Qroimvell of Wingefield, Lord Furnluall of Sheffeild, Yet call th'EmbaiTadors, and as you pleafe,
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, So let them haue their anfweres euery one:
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, I {hall be well content with any choyce
Worthy S. eftficbael, and the Cfolden Fleece, Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weale.
Great Mar/hall to Henry the fixt,
Of all his Warres within the Realme of France. Enter Winchefter, and three AmbaJJadors.

Puc. Heere's a filly ftately ftile indeede :
The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomes hath, Exet. What, is my Lord of Winchefter inftall'd,
Writes not fo tedious a Stile as this. And call'd vnto a Cardinalls degree?
Him that thou magnifi'ft with all thefe Titles, Then I perceiue, that will be verified
Stinking and fly-blowne lyes heere at our feete. Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie.

Lucy. Is Talbot flaine, the Frenchmens only Scourge, If once he come to be a Cardinal!,
Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemejis ? Hee'l make his cap coequall with the Crowne.
Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets turn'd, King. My Lords Ambaffadors, your feuerall fuites
That I in rage might moot them at your faces. Haue bin confider'd and debated on,
Oh,that I could but call thefe dead to life, Your purpofe is both good and reafonable :
It were enough to fright the Realme of France. And therefore are we certainly refolu'd,
Were but his Pifture left amongft you here, To draw conditions of a friendly peace,

Which
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Which by my Lord of Winchefter we meane Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North,
Shall be traniported prefently to France. Appeare, and ayde me in this enterprize.

Gk. And for the proffer of my Lord your Matter, Enter Fiends,
I haue inform'd his HighnelTe fo at large, This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe
As liking of the Ladies vertuous gifts, Of your accuftom'd diligence to me.
Her Beauty, and the valew of her Dower, Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull'd
He doth intend fhe fhall be Englands Queene. Out of the powerfull Regions vnder earth,

King. In argument and proofe of which contrail, Helpe me this once, that France may get the field.
Beare her this lewell, pledge of my affeclion. They ivall^e, and jpea^e not.
And fo my Lord Protector fee them guarded, Oh hold me not with filenee ouer-long:
And fafely brought to Douer, wherein fliip'd Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,
Commit them to the fortune of the fea. Exeunt. He lop a member off, and giue it you,

Win. Stay my Lord Legate, you (hall firft receiue In earneft of a further benefit :
The fumme of money which I promifed So you do condifcend to helpe me now.
Should be deliuered to his Holineffe, They hang their heads.
For cloathing me in thefe graue Ornaments. No hope to haue redreffef My body (hall

Legal. I will attend vpon your Lordfhips leyfure. Pay recompence, if you will graunt my fuite.
Win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit, I trow, They Jhal^e their heads.

Or be inferiour to the proudeft Peere; Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice,
Humfrey of Glofter, thou (halt well perceiue, Intreate you to your wonted furtherance f
That neither in birth, or for authoritie, Then take my foule ; my body, foule,and all,
The Bifhop will be ouer-borne by thee : Before that England giue the French the foyle.
lie either make thee ftoope, and bend thy knee, They depart.
Or facke this Country with a mutiny. Exeunt See, they forfake me. Now the time is come,

That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft,
And let her head fall into Englands lappe.
My ancient Incantations are too weake,

Sccena Inertia. And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with:
Now France, thy glory droopcth to the duft. Exit.

Excurjions . Burgundie and Tor^e jlght band to
Enter Charles, Burgundy, lAlatifon, 'Baftard, hand. French flye.

Reignier, and lone.
Tor^e. Damfell ofFrance, I thinke I haue you faft,

Char. Thefe newes(my Lords)may cheere our droo- Vnchaine your fpirits now with fpelling Charmes,
ping fpirits : And try if they can gaine your liberty.

'Tis faid, the ftout Parifians do reuolt, A goodly prize, fit for the diuels grace.
And turne againe vnto the warlike French. See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes,

Alan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, As if with Circe, Ihe would change my fliape.
And keepe not backe your powers in dalliance. fuc. Chang'd to a worfer fhape thou canft not be:

fucel. Peace be amongft them if they turne to vs, Tor. Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man,
Elfe ruine combate with their Pallaces. No fliape but his can pleafe your dainty eye.

Enter Scout. Puc. A plaguing mifcheefe light on Charles, and thee,
Scout. SuccefTe vnto our valiant Generall, And may ye both be fodainly furpriz'd

And happineffe to his accomplices. By bloudy hands, in deeping on your beds.
Char. What tidings fend our Scouts?! prethee fpeak. Torke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantrefle hold thy
Scout. The Englifh Army that diuided was tongue.

Into two parties, is now conioyn'd in one, Puc. I prethee giue me leaue to curfe awhile.
And meanes to giue you battell prefently. Torke. Curfe Mifcreant, when thou comft to the ftake

Char. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is, Exeunt.
But we will prefently prouide for them. cAlarum. Enter Sujfolke vilth Margaret

'Bur. I truft the Ghoft of Talbot is not there : in ha band.

Now he is gone my Lord, you neede not feare.
Pucel. Of all bale paffions, Feare is moft accurft. Suff. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner.

Command the Conqueft Charles, it fliall be thine: Gazes on her.
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. Oh Faireft Beautie, do not feare, nor flye :

Char. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands,
Exeunt. Alarum. Excurjions. I kiffe thefe fingers for eternall peace,

And lay them gently on thy tender fide.
Enter lone de Pucell. Who art thou, fay? that I may honor thee.

<iMar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King,
Puc. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. The King of Naples, who fo ere thou art.

Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, Suff. An Earle I am, and Suffolke am I call'd.
And ye choife fpirits that admonifli me, Be not offended Natures myracle,
And giue me fignes of future accidents. Thunder. Thou art alotted to be tane by me :
You fpeedy helpers, that are fubftitutes So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue,

Oh flay :
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Keeping them prifoner vnderneath his wings: Suf. His loue.
Yet if this feruile vfage once offend, Mar. I am vnworthy to be Henries wife.
Go,and be free againe, as Suffblkes friend. She u going Suf. No gentle Madam, I vnworthy am
Oh ftay : I haue no power to let her paffe, To woe fo faire a Dame to be his wife,
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. And haue no portion in the choice my felfe.
As playes the Sunne vpon the glaflie ftreames, How fay you Madam, are ye fo content ?
Twinkling another counterfeited beame, Mar. And if my Father pleafe, I am content.
So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. Suf. Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth,
Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not fpeake : And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle walles,
lie call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : Wee'l craue a parley, to conferre with him.
Fye De la Pole, difable not thy felre : Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walles.
Haft not a Tongue ? Is fhe not heere ? See Reignier fee, thy daughter prifoner.
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight? Reig. To whom ?
I : Beauties Princely Maiefty is fuch, Suf. To me.
'Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenfes rough. Reig. Suffolke, what remedy ?

<Jlfar. Say Earle of Suffblke, if thy name be fb, I am a Souldier, and vnapt to weepe,
What ranfome mult I pay before I paffe ? Or to exclaime on Fortunes ficklenefle.
For I perceiue I am thy prifoner. Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord,

Suf. How canft thou tell fhe will deny thy fuite, Coni'ent, and for thy Honor giue confent,
Before thou make a triall of her loue ? Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King,

M. Why fpeak'ft thou not? What ranfom muft I pay? Whom I with paine haue wooed and wonne thereto :
Suf. She's beautifull; and therefore to be Wooed : And this her eafie held imprifonment,

She is a Woman ; therefore to be Wonne. Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie.
<^tar, Wilt thou accept of ranfome, yea or no ? Reig. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes ?
Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haft a wife, Suf. Faire Margaret knowes,

Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? That Suffolke doth not flatter, face, or faine.
"Mar. I were beft to leaue him, for he will not heare. Reig- Vpon thy Princely warrant,! defcend,
Suf. There all is marr'd : there lies a cooling card. To giue thee anfwer of thy iuft demand.
Mar. He talkes at randon : fure the man is mad. Suf. And heere I will expeft thy comming.
Suf. And yet a difpenfation may bee had.
Mar. And yet I would that'you would anfwer me: Trumpets jound. Enter Reignier.
Suf. He win this Lady Margaret. For whom ?

Why for my King : Tufh, that's a woodden thing. <rR^ig. Welcome braue Earle into our Territories,
Mar. He talkes of wood : It is fome Carpenter. Command in Amou what your Honor pleafes.
Suf. Yet fo my fancy may be fatisfied, Suf. Thankes Reignier, happy for fo fweet a Childe,

And peace eftabliihed betweene thefe Realmes. Fit to be made companion with a King:
But there remaines a fcruple in that too: What anfwer makes your Grace vnto my fuite ?
For though her Father be the King of Naples, Reig. Since thou doft daigne to woe her little worth,
Duke of slniou and csbfayne, yet is he poore, To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord :
And our Nobility will fcorne the match. Vpon condition I may quietly

Mar. Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfure ? Enioy mine owne, the Country Maine and Aniou,
Suf. It fhall be fo, difdaine they ne're fo much: Free from oppreffion, or the ftroke of Warre,

Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yeeld. My daughter /hall be Henries, if he pleafe.
Aladam, I haue a fecret to reueale. Suf. That is her ranfome, I deliuer her,

Mar. What though I be inthral'd,he feems a knight And thofe two Counties I will vndertake
And will not any way dishonor me. Your Grace fhall well and quietly enioy.

Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay. Reig. And I againe in Henries Royall name,
Mar. Perhaps I fhall be refcu'd by the French, As Deputy vnto that gracious King,

And then I need not craue his curtefie. Giue thee her hand for figne of plighted faith.
Suf. Sweet Madam, glue me hearing in a caufe. Suf. Reignier of France, I giue thee Kingly thankes,
z^far. Tufh, women haue bene captiuate ere now. Becaufe this is in Trafficke of a King.
Suf. Lady, wherefore talke you fo ? And yet me thinkes I could be well content
Mar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but Quid for Quo. To be mine owne Atturney in this cafe.
Suf. Say gentle Princeffe, would you not luppofe He ouer then to England with this newes.

Your bondage happy, to be made a Queene ? And make this marriage to be folemniz'd :
Mar. To be a Queene in bondage, is more vile, So farewell Reignier, let this Diamond fafe

Than is a flaue, in bafe feruility : In Golden Pallaces as it becomes.
For Princes fhould be free. Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace

Suf. And fo fhall you, The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere.
If happy Englands Royall King be free. Mar. Farewell my Lord, good wifhss, praife, & praiers,

Mar. Why what concernes his freedome vnto mee ? Shall Suffolke euer haue of Margaret. Shee is voinv.
Suf. He vndertake to make thee Henries Queene, Suf. Farwell fweet Madam: but hearke you Margaret,

To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand, No Princely commendations to my King?
And fet a precious Crowne vpon thy head, Mar. Such commendations as becomes a Maide,
If thou wilt condifcend to be my-; 

Mar. What? 
A Virgin, and his Seruant, fay to him.

Suf. Words fweetly plac'd, and modeftie directed,
But
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But Madame, I muft trouble you againe, No mifconceyued, lone of Aire hath beene
No louing Token to his Maieftie ? A Virgin from her tender infancie,

<^Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure vnfpotted heart, Chafte, and immaculate in very thought,
Neuer yet taint with loue, 1 fend the King. Whofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly effus'd,
. Suf. And this withall. Ki/e her. Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen.

Mar. That for thy felfe, I will not fo prefume, Tarty.. 1,1 : away with her to execution.
To fend fuch peeuim tokens to a King. War. And hearke ye firs: becaufe /he is a Maide,

Suf. Oh wert thou for my felfe : but Suffolly ftay, Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow :
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, Place barrelles of pitch vpon the fatall ftake,
There Minotaurs and vgly Treafons lurke, That fo her tortute may be ihortned.
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praife. Puc. Will nothing turne your vnrelenting hearts?
Bethinke thee on her Vertues that furmount, Then lone difcouet thine infirmity,
Mad naturall Graces that extinguish Art, That wartanteth by Law, to be thy priuiledge.
Repeate their femblance often on the Seas, I am with childe ye bloody Homicides :
That when thou com'ft to kneele at Henries feete, Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe,
Thou mayeft bereaue him of his wits with wonder. Sxit Although ye hale me to a violent death.

TV.Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child ?
Enter Tariff. Warmic^e, Sbef heard, Pucell. War. The greateft miracle that ere ye wrought.

"for. Bring forth that Sorcerefle condemn'd to burne. Is .all your ftridl precifenefle come to this ?
Sbep. Ah lone, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, Torty. She and the Dolphin haue bin iugling,

Haue I fought euery Country farre and neere, I did imagine what would be her refuge.
And now it is my chance to finde thee out, War. Well go too, we'll haue no Baftards liue,
Muft I behold thy timeleffe cruell death : Efpecially fmce Qharles muft Father it.
Ah lone, fweet daughter lone, lie die with thee. Puc. You are deceyu'd, my childe is none of his,

fucel. Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignoble Wretch, It was Alanfon that inioy'd my loue.
I am defcended of a gentler blood . Torty, tAlanfon that notorious Macheuile ?
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. It dyes, and if it had a thoufand liues.

Skef>. Out, out: My Lords,and pleafe you, 'tis not fo Pue. Oh giue me leaue, I haue deluded you,
I did beget her, all the Pariih knowes: 'Twas neyther Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd,
Her Mother liueth yet. can teftifie But Reignier King of Naples that preuayl'd.
She was the firft fruite of my Bach'ler-fhip. War. A married man, that's moft intolerable.

War. GracelefTe, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? Tor. Why here's a Gyrle:! think me knowes not wel
Torl^e. This argues what her kinde of life hath beene, (There were fo many) whom flie may accufe.

Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. War. It's figne fhe hath beene liberall and free.
Sbep. Fye lone, that thou wilt be fo obftacle: Tor. And yet forfooth me is a Virgin pure.

God knowes, thou art a collop of my fleih, Strumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee.
And for thy fake haue I flied many a teare: Vfe no intreaty, for it is in vaine.
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle lone. Pw.Then lead me hence: with whom I leaue my curfe.

Pucell. Pezant auant. You haue fuborn'd this man May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beames
Of purpofe, to obfcure my Noble birth. Vpon the Countrey where you make abode :

Sbef. 'Tis true, I gaue a Noble to the Prieft, But darknefTe, and the gloomy made of death
The morne that I was wedded to her mother, Inuiron you, till Mifcheefe and Difpaire,
Kneele downe and take my blefling, good my Gyrle. Driue you to break your necks, or hang your felues.Exit
Wilt thou not ftoope ? Now curfed be the time Enter Cardinal!.
Of thy natiuitie : I would the Milke Torty. Breake thou in peeces, and confume to afties,
Thy mother gaue thee when thou fuck'ft her breft, Thou fowle accurfed minifter of Hell.
Had bin a little Rats-bane for thy fake. Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence
Or elfe, when thou didft keepe my Lambes a-field, With Letters of Commiflion from the King.
I wi/h fome rauenous Wolfe had eaten thee. For know my Lords, the States of Chriftendome,
Doeft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? Mou'd with remorfe of thefe out-ragious broyles,
O burne her, burne her,hanging is too good. Exit. Haue earneftly implor'd a generall peace,

Tor^e. Take her away, for Ae hath liu'd too long, Betwixt our Nation, and the afpyring French ;
To fill the world with vicious qualities. And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine

Par.Firft let me tell you whom you haue condemn'd; Approacheth, to conferre about fome matter.
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, Tarty. Is all our trauell turn'd to this effecT:,
But ifTued from the Progeny of Kings. After the (laughter of fo many Peeres,
Vertuous and Holy, chofen from aboue, So many Captaines, Gentlemen,and Soldiers,
By infpiration of Celeftiall Grace, That in this quarrell haue beene ouerthrowne,
To worke exceeding myracles on earth. And fold their bodyes for their Countryes benefit,
I neuer had to do with wicked Spirits. Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace ?
But you that are polluted with your luftes, Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes,
Stain'd with the guiltleffe blood of Innocents, By Treafon, Falfhood, and by Treacherie,
Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices: Our great Progenitors had conquered:
Becaufe you want the grace that others haue, Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefee with greefe
You iudge it ftraight a thing impofsible The vtter lolTe of all the Realme of France.
To compafTe Wonders, but by helpe of diuels. War. Be patient Yorke, if we conclude a Peace

m It
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It mall be with fuch ftrict and feuere Couenants,

As little /hall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. AEtus Quintus.
Enter Charles, Alanfon^aflard, Reignier.

Char. Since Lords of England, it is thus agreed, Enter Suffolkf in conference "with the King,
That peacefull truce mall be proclaim'd in France, (jlocefter,and Exeter.
We come to be informed by your felues,
What the conditions of that league muft be. King. Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Earle)

Torfe. Speake Winchefter,for boyling choller chokes Of beauteous Margaret hath aftonim'd me :
The hollow paflage of my poyfon'd voyce, Her vertues graced with externall gifts,
By fight of theie our balefull enemies. Do breed Loues fetled paffions in my heart,

Win. Charles, and the reft, it is enacted thus : And like as rigour of tempeftuous guftes
That in regard King Henry giues confent, Prouokes the mightieft Hulke againft the tide,
Of meere compaffion, and of lenity, So am I driuen by breath of her Renowne,
To eafe your Countrie of diftreflefull Warre, Either to fuffer Shipwracke, or arriue
And fuffer you to breath in fruitfull peace, Where I may haue fruition of her Loue.
You mall become true Liegemen to his Crowne. Suf. Tu(h my good Lord, this fuperficiall tale,
And Charles, vpon condition thou wilt fweare Is but a preface of her worthy praife :
To pay him tribute, and fubmit thy felfc, The cheefe perfections of that louely Dame,
Thou malt be plac'd as Viceroy vnder him, (Had I fufficient skill to vtter them )
And ftill enioy thy Regall dignity. Would make a volume of inticing lines,

nAlan. Muft he be then as (hadow of himfelfe ? Able to rauilh any dull conceit.
Adorne his Temples with a Coronet, And which is more, (he is not fo Diuine,
And yet in fubftance and authority, So full repleate with choice of all delights,
Retaine but priuiledge of a priuate man ? But with as humble lowlinefle of minde,
This proffer is abfurd, and reafonlelTe. She is content to be at your command :

Qhar. 'Tis knowne already that I am pofleft Command I meane, of Vertuous chafte intents,
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, To Loue, and Honor Henry as her Lord.
And therein reuerenc'd for their lawfull King. King. And otherwife, will Henry ne're prefume :
Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-vanquimt, Therefore my Lord Protector, giue confent,
Detract fo much from that prerogatiue, That Margret may be Englands Royall Queene.
As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole? Glo. So mould I giue confent to flatter (inne,
No Lord Ambaflador, lie rather keepe You know (my Lord,) your HighnefTe is betroath'd
That which I haue, than coueting for more Vnto another Lady of efteeme,
Be caft from pofsibility of all. How (hall we then difpenfe with that contract,

Torly. Infulting Charles, haft thou by fecret meanes And not deface your Honor with reproach?
Vs'd intercefiion to obtaine a league, Suf. As doth a Ruler with vnlawfull Oathes,
And now the matter growes to cornpremize, Or one that at a Triumph, hauing vow'd
Stand'ft thou aloofe vpon Comparifon. To try his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Liftes
Either accept the Title thou vfurp'ft, By reafon of his Aduerfaries oddes.
Of benefit proceeding from our King, A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddes,
And not of any challenge of Defert, And therefore may be broke without offence.
Or we will plague thee with inceffant Warres. Gloucester. Why what (I pray ) is t^Margaret more

Reig. My Lord, you do not well in obftinacy, then that?
To cauill in the courfe of this Contract: Her Father is no better than an Earle,
If once it be neglected, ten to one Although in glorious Titles he excell.
We (hall not finde like opportunity. Suf. Yes my Lord, her Father is a King,

Alan. To fay the truth, it is your policie, The King of Naples, and lerufalem,
To faue your Subiects from fuch maflacre And of fuch great Authorise in France,
And ruthleffe (laughters as are dayly feene As his alliance will confirme our peace,
By our proceeding in Hoftility, And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance.
And therefore take this compact of a Truce, Glo. And fo the Earle of Arminacke may doe,
Although you breake it, when your pleafure ferues. Becaufe he is neere Kin/man vnto Charles.

War. How fayft thou Charles ? £.w.Befide, his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower,
Shall our Condition ftand ? Where Reignier fooner will receyue, than giue.

Qhar. It Shall : Suf. A Dowre my Lords? Difgrace not fo your King,
Onely referu'd, you claime no intereft That he mould be fo abiefl, bafe,and poore,
In any of our Townes of Garrifon. To choofe for wealth, and not for perfect Loue.

Tor. Then fweare Allegeance to his Maiefty, Henry is able to enrich his Queene,
As thou art Knight, neuer to difobey, And not to feeke a Qn_eene to make him rich,
Nor be Rebellious to the Crowne of England, So worthleiTe Pezants bargaine for their Wiues,
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crowne of England. As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe, or Horfe,
So,now difmifle your Army when ye pleafe : Marriage is a matter of more worth,
Hang vp your Enfignes, let your Drummes be ftill, Then to be dealt in by Atturney-mip :
For heere we entertaine a folemne peace. Exeunt Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects,

Muft
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Muft be companion of his Nuptiall bed. I feele fuch fharpe diffention in my breaft,
And therefore Lords, fince he affe&s her moft, Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare,
Mod of all thefe reafons bindeth vs, As I am ficke with working of my thoughts.
In our opinions fhe fhould be preferred. Take therefore Shipping, pofte my Lord to France,
For what is wedloeke forced? but a Hell, Agree to any couenants, and procure
An Age of difcord and continuall ftrife, That Lady Margaret do vouchfafe to come
Whereas the contrarie bringeth bliffe, To croiTe the Seas to England, and be crown'd
And is a patterne of Celeftiall peace. King Henries faithfull and annointed Queene.
Whom fhould we match with Henry being a King, For your expences and fufficient charge,
But t^fargaret, that is daughter to a King : Among the people gather vp a tenth.
Her peereleffe feature, ioyned with her birth, Be gone I fay, for till you do returne,
Approues her fit for none, but for a King. I reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares.
Her valiant courage, and vndaunted fpirit, And you (good Vnckle) banifli all offence :
(More then in women commonly is feene) If you do cenfure me, by what you were,
Will anfwer our hope in iffue of a King. Not what you are, I know it will excufe
For Henry, fonne vnto a Conqueror, This lodaine execution of my will.
Is likely to beget more Conquerors, And fo conduct me, where from company,
If with a Lady of fo high refolue, I may reuolue and ruminate my greefe. Exit.
(As is faire Margaret) he be link'd in loue. Cjlo. I greefe I feare me, both at firft and laft.
Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, Exit GhceRer.
That Margaret fhall be Queene, and none but fhee. Suf. Thus Suffolke hath preuaiPd,and thus he goes

King. Whether it be through force of your report, As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece,
My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or for that With hope to finde the like euent in loue,
My tender youth was neuer yet attaint But profper better than the Troian did :
With any paffion of inflaming loue , Margaret fhall now be Queene, and rule the King :
I cannot tell : but this I am aflur'd, But I will rule both her, the King,and Realme. Exit

FINIS.
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The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt,
with the death of the Good Duke

HVMFREY.

^Primus. Sccena

Flourljk of Trumpets : Then Hoboyes. Suf. My Lord Proteclor, fo it pleafe your Grace,
Heere are the Articles of contracted peace,

Enter King, Dufc Humfrey, Salisbury, f^arwicl^e,and Beau- Betweene our Soueraigne, and the French King Charles,
ford on the one fide. For eighteene moneths concluded by confent.

The Queene, Sujfolfc, Torfy, Somerjet, and Buckingham, Clo. Reads. Inprimis, It is agreed betweene the French K.
on the other. Charles,a>:d William de la Pole <JlfarqueJJe of Suffdkf,Am-

bajjador for Henry King of Sngland, That the jaid Hinry jkal
Su/ol^e. ejpouje the Lady Margaret, daughter i-nto Reignjer King of

S by your high Imperiall Maiefty, Naples, Sicillia, and lerujalein, and Croirne her Queene of
I had in charge at my depart for France, England, ere the thirtieth of May next enj'uing.
As Procurator to your Excellence, Item, That the Dutchy of Aniou,and the County of Main,
To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace ; Jhall be releajed and deliuered to the King her father.

So in the Famous Ancient City, Toures, King. Vnkle, how now?
In prefence of the Kings of France, and Skill, Cjlo. Pardon me gracious Lord,
The Dukes of Orhance, Qalaber, 'Britaigne, and Alanfcn, Some fodaine qualme hath ftrucke me at the heart,
Seuen Earles,tvvelue Barons, & twenty reuerend Bilhops And dim'd mine eyes, that I can reade no further.
I haue perform'd my Taske, and was efpous'd, King. Vnckle of Winchefter, I pray read on.
And humbly now vpon my bended knee, ff^in. Item, It is further agreed betneene them, That the
In fight of England, and her Lordly Peeres, DutcheJJe of Amou and Maine,Jhall be released and deliuered
Deliuer vp my Title in the Queene ouer to the King her Father, and Jhee Jent ouer of the King of
To your moft gracious hands, that are the Subftance England* o-ane proper Coji and Charges, -without hauing any
Of that great Shadow I did reprefent : Dowry,
The happieft Gift, that euer Marqueffe gaue, King.They pleafe vs well. Lord Marques kneel down,
The Faireft Queene, that euer King receiuM. We heere create thee the firft Duke of Suffblke,

King. Suffblke arife. Welcome Queene Margaret, And girt thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke,
I can expreffe no kinder figne of Loue We heere difcharge your Grace from being Regent
Then this kinde kiffe : O Lord, that lends me life, I'th parts of France, till terme of eighteene Moneths
Lend me a heart repleate with thankfulnefTe : Be full expyr'd. Thankes Vncle Winchefter,
For thou haft giuen me in this beauteous Face Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet,
A world of earthly bleffings to my foule, Salisburie, and Warwicke.
If Simpathy of Loue vnite our thoughts. We thanke you all for this great fauour done,

Queen. Great King of England, & my gracious Lord, In entertainment to my Princely Queene.
The mutuall conference that my minde hath had, Come, let vs in, and with all Ipeede prouide
By day, by night; waking, and in my dreames, To fee her Coronation be perform'd.
In Courtly company, or at my Beades, Exit King, Queene, and Suffolfc.
With you mine wilder Itefeft Soueraigne,
Makes me the bolder to falute my King, Manet the reft.
With ruder termes, fuch as my wit affoords, Glo. Braue Peeres of England, Pillars of the State,
And ouer ioy of heart doth minifter. To you Duke Humfrey muft vnload his greefe :

King. Her fight did rauifh, but her grace in Speech, Your greefe, the common greefe of all the Land.
Her words yclad with wifedomes Maiefty, What? did my brother Henry fpend his youth,
Makes me from Wondring, fall to Weeping ioyes, His valour, coine, and people in the warres ?
Such is the Fulneffe of my hearts content. Did he fo often lodge in open field :
Lords, with one cheerefull voice, Welcome my Loue. In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate,

All kneel. Long Hue Qu. Margaret,Eng\znds happines. To conquer France, his tiue inheritance ?
Queene. We thanke you all. Florijh And did my brother 'Bedford toyle his wits,

To
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To keepe by policy what Henrie got : And no great friend, I feare me to the King ;
Haue you your felues, Somerset,Buckingham, Confider Lords, he is the next of blood,
Braue Yor^e, Salisbury, and victorious ffarmic^e, And heyre apparant to the Englifh Crowne :
Receiud deepefcarres in France and Normandie: Had Henrie got an Empire by his marriage,
Or hath mine Vnckle ̂ Beaufard, and my felfe, And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weft,
With all the Learned Counfell of the Realme, There's reafon he fhould be difpleas'd at it:
Studied fo long, fat in the Councell houfe, Looke to it Lords, let not his fmuothing words
Early and late, debating too and fro Bewitch your hearts, be wife and circumfpecl:.
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, What though the common people fauour him,
And hath his Highnefle in his infancie, Calling him, Humfrey the good Dut^e of Glofter,
Crowned in Paris in defpight of foes, Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voyce,
And fhall thefe Labours, and thefe Honours dye? lefu maintaine your Royall Excellence,
Shall Henries Conqueft, "\Bedfords vigilance, With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey:
Your Deeds of Warre, and all our Counfell dye? I feare me Lords, for all this flattering glofTe,
O Peeres of England, fhamefull is this League, He will be found a dangerous Protestor.
Fatall this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, Sue. Why fhould he then protedl our Soueraigne ?
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, He being of age to gouerne of himfelfe.
Racing the Charrafters of your Renowne, Cofin of Somerfet, ioyne you with me,
Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France,' And altogether with the Duke of Suffblke,
Vndoing all as all had neuer bin. Wee'l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat.

Car. Nephew, what meanes this paffionate difcourfe? Car. This weighty bufmefTe will not brooke delay,
This preroration with fuch circumftance : He to the Duke of Suffolke prefently. Exit Cardinall.
For France,'tis ours ; and we will keepe it ftill. Som. Cofin of Buckingham, though Humfries pride

Cflo. I Vnckle, we will keepe it, if we can : And greatnefle of his place be greefe to vs,
But now it is impofsible we fhould. Yet let vs watch the haughtie Cardinall,
Suffblke, the new made Duke that rules the roft, His infolence is more intollerable
Hath giuen the Dutchy of Aniou and Mayne, Then all the Princes in the Land befide,
Vnto the poore King Reignier, whofe large ftyle If Glofter be difplac'd, hee'l be Proteftor.
Agrees not with the leannefTe of his purfe. *Buc. Or thou, or I Somerfet will be Protestors,

Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all, Defpite Duke Humfrey,or the Cardinall.
Thefe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie : Exit Buckingham, and Somerfet.
But wherefore weepes Warwicke, my valiant fonne? Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him.

War. For greefe that they are paft recouerie. While thefe do labour for their owne preferment,
For were thete hope to conquer them againe, Behooues it vs to labor for the Realme.
My fword fhould fhed hot blood, mine eyes no teares. I neuer faw but Humfrey Duke of Glofter,
Aniou and Maine ? My felfe did win them both : Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman:
Thofe Prouinces, thefe Armes of mine did conquer, Oft haue I feene the haughty Cardinall.
And are the Citties that I got with wounds, More like a Souldier then a man o'th'Church,
Deliuer'd vp againe with peacefull words ? As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all,
Mart Dieu. Sweare like a Ruffian,and demeane himfelfe

Yorke. For Suffblkes Duke, may he be fuffbcate, Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale.
That dims the Honor of this Warlike Ifle : Warwicke my fonne, the comfort of my age,
France fhould haue tome and rent my very hart, Thy deeds, thy plainneffe, and thy houfe-keeping,
Before I would haue yeelded to this League. Hath wonne the greateft fauour of the Commons,
I neuer read but Englands Kings haue had Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey.
Large fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wiues, And Brother Yorke, thy Adts in Ireland,
And our King Henry giues away his owne, In bringing them to ciuill Difcipline :
To match with her that brings no vantages. Thy late exploits done in the heart of France,

Hum. A proper ieft, and neuer heard before, When thou wert Regent for our Soueraigne,
That Suffolke fhould demand a whole Fifteenth, Haue made thee fear'd and honor'd of the people,
For Cofts and Charges in tranfporting her : Ioyne we together for the publike good,
She fhould haue ftaid in France, and fteru'd in France In what we can, to bridle and fupprefie
Before 

Car. My Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hot, 
The pride of Suffolke, and the Cardinall,
With Somerfets and Buckinghams Ambition,

It was the pleafure of my Lord the King. And as we may, cherifti Duke Humfries deeds,
Hum. My Lord of Winchefter I know your minde. While they do tend the profit of the Land.

'Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike : War. So God helpe Warwicke, as he loues the Land,
But 'tis my prefence that doth trouble ye, And common profit of his Countrey.
Rancour will out, proud Prelate, in thy face Tor. And fo fayes Yorke,
I fee thy furie : If I longer (lay, For he hath greateft caufe.
We fhall begin our ancient bickerings : Salisbury. Then lets make haft away,
Lordings farewell, and fay when I am gone, And looke vnto the maine.
I prophefied, France will be loft ere long. Exit Humfrey. Warwicke. Vnto the maine ?

Car. So, there goes our Proteclor in a rage : Oh Father, zMaine is loft,
'Tis knowne to you he is mine enemy : That Maine, which by maine force Warwicke did winne,
Nay more, an enemy vnto you all, And would haue kept, fo long as breath did laft:
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant As to vouchfafe one glance vnto the ground.
Which I will win from France, or elfe be flaine. Hum. O AW/, fweet Nell,if thou doft loue thy Lord,

Exit Wartcicke,and Salisbury. Manet Torl^e. Banifh the Canker of ambitious thoughts :
YorJif, Aniou and Maine are giuen to the French, And may that thought, when I imagine ill

Paris is loft, the ftate of Norman die Againft my King and Nephew, vertuous Henry,
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : Be my laft breathing in this mortall worid.
Suftblke concluded on the Articles, My troublous dreames this night, doth make me fad.
The Peeres agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd, Bit. What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and lie requite it
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes £4ire daughter. With fweet rehearfall of my mornings dreame t
I cannot blame them all, what is't to them? Hum. Me thought this ftaffe mine Office-badge in
'Tis thine they giue away, and not their owne. Court
Pirates may make cheape penyworths of their pillage, Was broke in twaine : by whom, I haue forgot,
And purchafe Friends, and giue to Curtezans, But as I thinke, it was by'th Cardinall,
Still reuelling like Lords till all be gone, And on the peeces of the broken Wand
While as the filly Owner of the goods Were plac'd the heads of Bdmond Duke of Somerfet,
Weepes ouer them, and wrings his hapleffe hands, And IPilliam de la Pole firft Duke of Suffblke.
And fhakes his head, and trembling Hands aloofe, This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes.
While all is fhar'd, and all is borne away, Eli. Tut, this was nothing but an argument,
Ready to fterue, and dare not touch his owne. That he that breakes a fticke of Glofters groue,
So Yorke muft fit, and fret, and bite his tongue, Shall loofe his head for his preemption.
While his owne Lands are bargain'd for, and fold : But lift to me my Humfrey, my fweete Duke :
Me thinkes the Realmes of England,France, & Ireland, Me thought I fate in Seate of Maiefty,
Beare that proportion to my flefh and blood, In the Cathedrall Church of Weftminfter,
As did the fatall brand ̂ 4.ltb<ea burnt, And in that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd,
Vnto the Princes heart ofQalidon : Where Henrie and Dame Margaret kneel'd to me,
Anicu and Maine both giuen vnto the French f And on my head did fet the Diadem.
Cold newes for me : for I had hope of France, Hum. Nay Elinor, then muft I chide outright :
Euen as I haue of fertile Englands foile. Prelumptuous Dame, ill-nurter'd Eliar.or,
A day will come, when Yorke fhall claime his owne, Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realme?
And therefore I will take the Ncuils parts, And the Protestors wife belou'd of him ?
And make a mew of loue to proud Duke Humfrey, Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command,
And when I fpy aduantage, claime the Crowne, Aboue the reach or compaffe of thy thought?
For that's the Golden marke I feeke to hit : And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery,
Nor fhall proud Lancafter vfurpe my right, To tumble downe thy husband, and thy ielte,
Nor hold the Scepter in his childifh Fift, From top of Honor, to Difgraces teete ?
Nor weare the Diadem vpon his head, Away from me, and let me heare no more.
Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne. Elia. What,what, my Lord ? Are you fo chollericke
Then Yorke be {till a-while, till time do ferue : With Eliar.or, for telling but her dreame ?
Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, Next time lie keepe my dreames vnto my felfe,
To prie into the fecrets of the State, And not be check'd.
Till Henris furfetting in ioyes of loue, Hum. Nay be not angry, I am pleas'd againe.
With his new Bride, & Englands deere bought Queen, Enter Mejjenger.
And Humfrey with the Peeres be falne at iarres : Mejf. My Lord Protector, 'tis his Highnes pleafure,
Then will I raife aloft the Milke-\vhite-Rofe, You do prepare to ride vnto S. Albons,
With whofe fweet fmell the Ayre fliall be perfum'd, Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke.
And in in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke, Hu. I go.Come AW thou wilt ride with vs? Ex. Hum
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter, Eli. Yes my good Lord, lie follow prefently.
And force perforce He make him yeeld the Crowne, Follow I muft, I cannot go before,
Whofe booki/h Rule, hath pull'd faire England downe. While Glofter beares this bale and humble minde.

Bxit Yor^e. Were I a Man, a Duke,and next of blood,
Enter Duly Humfrey and ku tfife Elianor. I would remoue thefe tedious (tumbling blockes,

£//a.Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripen'd Corn, And imooth my way vpon their headlelTe neckes.
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ? And being a woman, I will not be flacke
Why doth the Great Duke Humfrey knit his browes, To play my part in Fortunes Pageant.
As frowning at the Fauours of the world ? Where are you there? Sir Ic,bn\ nay feare not man,
Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth, We are alone, here's none but thee,& 1. Enter Hume.
Gazing on that which feemes to dimme thy fight? Hume. lefus preferue your Royall Maiefty.
What feeft thou there? King Henries Diadem, Elia. What faift thou? Maiefty : I am but Grace.
Inchac'd with all the Honors of the world? Hume. But by the grace of God, and Humes aduice,
If fo,Gaze on, and grouell on thy face, Your Graces Title ihall be multiplied.
Vntill thy head be circled with the fame. Elia. What laift thou man?Haft thou as yet confer'd
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold. With Margerie lordane the cunning Witch,
What, is't too flurt ? lie lengthen it with mine, With Roger cBcllingbroc]y the Coniurer?
And hauing both together heau'd it vp, And will they vndertake to do me good ?
Wee'l both together lift our heads to heauen, Hume. This they haue promifed to fhew your Highnes
And neuer more abafe our fight fo low, A Spirit rais'd from depth of vnder ground,
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458~~



T^befecond ''Part of Henry the Sixt. 123
That fhall make anfwere to fuch Queftions, Suf. Who is there ?
As by your Grace fhall be propounded him. Enter Seruant.

Sliaiior. It is enough, lie thinke vpon the Queftions: Take this fellow in,and fend for his Mafter with a Purfe-
When from Saint A/bones we doe make returne, uant prefently : wee'le heare more of your matter before
Wee'le fee thefe things effected to the full. the King. Exit.
Here Hume, take this reward, make merry man Queene. And as for you that loue to be protected
With thy Confederates in this weightie caufe. Vnder the Wings of our Protectors Grace,

Exit Elianor. Begin your Suites anew,and fue to him.
Hume. Hume muft make merry with the DuchefTe Gold: Teare the Supplication.

Marry and (hall : but how now, Sir John Hume ? Away,bafe Cullions: Suffolke let them goe.
Scale vp your Lips,and giue no words but Mum, All. Come, let's be gone. Exit.
The bufmeffe asketh filent fecrecie. S^ueene. My Lord of Suffolke, fay, is this the guife ?
Dame Elianor giues Gold, to bring the Witch : Is this the Fafhions in the Court of England?
Gold cannot come amiffe,were fhe a Deuill. Is this the Gouernment of Britaines lie?
Yet haue I Gold flyes from another Coaft : And this the Royaltie of Albions King ?
I dare not fay, from the rich Cardinal!, What, fhall King Henry be a Pupill ftill,
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolke; Vnder the furly Glofters Gouernance ?
Yet I doe finde it fo : for to be plaine, Am I a Queene in Title and in Stile,
They (knowing Dame Elianors afpiring humor) And muft be made a Subiect to a Duke ?
Haue hyred me to vnder-mine the Ducheffe, I tell thee Tacit, when in the Citie Tours
And buzze thefe Coniurations in her brayne. Thou ran'ft a-tilt in honor of my Loue,
They fay, A craftie Knaue do's need no Broker, And ftol'ft away the Ladies hearts of France ;
Yet am I Suffolk^ and the Cardinalls Broker. I thought King Henry had refembled thee,
Hume,'if you take not heed,you fhall goe neere In Courage,Courtfhip,and Proportion:
To call them both a payre of craftie Knaues. But all his minde is bent to Holineffe,
Well,fo it flands: and thus I feare at laft, To number Aue-Maries on his Beades :
Humes Knauerie will be the Ducheffe Wracke, His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoftles,
And her Attainture, will be Humphreyes fall : His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ,
Sort how it will, I fhall haue Gold for all. Exit His Studie is his Tilt-yard,and his Loues

Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints.
Enter three or four e Petitioners, the Armorers I would the Colledge of the Cardinalls

Man being one. Would chufe him Pope,and carry him to Rome,
And fet the Triple Crowne vpon his Head ;

1. Pet. My Mafters, let's ftand clofe, my Lord Pro- That were a State fit for his Holineffe.
tector will come this way by and by, and then wee may Suff. Madame be patient: as I was caufe
deliuer our Supplications in the Quill. Your HighnefTe came to England, fo will I

2. Pet. Marry the Lord protect him, for hee's a good In England worke your Graces full content.
man, lefu bleffe him. Queene.Befide the haughtie Protector, haue we Beauford

The imperious Churchman; Somerset, Buckingham,
Enter Suffolke,and Queene. And grumbling Torl^e: and not the leaft of thefe,

But can doe more in England then the King.
Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with Suf. And he of thefe,:hat can doe moft of all,

him: He be the firft fure. Cannot doe more in England then the Neuils:
2. Pet. Come backe foole,this is the Duke of Suffolk, Salisbury and JVarwicl^ are no fimple Peeres.

and not my Lord Protector. Sjueene.Not all thefe Lords do vex me halfe fo much,
Suff. How now fellow: would'ft any thing with me? As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protectors Wife:
i.Pet. I pray my Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my She fweepes it through the Court with troups of Ladies,

Lord Protector. More like an Empreffe,then Duke Humphreyes Wife:
Queene. To my Lord Protector ? Are your Supplica- Strangers in Court, doe take her for the Queene :

tions to his Lordfhip? Let me fee them: what is thine? She beares a Dukes Reuenewes on her backe,
l.Pet. Mine is, and't pleafe your Grace, againft lokn And in her heart fhe fcornes our Pouertie :

Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houfe, Shall I not liue to be aueng'd on her ?
and Lands,and Wife and all,from me. Contemptuous bafe-borne Callot as fhe is,

Suff. Thy Wife too ? that's fome Wrong indeede. She vaunted'mongft her Minions t'other day,
What's yours "? What's heere f Againft the Duke of The very trayne of her worft wearing Gowne,
Suffolke, for enclofmg the Commons of Melforde. How Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands,
now,Sir Knaue ? Till Suffolke gaue two Dukedomes for his Daughter.

2. Pet. Alas Sir, I am but a poore Petitioner of our Suff. Madame,my felfe haue lym'd a Bufh for her,
whole Townefhip. And plac't a Quier of fuch enticing Birds,

Peter. Againft my Mafter Thomas Homer, fur faying, That fhe will light to liften to the Layes,
That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the And neuer mount to trouble you againe.
Crowne. So let her reft : and Madame lift to me,

Queene. What fay'ft thou "? Did the Duke of Yorke For I am bold to counfaile you in this;
fay, hee was rightfull Heire to the Crowne? Although we fancie not the Cardinal!,

Peter.That: my Miftreffe wis? No forfooth:my Mafter Yet muft we ioyne with him and with the Lords,
faid,That he was, and that the King was an Vfurper. Till we haue brought Duke Humphrey in difgrace.

As
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As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Complaint
Will make but little for his benefit: Enter Humfrey.
So one by one wee'le weed them all at laft,
And you your felfe fhall fteere the happy Helme. Exit. Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being ouer-blowne,

With walking once about the Quadrangle,
Sound a Sennet. I come to talke of Common-wealth Affayres.

As for your fpightfull falfe Objections,
Enter the King, Duke Humfrey, Cardinal!, Bucking- Proue them,and I lye open to the Law:

ham, Yorke, Salisbury, Warivicke, But God in mercie fo deale with my Soule,
and the T)ucheJJe. As I in dutie loue my King and Countrey.

But to the matter that we haue in hand :

King. For my part,Noble Lords,! care not which, I fay, my Soueraigne, Yorke is meeteft man
Or Somerfet,or Yorke, all's one to me. To be your Regent in the Realme of France.

Yorke. If Yorke haue ill demean'd himfelfe in France, Suff. Before we make election, giue me leaue
Then let him be denay'd the Regent-Aip, To ihew fome reafon, of no little force,

Som. If Somerset be vnworthy of the Place, That Yorke is moft vnmeet of any man.
Let Yorke be Regent, I will yeeld to him. Tor be. lie tell thee, Suffolk/, why I am vnmeet.

Warn. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride :
Difpute not that, Yorke is the worthyer. Next,if I be appointed for the Place,

ford. Ambitious Warwick?, let thy betters fpeake. My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here,
Warn. The Cardinall's not my better in the field. Without Di/charge, Money, or Furniture,
Buck_- All in this prefence are thy betters,Wartvickf. Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands:
Warm. Warwick? may liue to be the beft of all. Laft time I danc't attendance on his will,
Salisbfea.ce Sonne, and /hew feme reafon Buckingham Till Paris was befieg'd,fami(ht,and loft.

Why Somerfet fhould be preferr'd in this? Warn. That can I witneffe, and a fouler fact
Queene.Ee.C3\ik the King forfooth will haue it fo, Did neuer Traytor in the Land commit.
Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe Suff. Peace head-ftrong Warwicke.

To giue his Cenfure : Thefe are no Womens matters. Warm. Image of Pride, why mould I hold my peace ?
Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace

To be Protector of his Excellence? Enter Armorer and bit Man,

Humf. Madame, I am Protector of the Realme,
And at his pleafure will refigne my Place. Suff. Becaufe here is a man accufed of Treafon,

Suff. Refigne it then,and leaue thine infolence. Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe.
Since thou wert King; as who is King,but thou? Yorke. Doth any one accufe Yorke for a Traytor?
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, King. What mean'ft thou, Suffolk? ? tell me, what are
The Dolphin hath preuayl'd beyond the Seas, thefe f
And all the Peeres and Nobles of the Realme Suff. Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is the man
Haue beene as Bond-men to thy Soueraigntie. That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon ;
Card. The Commons haft thou rackt, the Clergies Bags His words were thefe : That "Rjchard, Duke of Yorke,

Are lanke and leane with thy Extortions. Was rightfull Heire vnto the Engli/h Crowne,
«$b»2.Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wiues Attyre And that your Maieftie was an Vlurper.

Haue coft a maffe of publique Treafurie. King. Say man, were thefe thy words?
^uckj Thy Crueltie in execution Armorer.And't mall pleafe your Maieftie, I neuer fayd

Vpon Offenders, hath exceeded Law, nor thought any fuch matter : God is my witneffe, I am
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. falfely accus'd by the Villaine.

Queene. Thy fale of Offices and Townes in France, Peter. By thefe tenne bones, my Lords, hee did fpeake
If they were knowne, as the fufpect is great, them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were icow-
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor.

Exit Humfrey. Yorke. Bafe Dunghill Villaine, and Mechanicall,
Giue me my Fanne: what,Mynion,can ye not? lie haue thy Head for this thy Traytors fpeech:

She giues the Ducbejje a box on the eare. I doe befeech your Royall Maieftie,
I cry you mercy, Madame: was it you ? Let him haue all the rigor of the Law.

Duch. Was't I? yea, I it was,prowd French-woman : Armorer. Ajas, my Lord, hang me if euer I fpake the
Could I come neere your Beautie with my Nayles, words : my accufer is my Prentice, and when I did cor-
I could fet my ten Commandements in your face. rect him for his fault the other day, he did vow vpon his

King. Sweet Aunt be quiet,'twas againft her will. knees he would be euen with me : I haue good witneffe
T>uch. Againft her will, good King? looke to't in time, of this ; therefore I befeech your Maieftie, doe not caft

Shee'le hamper thee,and dandle thee like a Baby : away an honeft man for a Villaines accufation.
Thoujh in this place moft Mafter weare no Breeches, King. Vnckle, what /hall we fay to this in law ?
She fliall not ftrike Dame Elianor vnreueng'd. Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I may iudge :

Exit Elianor. Let Somerfet be Regent o're the French,
Buc\. Lord Cardinal],I will follow Sliaxor, Becaufe in Yorke this breedes fufpidon ;

And liften after Humfrey, how he proceedes : And let thefe haue a day appointed them
Shee's tickled now,her Fume needs no fpurres, For fingle Combat,in conuenient place,
Shee'le gallop farre enough to her deftruclion. For he hath witneffe of his feruants malice :

Exit Buckingham. This is the Law, and this Duke Humfreyes doome.
Som. I
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Som. I humbly thanke your Royall Maieftie.
Armorer. And I accept the Combat willingly. Enter the Duke of Torke and the Duke ofBuckjngham
Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for Gods fake with their Guard,and breake in.

pitty my cafe : the fpight of man preuayleth againft me.
O Lord haue mercy vpon me , I fhall neuer be able to Torke. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors, and their trafh :
fight a blow : O Lord my heart. Beldam I thinke we watcht you at an ynch.

Humf. Sirrha, or you muft fight, or elfe be hang'd. What Madame,are you there? the King & Commonweale
King. Away with them to Prifon : and the day of Are deepely indebted for this peece of painesj

Combat, fhall be the laft of the next moneth. Come My Lord Protedtor will, I doubt it not,
Somerfet, wee'le fee thee fent away. See you well guerdoned for thefe good deferts.

Flourijh. Exeunt. Elianor. Not halfe fo bad as thine to Englands King,
Iniurious Duke, that threateft wbere's nocaufe.

Enter the Witch, the two Priejts, and 'Bullingbrooke. Buck^ True Madame, none at alhwhat call you this?
Away with them, let them be clapt vp clofe,

Hume. Come my Matters, the Ducbefie I tell you ex- And kept afunder : you Madame fhall with vs.
pects performance of your promifes. Stafford take her to thee.
'Bulling. Mafter Hume, we are therefore prouided : will Wee'le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming.

her Ladyfhip behold and heare our Exorcifmes? All away. Exit.
Hume. I, what elfe ? feare you not her courage. TCorke. Lord Buckingham, me thinks you watcht her well:
'Bulling. I haue heard her reported to be a Woman of A pretty Plot, well chofen to build vpon.

an inuincible fpirit : but it fhall be conuenient, Mafter Now pray my Lord, let's fee the Deuils Writ.
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while wee be bufie be- What haue we here ? Reades.
low ; and fo I pray you goe in Gods Name,and leaue vs. The Duke yet Hues, that Henry Jhall depofe :

Exit Hume. But him out-Hue, and dye a -viohnt death.
Mother Jordan, be you proftrate, and grouell on the Why this is iu&,cAio <^£acida Romanos-vincerepojfo,
Earth ; John Southwell reade you, and let vs to our worke. Well, to the reft :

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke?

Enter Slianor aloft. BV Water Jhall he dye, and take his end.
What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet ?

Elianor. Well faid my Mafters, and welcome all: To Let him fhunne Cables,
this geere,the fooner the better. Safer Jhall he be "upon the fandie Plaines,
Bullin. Patience,good Lady, Wizards know their times: Then "where Caftles mounted ftand.

Deepe Night,darke Night,the filent of the Night, Come, come, my Lords,
The time of Night when Troy was fet on fire, Thefe Oracles are hardly attain'd,
The time when Screech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, And hardly vnderftood.
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts breake vp their Graues; The King is now in progrefle towards Saint Albones,
That time beft fits the worke we haue in hand. With him, the Husband of this louely Lady :
Madame,fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayfe, Thither goes thefe Newes,
Wee will make faft within a hallow'd Verge. As faft as Horfe can carry them :

A forry Breakfaft for my Lord Protedlor.
Here doe the (Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 2?a<:^.Your Grace fhal giue me leaue, my Lord of York,

Bullingbrooke or Southwell reades, Coniuro To be the Pofte, in hope of his reward.
te, &c. It Thunders and Lightens Torke. At your pleafure, my good Lord.

terribly : then the Spirit Who's within there, hoe ?
rifeth. Enter a Seruinrman.CJ

Spirit. Ad furn. Inuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick
Witch. Afmath,\3j the eternall God, To fuppe with me to morrow Night. Away.

Whole name and power thou trembleft at, Exeunt.
Anfwere that 1 mall aske ' for till thou fpeake,
Thou malt not pa(Te from hence. Enter the King, Queene, Protector, Cardinall, and

Spirit. Aske what thou wilt ; that I had fayd, and Suffolke, with Faulkners hallowing.
done.

Bulling. Firft of the King : What fhall of him be- Queetie. Beleeue me Lords,for flying at the Brooke,
come? I faw not better fport thefe feuen yeeres day :

Spirit. The Duke yet Hues, that Henry fhall depofe : Yet by your leaue, the Winde was very high,
But him out-liue,and dye a violent death. And ten to one, old loane had not gone out.

'Bulling. What fates await the Duke of Suffolke ? King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made,
Spirit. By Water fhall he dye,and take his end. And what a pytch fhe flew aboue the reft:
'Bulling. What fhall befall the Duke of Somerfet ? To fee how God in all his Creatures workes,
Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles, Yea Man and Birds are fayne of climbing high.

Safer mail he be vpon the fandie Plaines, Suff. No maruell,and it like your Maieftie,
Then where Caftles mounted ftand. My Lord Protedlors Hawkes doe towre fo well,
Haue done, for more I hardly can endure. They know their Mafter loues to be aloft,

Bulling. Difcend to Darknefle,and the burning Lake: And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitch.
Falfe Fiend auoide. Glojl. My Lord,'tis but a bafe ignoble minde,

Thunder and Lightning. Exit Spirit. That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore; Card. I
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Card. I thought as much, hee would be aboue the

Clouds. Enter the Maior of Saint j4lbones,and hu 'Brethren,
Gloft. I my Lord Cardinal!, how thinke you by that? bearing the man bet-aeene two in a Cbayre.

Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heauen ?
King. The Treafurie of euerlafting loy. Card. Here comes the Townef-men, on Proceflion,
Card.Thy Heauen is on Earth,thine Eyes & Thoughts To prefent your Highneffe with the man.

Beat on a Crowne, the Treafure of thy Heart, King.Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale,
Pernitious Protector, dangerous Peere, Although by his fight his fmne be multiplyed.
That fmooth'ft it fo with King and Common-weale. Gloft. Stand by, my Mafters, bring him neere the King,

Gloft. What, Cardinall ? His Highneffe pleafure is to talke with him.
Is your Prieft-hood growne peremptorie ? King. Good -fellow, tell vs here the circumftance,
Tanteene anirnis Cceleftibiu irte, Church-men fo hot ? That we for thee may glorifie the Lord.
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice : What, haft thou beene long blinde, and now reftor'd ?
With fuch Holynefle can you doe it ? Simpc. Borne blinde, and't pleafe your Grace.

Suff. No mallice Sir, no more then well becomes Wife. I indeede was he.
So good a Quarrell,and fo bad a Peere. Suff. What Woman is this ?

Gloft. As who, my Lord ? Wife, His Wife, and't like your Worship.
Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, Gloft. Hadft thou been his Mother, thou could'ft haue

An't like your Lordly Lords Proteftorfhip. better told.
Gloft. Why Suffoll^e, England knowes thine infolence. King. Where wert thou borne ?
Queens. And thy Ambition, Glofter. Simpc. At Barwick in the North, and't like your
King. I prythee peace,good Queene, Grace.

And whet not on thefe furious Peeres, King. Poore Soule,
For blefled are the Peace-makers on Earth. Gods goodnefTe hath beene great to thee :

Card. Let me be ble/Ted for the Peace I make Let neuer Day nor Night vnhallowed paffe,
Again ft this prowd Proteftor with my Sword. But ftill remember what the Lord hath done.

Gloft. Faith holy Vnckle, would't were come to that. Queene. Tell me, good-fellow,
Card. Marry, when thou dar'ft. Cam'ft thou here by Chance, or of Deuotion,
Gloft. Make vp no factious numbers for the matter, To this holy Shrine t

In thine owne perfon anfwere thy abufe. Simpc. God knowes of pure Deuotion,
Card. I, where thou dar'ft not peepe : Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner,

And if thou dar'ft, this Euening, In my fleepe,by good Saint Albon :
On the Eaft fide of the Groue. Who faid; Symon, come; come offer at my Shrine,

King. How now, my Lords £ And I will helpe thee.
Card. Beleeue me, Coufin Glofter, Wife. Moft true,forfooth :

Had not your man put vp theFowle fo fuddenly, And many time and oft my felfe haue heard a Voyce,
We had had more fport. To call him fo.
Come with thy two-hand Sword. Card. What,art thou lame?

Glojl. True Vnckle, are ye aduis'd ? Simpc. I,God Almightie helpe me.
The Eaft fide of the Groue : Suff. How cam'ft thou fo ?
Cardinal!, I am with you. Simpc. A fall off of a Tree.

King. Why how now, Vnckle Glofter! Wife. A Plum-tree, Mafter.
Gloft. Talking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord. Gloft. How long haft thou beene blinde ?

Now by Gods Mother, Prieft, Simpc, O borne fo, Mafter.
He fhaue your Crowne for this, Gloft. What, and would'ft climbe a Tree ?
Or all my Fence fhall fayle, Simpc. But that in all my life, when I was a youth.

Card. nlMedice teipfum,Prote&or fee to't well,protedt Wife. Too true,and bought his climbing very deare.
your felfe. Gloft. 'Maffe, thou lou'dft Plummes well, that would'ft

King. The Windes grow high, venture fo.
So doe your Stomacks,Lords: Simpc. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife delired fome
How irkefome is this Mufick to my heart? Damfons, and made me climbe, with danger of my
When fuch Strings iarre, what hope of Harmony ? Life.
I pray my Lords let me compound this ftrife. Gloft. A fubtill Knaue,but yet it (hall not ferue:

Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now,now open them,
Enter one crying a Miracle. In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well.

Simpc. Yes Mafter, cleare as day, I thanke God and
Gloft. What meanes this noyfe f Saint Albones.

Fellow, what Miracle do'ft thou proclayme ? Gloft. Say'ft thou me fo : what Colour is this Cloake
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. of? 

'

Sujfolke. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi- Simpc. Red Mafter,Red as Blood.
racle. Gloft. Why that's well faid : What Colour is my

One. Forfooth,a blinde man at Saint Albones Shrine, Gowne of?
Within this halfe houre hath receiu'd his fight, Simpc. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,as let.
A man that ne're faw in his life before. King. Why then, thou know'ft what Colour let is

King. Now God be prays'd,that to beleeuing Soules of?
Giues Light in Darkneffe, Comfort in Defpaire. Suff. And yet I thinke,let did he neuer fee.

Gkft. But
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Gloft. But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day, a Of Lady Elianor, the Protestors Wife,

many. The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout,
Wife. Neuer before this day, in all his life. Haue praftis'd dangeroufly againft your State,
Gloft. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name ? Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers,
Simpc. Alas Matter, I know not. Whom we haue apprehended in the Faft,
Gloft. What's his Name ? Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground,
Simpc. I know not. Demanding of King Henries Life and Death,
Gloft, Nor his ? And other of your Highneffe Priuie Councell,
Simpc. No indeede, Mafter. As more at large your Grace ihall vnderftand.
Gloft. What's thine owne Name ? Card. And io my Lord Protedlor, by this meanes
Simpc. Sounder Simpcoxe,and if it pleafe you, Mafter. Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London.
Gloft. Then Saunder, fit there, This Newes I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ;

The lying'ft Knaue in Chriftendome. 'Tis like,my Lord,you will not keepe your houre.
If thou hadft beene borne blinde, Gloft. Ambitious Church-man, leaue to afflidt my heart:
Thou might'ft as well haue knowne all our Names, Sorrow and griefe haue vanquifht all my powers;
As thus to name the feuerall Colours we doe weare. And vanquifht as I am, I yeeld to thee,
Sight may diftinguifh of Colours : Or to the meaneft Groome.
But fuddenly to nominate them all, King. O God, what mifchiefes work the wicked ones?
It is impoflible. Heaping confufion on their owne heads thereby.
My Lords,Saint Albone here hath done a Miracle : Queene. {//o&r,fee here the Taindhire of thy Neft,
And would ye not thinke it,Cunning to be great, And looke thy felfe be faultle(Te,thou wert beft.
That could reftore this Cripple to his Legges againe. Gloft. Madame,for my felfe,to Heauen I doe appeale,

Simpc. O Mafter,that you could? How I haue lou'd my King,and Common-weale :
Gloft. My Matters of Saint Atones, And for my Wife, I know not how it ftands,

Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, Sorry I am to heare what I haue heard.
And Things call'd Whippes ? Noble fhee is: but if fhee haue forgot

Malor. Yes,my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace. Honor and Vertue,and conuers't with fuch,
Gloft. Then fend for one prefently. As like to Pytch,defile Nobilitie ;
Maior. Sirrha,goe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. I banifh her my Bed, and Companie,

Exit. And glue her as a Prey to Law and Shame,
Gloft. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. That hath dis-honored Gkfters honeft Name.

Now Sirrha, if you meane to faue your felfe from Whip- King. Well, for this Night we will repofe vs here :
ping, leape me ouer this Stoole,and runne away. To morrow toward London, back againe,

Simpc. Alas Mafter,I am not able to (land alone : To looke into this Bulineffe thorowly,
You goe about to torture me in vaine. And call thefe foule Offenders to their Anfweres;

And poyle the Caufe in luftice equall Scales,
Enter a Beadle -Kith Whippes. Whofe Beame ftands fure, whofe rightful caufe preuailes.

Flourijh. Exeunt.
Gloft. Well Sir,we muft haue you finde your Legges.

Sirrha Beadle, whippe him till he leape ouer that fame Enter Yor^e, Salisbury, and Warwicl{.
Stoole.

^Beadle. I will, my Lord. Tor/if. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick,
Come on Sirrha, off with your Doublet,quickly. Our fimple Supper ended,giue me leaue,

Simpc. Alas Mafter, what fhall I doe? I am not able to In this clofe Walke, to fatisfie my felfe,
ftand. In crauing your opinion of my Title,

lifter the Beadle hath hit him once, he leapes ouer Which is infallible,to Englands Crowne.
the Stoole, and runnes away : and they Salisb. My Lord, I long to heare it at full.

follow, and cry, A Miracle. Warw. Sweet Yorkf begin:and if thy clayme be good,
King. O God,feeft thou this,and beareft fo long ? The Ntuills are thy Subiefts to command.
Queene. It made me laugh, to fee the Villaine runne. Yor^e. Then thus:
Gloft. Follow the Knaue, and take this Drab away. Edward the third,my Lords, had feuen Sonnes :
Wife. Alas Sir, we did It for pure need. The firft, Edward the Black-Prince, Prince of Wales ;
Gloft. Let the be whipt through euery Market Towne, The fecond,#VAz»z ofHatfield; and the third,

Till they come to Barwick,from whence they came. Lionel, Duke of Clarence; next to whom,
Exit. Was lohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter;

Card. Duke Humfrey ha's done a Miracle to day. The fift, was Edmond Langley, Duke of Yorke;
Suff. True: made the Lame to leape and flye away. The fixt, was Thomas of Woodftock, Duke of Glofter;
Gtoft. But you haue done more Miracles then I: William of Windfor was the feuenth,and laft.

You made in a day,my Lord, whole Townes to flye. Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father,
And left behinde him Richard, hisonely Sonne,

Enter 'Buckingham. Who after Sdward the third's death, raign'd as King,
Till Henry BullingbrooJy, Duke of Lancafter,

King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham ? The eldeft Sonne and Heire of lohn of Gaunt,
Bucl(. Such as my heart doth tremble to vnfold : Crown'd by the Name of Henry the fourth,

A fort of naughtie perfons, lewdly bent, Seiz'd on the Realme, depos'd the rightfull King,
Vnder the Countenance and Confederacie Sent his poore Qu_eene to France,from whence fhe came,

And
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And him to Pumfret; where,as all you know,
Harmeleffe Richard was murthered traiteroufly. Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State,

Warw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; with Guard, to banljh the DucheJJe.
Thus got the Houfe of LancaSer the Crowne.
Tariff. Which now they hold by force,and not by right: King. Stand forth Dame Ellanor Cobham,

For Richard, the firft Sonnes Heire, being dead, gioflers Wife :
The Iffue of the next Sonne fhould haue reign'd. In fight of God,and vs,your guilt is great,

Salisb. But William of Hatfield dyed without an Receiue the Sentence of the Law for finne,
Heire. Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg'd to death.

Yorly. The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, You foure from hence to Prifon,back againe;
From whofe Line I clayme the Crowne, From thence, vnto the place of Execution :
Had Iffue Phillip, a Daughter, The Witch in Smithfield fhall be burnt to afhes,
Who marryed Edmond Mortimer,E3.r\e of March: And you three fhall be ftrangled on the Gallowes.
Edmond had Iffue, Roger, Earle of March ; You Madame,for you are more Nobly borne,
Roger had Iffue, Edmond, Anne, and Ehanor. Defpoyled of your Honor in your Life,

Salisb. This Sdmond,in. the Reigne of Bullingbrooly, Shall,after three dayes open Penance done,
As 1 haue read, layd clayme vnto the Crowne, Liue in your Countrey here,in Banifhment,
And but for Owen Glendour, had beene King j With Sir lohn Stanly,\n the He of Man.
Who kept him in Captiuitie, till he dyed. Ellanor. Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were my
But,to the reft. Death.

Yorke. His eldeft Sifter, tAnne, Glofl. E/wnor, the Law thou feeft hath iudged thee,
My Mother, being Heiie vnto the Crowne, I cannot iuftifie whom the Law condemnes:
Marryed Richard, Earle of Cambridge, Mine eyes are full of teares, my heart of griefe.
Who was to Edmond Langley, Ah Humfrey, this difhonor in thine age,
Sdward the thirds fift Sonnes Sonne ; Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground.
By her I clayme the Kingdome : I befeech your Maieftie glue me leaue to goe ;
She was Heire to Roger, Earle of March, Sorrow would follace,and mine Age would eafe.
Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glofter,
Who marryed Philllf, fole Daughter Ere thou goe, giue vp thy Staffe,
Vnto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. Henry will to himfelfe Proteftor be,
So, if the Iffue of the elder Sonne And God fhall be my hope, my flay, my guide,
Succeed before the younger, I am King. And Lanthorne to my feete:
Warty. What plaine proceedings is more plain then this? And goe in peace, Humfrey, no leffe belou'd,

Henry doth clayme the Crowne from lobn of Gaunt, Then when thou wert Protedlor to thy King.
The fourth Sonne, Tor^e claymes it from the third : Queer.e. I fee no reafon,why a King of yeeres
Till Lionels Iffue fayles, his fhould not reigne. Should be to be protected like a Child,
It fayles not yet, but flourifhes in thee, God and King Henry gouerne Englands Realme :
And in thy Sonnes,faire flippes of fuch a Stock. Giue vpyour Staffe, Sir, and the King his Realme.
Then Father Salisbury, kneele we together, Glofl. My Staffe? Here,Noble Henry, is my Staffe :
And in this priuate Plot be we the firft, As willingly doe I the fame refigne,
That fhall falute our rightfull Soueraigne As ere thy Father Henry made it mine;
With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowne. And euen as willingly at thy feete I leaue it,

'Both. Long liue our Soueraigne Richard, Englands As others would ambitioufly receiue it.
King. Farewell good King: when I am dead,and gone,

Torfe. We thanke you Lords : May honorable Peace attend thy Throne.
But I am not your King, till I be Crown'd, Exit Glofter:
And that my Sword be ftayn'd Queene. Why now is Henry King.and Margaret Queen,
With heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafter : And Humfrey,'Du\te of Glofter,fcarce himfelfe,
And that's not fuddenly to be perform'd, That beares fo fhrewd a mayme : two Pulls at once ;
But with aduice and filent fecrecie. His Lady banifht, and a Limbe lopt off.
Doe you as I doe in thefe dangerous dayes, This Staffe of Honor raught, there let it ftand,
Winke at the Duke of Suffolkes infolence, Where it beft fits to be,in Henries hand.
At Beaufords Pride, at Somerfets Ambition, Suff". Thus droupes this loftie Pyne,& hangs his fprayes,
At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, Thus Elianors Pride dyes in her youngeft dayes.
Till they haue fnar'd the Shepheard of the Flock, Yorkf. Lords, let him goe.Pleafe it your Maieftie,
That vertuous Prince, the good Duke Humfrey: This is the day appointed for the Combat,
'Tis that they feeke ; and they, in feeking that, And ready are the Appellant and Defendant,
Shall finde their deaths, if Torfe can prophecie. The Armorer and his Man, to enter the Lifts,

Salisb. My Lord, breake we off; we know your minde So pleafe your HighnefTe to behold the fight.
at full. Queene. I,good my Lord: for purpofely therefore

Warm. My heart affures me, that the Earle of Warwick Left I the Court, to fee this Quarrell try'de.
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorke a King. King. A Gods Name fee the Lyfts and all things fit,

Yorfy. And 2V/?z«7/,this I doe affure my felfe, Here let them end it,and God defend the right.
Richard fhall liue to make the Earle of Warwick Yorl^e. I neuer faw a fellow worfe beftead,
The greateft man in England, but the King. Or more afraid to fight, then is the Appellant,

Exeunt. The feruant of this Armorer, my Lords.
Enter
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Gloft. Tenne is the houre that was appointed me,

Enter at one Doore the Armorer and his Neighbors, drinking To watch the comming of my punifht DuchefTe :
to him fo much, that hee a drun^e ; and he enters with a Vnneath may fliee endure the Flintie Streets,
Drumme before him , and his Staffe, with a Sand-bagge To treade them with her tender-feeling feet.

faftened to it : and at the other Doore his Man, with a Sweet Nell,\\\ can thy Noble Minde abrooke
Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to him. The abieft People, gazing on thy face,

With enuious Lookes laughing at thy fhame,
l. Neighbor. Here Neighbour Homer, I drinke to you That erft did follow thy prowd Chariot-Wheeles,

in a Cup of Sack ; and feare not Neighbor, you Ihall doe When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftreets.
well enough. But foft, I thinke the comes,and He prepare

2. Neighbor. And here Neighbour, here's a Cuppe of My teare-ftayn'd eyes, to fee her Miferies.
Charneco.

3. Neighbor. And here's a Pot of good Double-Beere Enter the Ducheffe in a white Sheet, and a Taper
Neighbor: drinke, and feare not your Man. burning in her hand, with the Sherife

Armorer. Let it come yfaith, and He pledge you all, and Officers.
and a figge for Peter.

i. Print. Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not a- Seru. So pleafe your Grace, wee'le take her from the
fraid. Sherife.

2. Prcnt. Be merry Peter, and feare not thy Mafter, Glofter. No, ftirre not for your liues, let her pafle
Fight for credit of the Prentices. by.

Peter. I thanke you all:drinke,and pray for me, I pray Elianor. Come you,my Lord,to fee my open fhame?
you, for I thinke I haue taken my laft Draught in this Now thou do'ft Penance too. Looke how they gaze,
World. Here Robin, and if I dye, I giue thee my Aporne ; See how the giddy multitude doe point,
and Will, thou ihalt haue my Hammer : and here Tom, And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee.
take all the Money that I haue. O Lord blefle me, I pray Ah Cflofter,\\\&e thee from their hatefull lookes,
God, for I am neuer able to deale with my Mafter, hee And in thy Clofet pent vp, rue my fhame,
hath learnt fo much fence already. And banne thine Enemies, both mine and thine.

Salisb. Come,leaue your drinking, and fall to blowes. Gloft. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this griefe.
Sirrha, what's thy Name ? Elianor. Ah GloSler, teach me to forget my felfe :

Peter. Peter forfooth. For whileft I thinke I am thy married Wife,
Salisb, Peter? what more ? And thou a Prince, Protedlor of this Land;
Peter. Tkumpe. Me thinkes I fhould not thus be led along,
Salisb. Thumfe? Then fee thou thumpe thy Mafter Mayl'd vp in fhame, with Papers on my back,

well. And follow'd with a Rabble, that reioyce
Armorer. Mafters, I am come hither as it were vpon To fee my teares, and heare my deepe-fet groanes.

my Mans inftigation, to proue him a Knaue,and my felfe The ruthleffe Flint doth cut my tender feet,
an honeft man : and touching the Duke of Yorke, I will And when I fhrt,the enuious people laugh,
take my death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King, And bid me be aduifed how I treade.
nor the Queene : and therefore Peter haue at thee with a Ah Humfrey,zzn I beare this fhamefull yoake ?
downe-right blow. Troweft thou, that ere He looke vpon the World,

Tor\e. Difpatch,this Knaues tongue begins to double. Or count them happy, that enioyes the Sunne?
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combattants. No: Darke ihall be my Light,and Night my Day.

They fight, and Peter J}ril(fs him downs. To thinke vpon my Pompe,fhall be my Hell.
Armorer. Hold Peter, hold, I confefle, I confeffe Trea- Sometime He fay, I am Duke Humfreyes Wife,

fon. And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land :
Torty. Take away his Weapon : Fellow thanke God, Yet fo he rul'd,and fuch a Prince he was,

and the good Wine in thy Mafters way. As he flood by, whileft I, his forlorne Duchefle,
Teter. O God, haue I ouercome mine Enemies in this Was made a wonder,and a pointing ftock

prefence ? O feter,thou haft preuayl'd in right. To euery idle Rafcall follower.
King. Goe, take hence that Traytor from our fight, But be thou milde,and blufh not at my fhame,

For by his death we doe perceiue his guilt, Nor ftirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death
And God in luftice hath reueal'd to vs Hang ouer thee, as lure it fhortly will.
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, For Stiffblfahe that can doe all in all
Which he had thought to haue murther'd wrongfully. With her,that hateth thee and hates vs all,
Come fellow, follow vs for thy Reward. And 7b/%,and impious Beauford,that falfe Prieft,

Sound a JJouriJh. Exeunt. Haue all lym'd Bufhes to betray thy Wings,
And fiye thou how thou canft, they'le tangle thee.

Enter Humfrey and hu Men in But feare not thou, vntill thy foot be fnar'd,
Mourning Cloakfs. Nor neuer feeke preuention of thy foes.

Gloft. Ah AW/,forbeare:thou aymeft all awry.
Gloft. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud : I muft offend, before I be attainted :

And after Summer, euermore fucceedes And had I twentie times fo many foes,
Barren Winter, with his wrathfull nipping Cold j And each of them had twentie times their power,
So Cares and loyes abound, as Seafons fleet. All thefe could not procure me any fcathe,
Sirs, what's a Clock? So long as I am loyall,true,and crimeleffe.

Seru. Tenne, my Lord. Would'ft haue me refcue thee from this reproach?
n Why
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Why yet thy fcandajl were not wipt away, That all the Court admir'd him for fubmiffion.
But I in danger for the breach of Law. But meet him now,and be it in the Morne,
Thy greateft helpe is quiet,gentle Nell: When euery one will giue the time of day,
I pray thee fort thy heart to patience, He knits his Brow, and mewes an angry Eye,
Thefe few dayes wonder will be quickly worne: And paffeth by with ftiffe vnbowed Knee,

Enter a Herald. Difdaining dutie that to vs belongs.
Her. I fummon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament, Small Curres are not regarded when they grynne,

Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Moneth. But great men tremble when the Lyon rores,
GVo/2.And my confent ne're ask'd herein before? And Humfrey is no little Man in England.

This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there. Firft note, that he is neere you in difcent,
My Nell,I take my leaue : and Mafter Sherife, And ftiould you fall, he is the next will mount.
Let not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiffion. Me feemeth then,it is no Pollicie,
.Xi.And't pleafe your Grace,here my Commiffion ftayes: Refpecting what a rancorous minde he beares,

And Sir lohn Stanly is appointed now, And his aduantage following your dcceafe,
To take her with him to the lie of Man. That he mould come about your Royall Perfon,

Gloft. Muft you,Sir 7o/)H,protedl my Lady here ? Or be admitted to your Higfmeffe Councell.
Stanly. So am I giuen in charge, may't pleafe your By flatterie hath he wonne the Commons hearts:

Grace. And when he pleafe to make Commotion,
Gloft. Entreat her not the worfe,in that I pray 'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him.

You vie her well : the World may laugh againe, Now'tis the Spring, and Weeds are mallow-rooted,
And I may liue to doe you kindnefie,if you doe it her. Suffer them now,and they'le o're-grow the Garden,
And fo Sir Join, fare well. And choake the Herbes for want of Husbandry.

Elianor. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- The reuerent care I beare vnto my Lord,
well t Made me colled thefe dangers in the Duke.

Gloft. WitnefTe my teares, I cannot ftay to fpeake. If it be fond, call it a Womans feare :
Exit Glofter. Which feare, if better Reafons can fupplant,

Elianor.Art thou gone to? all comfort goe with thee, I will fubfcribe,and fay Iwrong'd the Duke.
For none abides with me : my loy, is Death ; My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham,and Yorke,
Death,at whofe Name I oft haue beene afear'd, Reproue my allegation, if you can,
Becaufe I wim'd this Worlds eternitie. Or elfe conclude my words effedluall.
Stanley,! prethee goe,and take me hence, Buff. Well hath your Highnefle feene into this Duke:
I care not whither, for I begge no fauor; And had I firft beene put to fpeake my minde,
Onely conuey me where thou art commanded. I thinke I /hould haue told your Graces Tale.

Stanley. Why, Madame, that is to the He of Man, The Ducheffe,by his fubornation,
There to be vs'd according to your State. Vpon my Life began her diuellifh praclifes :

Elianor. That's bad enough,for I am but reproach : Or if he were not priuie to thofe Faults,
And mall I then be vs'd reproachfully f Yet by reputing of his high difcent,

Stanley. Like to a Duchefie, and Duke Humfreyes Lady, As next the King, he was fuccefTiue Heire,
According to that State you mall be vs'd. And fuch high vaunts of his Nobilitie,

Elianor. Sherife farewell,and better then I fare, Did inftigate the Bedlam braine-fick Ducheffe,
Although thou haft beene Conduct of my ihame. By wicked meanes to frame our Soueraignes fall.

Sherife. It is my Office, and Madame pardon me. Smooth runnes the Water, where the Brooke is deepe,
Elianor. I, I,farewell, thy Office is difcharg'd : And in his fimpie /new he harbours Treafon.

Come Stanley,fii3\\ we goe ? The Fox barkes not, when he would fteale the Lambe.
Stanley. Madame,your Penance done, No, no, my Soueraigne,GV«//?fr is a man

Throw off this Sheet, Vnfounded yet,and full of deepe deceit.
And goe we to attyre you for our Tourney. Card. Did he not,contrary to forme of Law,

Elianor. My ihame will not be Shifted with my Sheet: Deuife ftrange deaths,for fmall offences done?
No.it will hang vpon my richeft Robes, Tor^e. And did he not,in his Protectorship,
And /hew it felfe, attyre me how I can. Leuie great fummes of Money through the Realme,
Goe,leade the way, I long to fee my Prifon. Exeunt For Souldiers pay in France, and neuer fent it ?

By meanes whereof,the Townes each day reuolted.
Sound a Senct. Enter King, Queens, Car din ail, Su_ffil{e, cBuc\. Tut, thefe are petty fjults to faults vnknowne,

TTort(e, 'Buckingham, Salisbury, and Warmckf', Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Humfrey.
to the Parliament. King. My Lords at once : the care you haue of vs,

King. I mufe my Lord of Glofter is not come: To mowe downe Thornes that would annoy our Foot,
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, Is worthy prayfe: but mail I fpeake my confcience,
What e're occafion keepes him from vs now. Our Kinfman Glofter is as innocent,

Queene. Can you not fee? or will ye not obferue From meaning Treafon to our Royall Perfon,
The ftrangentffe of" his alter'd Countenance ? As is the fucking Lambe,or harmeleffc Doue :
With what a Maieftie he beares himfelfe, The Duke is vertuous, milde,and too well giuen,
How infolent of late he is become, To dreame on euill,or to worke my downefall,
How prowd,how peremptorie,and vnlike himfelfe. Qu.Ah what's more dangerous, then this fond affiance?
We know the time fince he was milde and affable, Seemes he a Doue? his feathers are but borrow'd.
And if we did but glance a farre-off Looke, For hee's difpofed as the hatefull Rauen.
Immediately he was vpon his Knee, Is he a Lambe? his Skinne is furely lent him,

For
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For hee's enclin'd as is the rauenous Wolues. I doe arreft you in his Highneffe Name,
Who cannot fteale a fhape, that meanes deceit? And here commit you to my Lord Cardinall
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of vs all, To keepe, vntill your further time of Tryjll.
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudfull man. King. My Lord of Glofter,'tis my fpeciall hope,

That you will cleare your felfe from all lufpence,
Snter Somerset. My Confcience tells me you are innocent.

Sam. All health vnto my gracious Soueraigne. GIo/l.Ah gracious Lord,thefe dayes are dangerous:
King. Welcome Lord Somerjet: What Newes from Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition,

France ? And Charitie chas'd hence by Rancours hand ;
Sam. That all your Intereft in thofe Territories, Foule Subornation is predominant,

Is vtterly bereft you : all is loft. And Equitie exil'd your Higbnefle Land,
King. Cold Newes,Lord Somerjet: but Gods will be I know, their Complot is to haue my Life :

done. And if my death might make this Hand happy,
Tor^e. Cold Newes for me: for I had hope of France, And proue the Period of their Tyrannie,

As firmely as I hope for fertile England. I would expend it with all willingneffe.
Thus are my Bloffomes blafted in the Bud, But mine is made the Prologue to their Play.
And Caterpillers eate my Leaues away : For thoufands more, that yet fufpecl: no perill,
But I will remedie this geare ere long, Will not conclude their plotted Tragedie.
Or fell my Title for a glorious Graue. Beaufords red fparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice,

And SuJf<-I/(s cloudie Brow his ftormie hate ;
Snter Gloucefter. Sharpe Buckingham vnburthens with his tongue,

Gloft. All happineffe vnto my Lord the King: The enuious Load that lyes vpon his heart:
Pardon,my Liege, that I haue ftay'd fo long. And dogged Tor/^e, that reaches at the Moone,
,Suff. Nay Glofter,know that thou art come too foone, Whofe ouer-weening Arme I haue pluckt back,

Vnleffe thou wert more loyall then thou art: By falfe accufe doth leuell at my Life.
I doe arreft thee of High Treafon here. And you, my Soueraigne Lady, with the reft,

Gloft. Well Suffol{e, thou /halt not fee me blulh, CaufelelTe haue lay'd difgraces on my head,
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft: And with your beft endeuour haue ftirr'd vp
A Heart vnfpotted,is not eafily daunted. My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemie :
The pureft Spring is not fo free from mudde, I,all of you haue lay'd your heads together,
As I am cleare from Treafon to my Soueraigne. My felfe had notice of your Conuenticles,
Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guiltie ? And all to make away my guiltleffe Life.

Ybrfe.' Tis thought, my Lord, I fliall not want falfe WitnefTe,to condemne me,
That you tooke Bribes of France, Nor ftore of Treafons, to augment my guilt:
And being Proteftor, ftay'd the Souldiers pay, The ancient Prouerbe will be well effected,
By meanes whereof, his Highneffe hath loft France. A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge.

Gloft. Is it but thought fo ? Card. My Liege, his rayling is intolerable.
What are they that thinke it ? If thofe that care to keepe your Royall Perfon
I neuer rob'd the Souldiers of their pay, From Treafons fecret Knife, and Tray tors Rage,
Nor euer had one penny Bribe from France. Be thus vpbrayded, chid,and rated at,
So helpe me God,as I haue watcht the Night, And the Offender graunted fcope of fpeech,
I,Night by Night,in ftudying good for England. 'Twill make them coole in zeale vnto your Grace.
That Doyt that ere I wrefted from the King, Sujf.Hzth he not twit our Soueraigne Lady here
Or any Groat I hoorded to my vfe, With ignominious words,though Clarkely coucht?
Be brought agninft me at my Tryall day. As if {he had fuborned fome to fweare
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper (lore, Falfe allegations,to o'rethrow his ftate.
Becaufe I would not taxe the needle Commons, Qu. But I can giue the lofer leaue to chide.
Haue I dif-purfed to the Garrifons, G/c/?.Farre truer fpoke then meant:! lofe indeede,
And neuer ask'd for reftitution. Befhrew the winners, for they play'd me falfe,

Card. It ferues you well,my Lord,to fay fo much. And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake.
Gloft. I fay no more then truth, fo helpe me God. Buc\. Hee'le wreft the fence,and hold vs here all day.
TTorfe. In your Protedlorfhip, you did deuife Lord Cardinall,he is your Prifoner.

Strange Tortures for Offenders, neuer heard of, Card. Sirs, take away the Duke,and guard him fure.
That England was defam'd by Tyrannie. Glost. Ah, thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch,
Gloft. Why 'tis well known, that whiles I was Protedor, Before his Legges be firme to beare his Body.

Pittie was all the fault that was in me : Tfius is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide,
For I fhould melt at an Offenders teares, And Wolues are griarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft.
And lowly words were Ranfome for their fault: Ah that my feare were filfe, ah that it were ;
VnlefTe it were a bloody Murtherer, For good King Henry,thy decay I feare. Exit Glofter.
Or fbule felonious Theefe,that fleec'd poore pafTengers, King.My Lords, what to your wifdomes feemeth beft,
I neuer gaue them condigne punilhment. Doe, or vndoe, as if our felfe were here.
Murther indeede, that bloodie finne, I tortur'd Siueene. What, will your Highneffe leaue the Parlia-
Aboue the Felon,or what Trelpas elfe. i ment?

Suff. My Lord,thefe faults are eaiie,quickly anfwer'd : King. I Margaret: my heart is drown'd with griefe,
But mightier Crimes are lay'd vnto your charge, Whofe floud begins to flowe within mine eyes;
Whereof you cannot eafily purge your felfe. My Body round engyrt with miferie :
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For what's more miserable then Difcontent? Queene. Thrice Noble Su/ol{e,'th refolutely fpoke.
Ah Vnckle Humfrey, in thy face I fee Suff. Not refolute,except fo much were done,
The Map of Honor,Truth,and Loyaltie : For things are often fpoke, and feldome meant,
And yet, good Humfrey, is the houre to come, But that my heart accordeth with my tongue,
That ere I prou'd thee falfe,or fear'd thy faith. Seeing the deed is meritorious,
What lowring Starre now enuies thy eftate ? And to preferue my Soueraigne from his Foe,
That thefe great Lords,and Margaret our Queene, Say but the word, and I will be his Prieft.
Doe feeke fubuerfion of thy harmeleffe Life. CW.But I would haue him dead, my Lord of SufFolke,
Thou neuer didft them wrong,nor no man wrong: Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft :
And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed,
And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, And He prouide his Executioner,
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfe ; I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege.
Euen fo remorfelefTe haue they borne him hence : Suff. Here is my Hand, the deed is worthy doing.
And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe, Queene. And fo fay I.
Looking the way her harmelefle young one went, Torfe. And I : and now we three haue fpoke it,
And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings loffe ; It skills not greatly who impugnes our doome.
Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Glojlers cafe
With fad vnhelpefull teares, and with dimn'd eyes; Enter a Pofte.
Looke after him,and cannot doe him good :
So mightie are his vowed Enemies. To/l.Gr&3t Lords, from Ireland am I come amaine,
His fortunes I will weepe, and'twixt each groane, To fignifie, that Rebels there are vp,
Say, who's a Traytor ? G/ofier he is none. Exit. And put the Englifhmen vnto the Sword.

Queene. Free Lords: Send Succours( Lords)and ftop the Rage betime,
Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : Before the Wound doe grow vncurable ;
Henry,my Lord,is cold in great Affaires, For being greene, there is great hope of helpe.
Too foil of fooli/h pittie : and Glofters {hew Card. A. Breach that craues a quick expedient ftoppe.
Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile What counfaile giue you in this weightie caufe?
With forrow fnares relenting paflengers ; Torfy. That Somerfet be fent as Regent thither:
Or as the Snake,roll'd in a flowring Banke, 'Tis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy'd,
With fhining checker'd flough doth fting a Child, WitnefTe the fortune he hath had in France.
That for the beautie thinkes it excellent. Som. If Yor^e, with all his farre-fet pollicie,
Beleeue me Lords, were none more wife then I, Had beene the Regent there,in ftead of me,
And yet herein I iudge mine owne Wit good ; He neuer would haue ftay'd in France fo long.
This Gkfter fhould be quickly rid the World, Tor^e. No, not to lofe it all, as thou haft done.
To rid vs from the feare we haue of him. I rather would haue loft my Life betimes,

fard. That he fhould dye, is worthie pollicie, Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home,
But yet we want a Colour for his death : By ftaying there fo long, till all were loft.
'Tis meet he be condemn'd by courfe of Law. Shew me one skarre, charafter'd on thy Skinne,

Suff. But in my minde, that were no pollicie: Mens flefh preferu'd fo whole, doe feldome winne.
The King will labour ftill to faue his Life, Qu. Nay then, this fparke will prone a raging fire,
The Commons haply rife, to faue his Life ; If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with :
And yet we haue but triuiall argument, No more,good Yorfa fweet Somerset be ftill.
More then miftruft,that fhewes him worthy death. Thy fortune, Yorfe, hadft thou beene Regent there,

Torl^e. So that by this, you would not haue him dye. Might happily haue prou'd farre worfe then his.
Suff. Ah Yor^e,no man aliue,fo faine as I. Torke. What, worfe then naught? nay, then a fhame
Yor\e. 'Tis Tor\e that hath more reafon for his death. take all.

But my Lord Cardinall,and you my Lord of Suffolke, Somerset. And in the number, thee, that wiflieft
Say as you thinke,and fpeake it from your Soules : fhame.
Wer't not all one, an emptie Eagle were fet, Card. My Lord of Yorke,trie what your fortune is:
To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kyte, Th'vnciuill Kernes of Ireland are in Armes,
As place Duke Humfrey for the Kings Protector £ And temper Clay with blood of Englifhmen.

Queene.So the poore Chicken fhould be fure of death. To Ireland will you leade a Band of men,
Suff. Madame 'tis true : and wer't not madnefie then, Collected choycely, from each Countie fome,

To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold ? And trie your hap again/I the Irishmen f
Who being accus'd a craftie Murtherer, Yor\e. I will,my Lord,fo pleafe his Maieftie.
His guilt fhould be but idly pofted ouer, Suff. Why, our Authoritie is his confent,
Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. And what we doe eftab!i/h,he confirmes:
No: let him dye, in that he is a Fox, Then,Noble Tor £e, take thou this Taske in hand.
By nature prou'd an Enemie to the Flock, Yor^e, I am content: Prouide me Souldiers, Lords,
Before his Chaps be ftayn'd with Crimfon blood, Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires.
As Humfrey prou'd by Reafons to my Liege. Suff. A charge, Lord Yorfe, that I will fee perform'd.
And doe not ftand on Quillets how to flay him : But now returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrey.
Beit by Gynnes,by Snares,by Subtletie, Card. No more of him : for I will deale with him,
Sleeping,or Waking, 'tis no matter how, That henceforth he fhall trouble vs no more :
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit, And fo breake oft", the day is almoft fpent,
Which mates him firft,that firft intends deceit. Lord Suffolke,you and I muft talke of that euent,

ttrfc.My
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Tor Up. My Lord of Suffolke, within foureteene dayes Suff. Now Sirs,haue you difpatcht this thing?

At Briftow I expert my Souldiers, I. I,my good Lord,hee's dead.
For there He fhippe them all for Ireland. Stiff. Why that's well faid.Goe,get you to my Houfe,

Stiff. He fee it truly done, my Lord of Yorke. Exeunt. I will reward you for this venturous deed:
Manet Yorke. The King and all the Peeres are here at hand.

Torfe.Now Yor\e,or neuer, fteele thy fearfull thoughts, Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all things well,
And change mifdoubt to refolution ; According as I gaue directions ?
Be that thou hop'ft to be, or what thou art; i. 'Tis,my good Lord.
Refigne to death, it is not worth th'enioying: Suff. Away, be gone. Exeunt.
Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the meane-borne man,
And finde no harbor in a Royall heart. Sound Trumpets. Enter the King, the Queene,
Fafter the Spring-time fhowres,comes thoght on thoght, Cardinal/, Suffolke, Somerfet, with
And not a thought, but thinkes on Dignitie. Attendants.
My Brayne,more bufie then the laboring Spider, King. Goe call our Vnckle to our prefence ftraight:
Weaues tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. Say, we intend to try his Grace to day,
Well Nobles, well: 'tis politikely done, If he be guiltie, as 'tis published.
To fend me packing with an Hoaft of men : Suff. lie call him prefently,my Noble Lord. Exit.
I feare me, you but warme the ftarued Snake, King. Lords take your places: and I pray you all
Who cheriihtin your breafts, will fting your hearts. Proceed no ftraiter 'gainft our Vnckle Glojler,
'Twas men I lackt, and you will giue them me ; Then from true euidence,of good efteeme,
I take it kindly : yet be well affur'd, He be approu'd in praclife culpable.
You put fharpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. ^ueene.God forbid any Malice ftiould preuayle,
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mightie Band, That faultleffe may condemne a Noble man :
I will ftirre vp in England fome black Storme, Pray God he may acquit him of fufpition.
Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heauen,or Hell : King. I thanke thee Nell, thefe wordes content mee
And this fell Tempeft ftiall not ceafe to rage, much.
Vntill the Golden Circuit on my Head, Enter Suffolke.
Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparant Beames, How now? why look'ft thou pale? why trembleft thou?
Doe calme the furie of this mad-bred Flawe. Where is our Vnckle? what's the matter,Suffolke?
And for a minifter of my intent, Suff. Dead in his Bed,my Lord: Glojler is dead.
I haue feduc'd a head-ftrong Kentifhman, Queene. Marry God forfend.
lohn Cade of A/hford, Card. Gods fecret ludgement: I did dreame to Night,
To make Commotion, as full well he can, The Duke was dumbe, and could not fpeake a word.
Vnder the Title of lohn ̂ fortimer. King Jounds.
In Ireland haue I feene this ftubborne Cade ^a. How fares my Lord? Helpe Lords, the King is
Oppofe himfelfe againft a Troupe of Kernes, dead.
And fought fo long, till that his thighes with Darts Sum. Rere vp his Body, wring him by the Nofe.
Were almoft like a iharpe-qiiill'd Porpentine : Qu.Runne,goe, helpe, helpe: Oh Henry ope thine eyes.
And in the end being refcued,! haue feene Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient.
Him capre vpright,like a wilde Morifco, King. Oh Heauenly God.
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. Qu. How fares my gracious Lord ?
Full often,like a fliag-hayr'd craftie Kerne, Suff. Comfort my Soueraigne? gracious Henry com-
Hath he conuerfed with the Enemie, fort.
And vndifcouer'djCome to me againe, King. What, doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me1?
And giuen me notice of their Villanies. Came he right now to ling a Rauens Note,
This Deuill here fhall be my fubftitute ; Whole difmall tune bereft my Vitall powres:
For that lohn Mortimer,which now is dead, And thinkes he, that the chirping of a Wren,
In face, in gate, in fpeech he doth refemble. By crying comfort from a hollow breaft,
By this,I fhall perceiue the Commons minde, Can chafe away the firft-conceiued found ?
How they affecl the Houfe and Clayme of Yor^e. Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words,
Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured ; Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I fay,
I know,no paine they can inflicl: vpon him, Their touch affrights me as a Serpents fting.
Will make him fay, I mou'd him to thofe Armes. Thou balefull MelTenger,out of my fight:
Say that he thriue, as 'tis great like he will, Vpon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyrannic
Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrength, Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the World.
And reape the Harueft which that Rafcall fow'd. Looke not vpon me, for thine eyes are wounding ;
For Humfrey ; being dead,as he fliall be, Yet doe not goe away : come Bafiliske,
And Henry put apart: the next for me. Exit. And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight:

For in the fliade of death, I fliall finde ioy ;
Enter two or three running ouer the Stage, from the In life,but double death,now G/ofter's dead.

Murther of Duty; Humfrey. Queene. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus?
I. Runne to my Lord of Suffolke: let him know Although the Duke was enemie to him,

We haue difpatcht the Duke,as he commanded. Yet he moft Chriftian-like laments his death :
2. Oh,that it were to doe : what haue we done? And for my felfe,Foe as he was to me,

Didft euer heare a man fo penitent ? Enter Suffol^e. Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groanes,
I. Here comes my Lord. Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life ;
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I would be blinde with weeping, ficke with grones, By Suffolke, and the Cardinall Beaufords meanes :
Looke pale as Prim-rofe with blood-drinking fighes, The Commons like an angry Hiue of Bees
And all to haue the Noble Duke aliue. That want their Leader, fcatter vp and downe,
What know I how the world may deeme of me? And care not who they fting in his reuenge.
For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends: My felfe haue calm'd their fpleenfull mutinie,
It may be iudg'd I made the Duke away, Vntill they heare the order of his death.
So ftall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded, King. That he is dead good Warwick, 'tis too true,
And Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproach : But how he dyed, God knowes, not Henry :
This get I by his death : Aye me vnhappie, Enter his Chamber, view his breathleffe Corpes,
To be a Queene, and Crown'd with inf'amie. And comment then vpon his fodaine death.

King. Ah woe is me for Glofter, wretched man. War. That mall I do my Liege ; Stay Salsburie
Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched then he is. With the rude multitude, till I returne.

What, Doft thou turne away, and hide thy face ? King.O thou that iudgeft all things, ftay my thoghts:
I am no loathfome Leaper, looke on me. My thoughts, that labour to perfwade my foule,
What? Art thou like the Adder waxen deafe ? Some violent hands were laid on Humfries life :
Be poyfonous too, and kill thy forlorne Queene. If my fufpedt be falfe, forgiue me God,
Is all thy comfort fhut in Glofters Tombe ? For judgement onely doth belong to thee :
Why then Dame Elianor was neere thy ioy. Faine would I go to chafe his palie lips,
Eredl his Statue, and worfhip it, With twenty thoufand kiffes,and to draine
And make my Image but an Ale-houfe figne. Vpon his face an Ocean of fait teares,
Was I for this nye wrack'd vpon the Sea, To tell myloue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke,
And twice by aukward winde from Englands banke And with my fingers feele his hand, vnfeeling :
Droue backe againe vnto my Natiue Clime. But all in vaine are thefe meane Obfequies,
What beaded this? but well fore-warning winde 'Bed put forth.
Did feeme to fay, feeke not a Scorpions Neft, And to furuey his dead and earthy Image :
Nor fet no footing on this vnkinde Shore. What were it but to make my forrow greater ?
What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufts, War-fa. Come hither gracious Soueraigne, view this
And he that loos'd them forth their Brazen Caues, body.
And bid them blow towards Englands blefled fhore, King. That is to fee how deepe my graue is made,
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke : For with his foule fled all my worldly folace :
Yet .^Eolus would not be a murtherer, For feeing him, I fee my life in death.
But left that hatefull office vnto thee. War. As furely as my foule intends to liue
The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drowne me, With that dread King that tooke our ftate vpon him,
Knowing that thou wouldft haue me drown'd on fhore To free vs from his Fathers wrathfull curfe,
With teares as fait as Sea, through thy vnkindneffe. I do beleeue that violent hands were laid
The fplitting Rockes cowr'd in the finking fands, Vpon the life of this thrice-famed Duke.
And would not dafh me with their ragged fides, Suf. A dreadfull Oath, fworne with a folemn tongue :
Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they, What inftance giues Lord Warwicke for his vow.
Might in thy Pallace, perifh Elianor. War. See how the blood is fetled in his face.
As farre as I could ken thy Chalky ClifFes, Oft haue I feene a timely-parted Ghoft,
When from thy Shore, the Tempeft beate vs backe, Of afhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefTe,
I flood vpon the Hatches in the ftorme: Being all defcended to the labouring heart,
And when the duskie sky, began to rob Who in the Conflict that it holds with death,
My earneft-gaping-fight of thy Lands view, Attracts the fame for aydance 'gainft the enemy,
I tooke a coftly lewell from my necke, Which with the heart there cooles, and ne're returneth,
A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, To blufh and beautifie the Cheeke againe.
And threw it towards thy Land : The Sea receiu'd it, But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood :
And fo I wiftVd thy body might my Heart: His eye-balles further out, than when he liued,
And euen with this, I loft faire Englands view, Staring full gaftly, like a ftrangled man :
And bid mine eyes be packing with my Heart, His hayre vprear'd, his noftrils ftretcht with ftrugling :
And call'd them blinde and duskie Spectacles, His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafpt
For loofing ken of Albions wifhed Coaft. And tugg'd for Life, and was by ftrength fubdude.
How often haue I tempted Suffolkes tongue Looke on the fheets his haire (you fee) is flicking,
(The agent of thy foule inconftancie) His well proportioned Beard, made ruffe and rugged,
To fit and watch me as AJcaniui did, Like to the Summers Corne by Tempeft lodged :
When he to madding Dido would vnfold It cannot be but he was murdred heere,
His Fathers Ads, commenc'd in burning Troy. The leaft of all thefe fignes were probable.
Am I not witcht like her ? Or thou not falfe like him ? Suf. Why Warwicke, who mould do the D.to death?
Aye me, I can no more : Dye Elinor, My felfe and Beauford had him in protection,
For Henry weepes, that thou doft liue fo long. And we I hope fir, are no murtherers.

War. But both of you were vowed D. Humfries foes,
Noyfe within. Enter Warwic^e, and many And you (forfooth) had the good Duke to keepe:

Commons. Tis like you would not feaft him like a friend,
And 'tis well feene, he found an enemy.

War. It is reported, mighty Soueraigne, Queen. Than you belike fufpeft thefe Noblemen,
That good Duke Humfrey Traiteroufly is murdred As guilty of Duke Humfries tirneleffe death.

War.
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Warm. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding frefh, Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me,

And fees fail-by, a Butcher with an Axe, Vnleffe Lord Suffolke ftraight be done to death,
But will fufpect,'twas he that made the (laughter ? Or banifhed faire Englands Territories,
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Neft, They will by violence teare him from your Pallace,
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, And torture him with grieuous lingring death.
Although the Kyte foare with vnbloudied Beake? They fay, by him the good Duke Humfrey dy'de :
Euen fo fufpitious is this Tragedie. They fay,in him they feare your HighneSTe death;

Q£. Are you the Butcher, &^c/£?where's your Knife? And meere inStinct of Loue and Loyaltie,
Is Beauford tearm'd a Kyte? where are his Tallons? Free from a ftubborne oppofite intent,

Suff. I weare no Knife,to flaughter fleeping men, As being thought to contradict your liking,
But here's a vengefull Sword, rufted with eafe, Makes them thus forward in his Baniftiment.
That Shall be fcowred in his rancorous heart, They fay,in care of your moft Royall Perfon,
That flanders me with Murthers Crimfon Badge. That if your Highneffe Should intend to fleepe,
Say, if thou dar'St,prowd Lord of Warwickshire, And charge, that no man Should difturbe your reft,
That I am faultie in Duke Humfreyes death. In paine of your diflike, or paine of death;

Warn. What dares not Warwick^, if falfe Suffolk: dare Yet notwithstanding fuch a ftrait Edict,
him ? Were there a Serpent feene, with forked Tongue,

Qu. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, That flyly glyded towards your Maieftie,
Nor ceafe to be an arrogant Controller, It were but neceffarie you were wak't:
Though Suffill(e dare him twentie thoufand times. Leaft being fuffer'd in that harmefull flumber,

War-a. Madame be Still : with reuerence may I fay, The mortall Worme might make the fleepe eternall.
For euery word you fpeake in his behalfe, And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid,
Is (lander to your Royall Dignitie. That they will guard you, where you will,or no,

Suff. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoble in demeanor, From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Suffice is;
If euer Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much, With whofe inuenomed and fatall fting,
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed Your louing Vnckle, twentie times his worth,
Some fterne vntutur'd Churle ; and Noble Stock They fay is Shamefully bereft of life.
Was graft with Crab.tree flippe, whofe Fruit thou art, Commons within. An anfwer from the King, my Lord
And neuer of the Neuils Noble Race. of Salisbury.

/iPizrw.But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, Suff. 'Tis like the Commons,rude vnpolifht Hindes,
And I Should rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, Could fend fuch Meffage to their Soueraigne :
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand Shames, But you, my Lord, were glad to be imploy'd,
And that my Soueraignes prefence makes me milde, To Shew how queint an Orator you are.
I would, falfe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee But all the Honor Salisbury hath wonne,
Make thee begge pardon for thy paSTed fpeech, Is, that he was the Lord EmbaSTador,
And fay, it was thy Mother that thou meant'ft, Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King.
That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardie ; Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all
And after all this fearefull Homage done, breake in.
Giue thee thy hyre,and fend thy Soule to Hell, King. Goe Salisbury, and tell them all from me,
Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men. I thanke them for their tender louing care ;

Suff. Thou Shalt be waking, while I Shed thy blood, And had I not beene cited fo by them,
If from this prefence thou dar'ft goe with me. Yet did I purpofe as they doe entreat:
T^arw.Away euen now,or I will drag thee hence: For fure,my thoughts doe hourely prophecie,

Vnworthy though thou art, lie cope with thee, Mifchance vnto my State by Suffol^es meanes.
And doe fome feruice to Duke Humfreyes Ghoft. And therefore by his Maieftie I fweare,

Exeunt. Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am,
AT/flg-. What ftronger Breft-plate then a heart vntainted ? He fhall not breathe infection in thisayre,

Thrice is he arm'd,that hath his Quarrell iuft; But three dayes longer,on the paine of death.
And he but naked, though lockt vp in Steele, <5>a. Oh Henry, let me pleade for gentle Suffol^e.
Whofe Confcience with Iniuftice is corrupted. AT/ng-.Vngentle Queene, to call him gentle Suffbl^e.

Jl noyje within. No more I fay : if thou do'ft pleade for him,
Queene. What noyfe is this ? Thou wilt but adde encreafe vnto my Wrath.

Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my Word ;
Enter Suffol^e and Warwic^e, with their But when I fweare, it is irreuocable :

Weapons drawne. If after three dayes fpace thou here bee'ft found,
On any ground that I am Ruler of,

King. Why how now Lords f The World fhall not be Ranfome for thy Life.
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne, Come pyarmic/ff,come good ££Vw;<%, goe with mee,
Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? I haue great matters to impart to thee. Exit.
Why what tumultuous clamor haue we here ? Qu. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you,
Suff. The trayt'rous Wafwic^,w\th the men of Bury, Hearts Difcontent, and fowre Affliction,

Set all vpon me, mightie Soueraigne. Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie :
There's two of you, the Deuill make a third,

Snter Salisbury. And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your Steps.
Salub. Sirs ftand apart, the King ihall know your Stiff. Ceafe, gentle Queene, thefe Execrations,

minde. And let thy Suffolk^ take his heauie leaue.
Queene. Fye
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Queen. Fye Coward woman, and foft harted wretch, Vaux. To fignifie vnto his Maiefty,

Haft thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy. That Cardinall ^Beauford is at point of death :
Suf. A plague vpon them : wherefore fhould I curffe For fodainly a greeuous ficknefle tooke him,

them ? That makes him gaspe, and ftare, and catch the aire,
Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth.
I would inuent as bitter fearching termes, Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfries Ghoft
As curft, as harfh, and horrible to heare, Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King,
Deliuer'd ftrongly through my fixed teeth, And whifpers to his pillow, as to him,
With full as many fignes of deadly hate, The fecrets of his ouer-charged foule,
As leane-fac'd enuy in her loathfome caue. And I am fent to tell his Maieftie,
My tongue /hould flumble in mine earned words, That euen now he cries alowd for him.
Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten Flint, <$u. Go tell this heauy Meffage to the King. Exit
Mine haire be fixt an end, as one diftracl : Aye me I What is this World ? What newes are thefe ?
I, euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, But wherefore greeue I at an houres poore lofTe,
And euen now my burthen'd heart would breake Omitting Suffolkes exile, my foules Treafure?
Should I not curfe them. Poyfon be their drinke. Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee r
Gall, worfe then Gall, the daintieft that they tafte : And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teares ?
Their fweeteft fhade, a groue of CyprefTe Trees: Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for my forrowes.
Their cheefeft Profpeft, murd'ring Bafiliskes: Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ft is comming,
Their fofteft Touch, as fmart as Lyzards flings: If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.
Their Muficke, frightful! as the Serpents hifie, Suf. If 1 depart from thee, I cannot liue,
And boading Screech-Owles, make the Confort full. And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfe,
All the foule terrors in davke feated hell 

Q_. Enough fweet Suffolke,thou torment'ft thy felfe, 
But like a pleafant flumber in thy lap ?
Heere could I breath my foule into the ayre,'

And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne 'gainft glaffe, As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe,
Or like an ouer-charged Gun, recoile, Dying with mothers dugge betweene it's lips.
And turnes the force of them vpon thy felfe. Where from thy fight, I ihould be raging mad,

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? And cry out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes:
Now by the ground that I am baniih'd from, To haue thee with thy lippes to ftop my mouth :
Well could J curfe away a Winters night, So fhould'ft thou eyther turne my flying foule,
Though {landing naked on a Mountaine top, Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body,
Where byting cold would neuer let graffe grow, And then it liu'd in fweete Elizium.
And thinke it but a minute fperit in fport. To dye by thee, were but to dye in left,

Qu. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe,giue me thy hand, From thee to dye, were torture more then death :
That I may dew it with my mournlull tea/es: Oh let me ftay, befall what may befall.
Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place, Queen. Away : Though parting be a fretfull corofiue,
To wafh away my wofull Monuments. Ir is applyed to a deathfull wound.
Oh, could this kiffe be printed in thy hand, To France fweet Suffolke : Let me heare from thee :
That thou might'ft thinke vpon thefe by the Seale, For wherefoere thou art in this worlds Globe,
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath'd for thee. lie haue an Iris that /hall finde thee out.
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, Suf. I go.
'Tis but furmiz'd, whiles thou art ftanding by, Qu. And take my heart with thee.
As one that furfets, thinking on a want: Suf. A lewell lockt into the wofulft Caske,
I will repeale thee, or be well afTur'd, That euer did containe a thing of worth,
Aduenrure to be banifhed my felfe : Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we :
And banifhed I am, if but from thee. This way fall I to death.
Go, fpeake not to me ; euen now be gone. £>u. This way for me. Exeunt
Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn'd,
Embrace, and kiffe, and take ten thoufand leaues, Enter the King, Salisbury, anJWartvid^e, to the
Leather a hundred times to part then dye; Cardinal in bed.
Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee.

Suf. Thus is poore Suftblke ten times banifhed, King. How fare's my Lord ? Speake '"Beauford to thy
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. Soueraigne.
'Tis not the Land I care for, wer't thou thence, Gz.If thou beeft death, lie giue thee Englands Treafure,
A WildernefTe is populous enough, Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,
So Suffolke had thy heauenly company: So thou wilt let me liue, and feele no paine.
For where thou art, there is the World it felfe, King. Ah, what a figne it is of euill life,
With euery feuerall pleafure in the World : Where death's approach is feene fo terrible.
And where thou art not, Defolation. TVar. Beauford, it is thy Soueraigne fpeakes to thee.
I can no more : Liue thou to ioy thy life ; 'Beau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will.
My felfe no ioy in nought, but that thou liu'ft. Dy'de he not in his bed? Where mould he dye ?

Can I make men liue where they will or no ?
Enter Vaux. Oh torture me no more, I will confeffe.

Aliue againe? Then fhew me where he is,
Queens. Whether goes Vaux fo fait ? What newes I lie giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him.

prethee ? He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them.
Comb
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Combe downe his haire ; looke,looke, it ftands vpright, Suf. Stay W'hitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince,
Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foule : The Duke of Suffolke, William de la Pole.
Giue me fome drinke, and bid the Apothecarie Whit. The Duke of Suffolke, muffled vp in ragges?
Bring the ftrong poylon that I bought of him. Suf. I, but thefe ragges are no part of the Duke.

King. Oh thou eternall mouer of the heauens, Lieu. But loue was neuer flaine as thou ihalt be,
Looke with a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, Obfcure and lowfie Swaine, King Henries blood.
Oh beate away the bufie medling Fiend, Suf. The honourable blood of Lancafter
That layes ftrong liege vnto this wretches foule, Muft not be flied by fuch a iaded Groome :
And from his bofome purge this blacke difpaire. Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop?

War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule,
Sal. Difturbe him not, let him paffe peaceably. And thought thee happy when I ihooke my head.
King. Peace to his foule, if Gods good pleafure be. How often haft thou waited at my cup,

Lord Card'nall, if thou think'ft on heauens bliffe, Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord,
Hold vp thy hand, make fignall of thy hope. When I haue feafted with Queene Margaret ?
He dies and makes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. Remember it, and let it make thee Creft-falne,

11 ar. So bad a death, argues a monftrous life. I, and alay this thy abortiue Pride :
King. Forbeare to iudge, for we are fmners all. How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood,

Clofe vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofe, And duly wayted for my comming forth ?
And let vs all to Meditation. Sxeunt. This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalfe,

And therefore ihall it charme thy riotous tongue.
tAlarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes cff. Whit. Speak Captaine, ihall I ftab the forlorn Swain.

Lieu. Firft let my words ftab him,as he harh me.
JLnter Lieutenant, Sujfal\e, and others. Suf. Bafe fl.iue, thy words are blunt,and fo art thou.

Lieu. The gaudy blabbing and remorfefull day, Lieu. Conuey him hence,and on our long boats fide,
Is crept into the bofome of the Sea : Strike off his head. Suf.Thou dar'ft not for thy owne.
And now loud houling Wolues aroufe the lades Lieu. Poole, Sir Pooled Lord,
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night: I kennell, puddle, finke, whofe filth and dirt
Who with their drcwfie, flow,and flagging wings Troubles the filuer Spring, where England drinkes:
Cleape dead-mens graues, and from their mifty lawes, Now will I dam vp this chy yawning mouth,
Breath foule contagious darkneiTe in the ayre : For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme.
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, Thy lips that kift the Queene, Ihall fweepe the ground :
For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Humfries death,
Heere ihall they make theit ranfome on the fand, Againft the fenfeleffe windes fhall grin in vaine,
Or with their blood ftaine this difcoloured fhore. Who in contempt ihall hilTe at thee againe.
Maifter, this Prifoner freely giue I thee, And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell,
And thou that art his Mate, make boote of this : For daring to affye a mighty Lord
The other Walter Whitmore is thy /hare. Vnto the daughter of a worthleffe King,

I. Qent. What is my ranfome Mafter, let me know. Hauing neyther Subiedl, Wealth, nor Diadem :
Ma.A thoufand Crownes, or elfe lay down your head By diuellifli policy art thou growne great,
Mate. And lo much ihall you giue, or off goes yours. And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg'd,
Lieu. What thinke you much to pay 2000.Crownes, With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart.

And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? By thee Aniou and Maine were fold to France.
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall : The falfe reuolting Normans thorough thee,
The liues of thofe which we haue loft in fight, Difdaine to call vs Lord, and "Piccardie
Be counter-poys'd with fuch a pettie fumme. Hath flaine their Gouernors, furpriz'd our Forts,

i.Gent. lie giue it fir, and therefore fpare my life. And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home.
2.Gent.And fo will Land write home for it ftraight. The Princely Warwicke, and the Neuils all,
Wbitm. I loft mine eye in laying the prize aboord, Whofe dreadfull fwords were neuer drawne in vaine,

And therefore to reuenge it, fhalt thou dye, As hating thee, and rifing vp in armes .
And fo fhould thefe, if I might haue my will. And now the Houfe of Yorke thruft from the Crowne,

Lieu. Be not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him Hue. By ihamefull murther of a guiltlelTe King,
Suf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ihalt be payed. Burnes with reuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours
Whit. And fo am I : my name is Walter Whitman. Aduance our balfe-fac'd Sunne, ftriuing to ihine ;

How now?why ftarts thou?What doth death affright? Vnder the which is writ, I uhis nubibtu.
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death: The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes,

A cunning man did calculate my birth, And to conclude, Reproach and Beggerie,
And told me that by Water I fhould dye : Is crept into the Pallace of our King,
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded, And all by thee : away, conuey him hence.
Thy name is Gualrier, being rightly founded. Suf. O that I wer;r a GoH, to ihoot forth Thunder

Whit. Gualticr or Walter, which it is 1 care not, Vpon thefe paltry,feruile,abiec~i Drudges:
Neuer yet did bafe dishonour blurre our name, Small things make bafe men proud, i his Villaine heere,
But with our fword we wip'd away the blot. Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more
Therefore, when Merchant-like I lell reuenge, Then ISargulia the ftrong Illyrian Pyrate.
Broke be my fword, my Armes tome and detac'd, Drones fucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hiues:
And I proclaimM a Coward through the world. It is impollible that I fhould dye

By
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By fuch a lowly Va flail as thy felfe. make Dogges Leather of.
Thy words moue Rage, and not remorfe in me : Hal. And Dicke the Butcher.
I go of Meffage from the Qvieene to France : 'Beats. Then is fin ftrucke downe like an Oxe, and ini-
I charge thee wafc me fafely crofTe the Channell. quities throate cut like a Calfe.

Lieu. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I muft waft thee Hoi. And Smith the Weauer.
to thy death. Beu. Argo, their thred of life is fpun.

Suf. Pine gelidtu timor occufat artuf, it is thee I feare. Hoi. Come, come, let's fall in with them.
Wa/.Thou /halt haue caufe to feare before I Jeaue thee.

What, are ye danted now? Now will ye ftoope. Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicty butcher, Smith the Weauer,
I.Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him, fpeak him fair. and a Sawyer, with infinite numbers.
Suf. Suffolkes Imperial! tongue is fterne and rough:

VYd to command, vntaught to pleade for fauour. Cade. Wee John Cade, fo tearm'd of our fuppofed Fa-
Farre be it, we ihould honor fuch as thefe ther.
With humble fuite : no, rather let my head But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings.
Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knees bow to any, Cade. For our enemies fliall fiile before vs, infpired
Saue to the God of heauen, and to my King: with the fpirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com-
And fooner dance vpon a bloody pole, mand filence.
Then ftand vncouer'd to the Vulgar Groome. 'But. Silence.
True Nobility, is exempt from feare : Cade. My Father was a Mortimer.
More can I beare, then you dare execute. But . He was an honeft man, and a good Bricklayer.

Lieu. Hale him away, and let him talke no more : £ade. My mother a Plantagenet.
Come Souldiers, (hew what cruelty ye can. Butch. I knew her well, {he was a Midwife.

Suf. That this my death may ne.uer be forgot. Cade. My wife defcended of the Lades.
Great men oft dye by vilde Bezonions. But. She was indeed a Pedlers daughter, & fold many
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetto flaue Laces.
Murder'd fweet Tully. Brutm Baftard hand Weauer. But now of late, not able to trauell with her
Stab'd luliui Ctfjar. Sauage I/landers furr'd Packe, (he waihes buckes here at home.
Pompey the Great, and Suffol\e dyes by Pyrats. Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe.

Exit Water with Suffilfy. But. I by my faith, the field is honourable, and there
Lieu. And as for thefe whofe ranfome we haue fet, was he borne, vnder a hedge : for his Father had neuer a

It is our pleafure one of them depart: houfe but the Cage.
Therefore come you with vs, and let him go. Cade. Valiant I am.

Exit Lieutenant^ and the reft. Weauer- A muft needs, for beggery is valiant.
t^tfanet the firft Gent. Enter Walter frith the body. Cade. I am able to endure much.
Wai. There let his head, and liueleffe bodie lye, But. No queftion of that : for I haue feene him whipt

Vntill the Queene his Miftris bury it. Exit Walter. three Market dayes together.
I.Gent. O barbarous and bloudy fpeftacle, Cade. I feare neither fword, nor fire.

His body will I beare vnto the King : Wea. He neede not feare the fword, for his Coate is of
If he reuenge it not, yet will his Friends, proofe.
So will the Queene, that liuing, held him deere. But. But me thinks he ihould ftand in feare of fire, be-

ing burnt i'th hand for ftealing of Sheepe.
Enter ̂ Beua, and lohn Holland. Cade. Be braue then, for your Captaine is Braue, and

Vowes Reformation. There mill be in England, feuen
Beuu. Come and get thee a fword, though made of a halfe peny Loaues fold for a peny : the three hoop'd pot,

Lath, they haue bene vp thefe two dayes. (hall haue ten hoopes, and I wil make it Fellony to drink
Hoi. They haue the more neede to fleepe now then. fmall Beere, All the Realme fhall be in Common, and in
Beuit. I tell thee, Iac\e Cade the Cloathier, meanes to Cheapfide /hall my Palfrey go to grafle : and when I am

drefle the Common-wealth and turne it, and fet a new King, as King I will be.
nap vpon it. All, God faue your Maiefty.

Hoi. So he had need, for 'tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, Cade, I thanke you good people. There fhall bee no
it was neuer merrie world in England, fince Gentlemen mony, all (hall eate and drinke on my (core, and I will
came vp. apparrell them all in one Liuery, that they may agree like

Beuis. O miferable Age : Vertue is not regarded in Brothers, and wor/hip me their Lord.
Handy-crafts men. But. The firft thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers.

Hoi. The Nobilitie thinke fcorne to goe in Leather Cade. Nay, that I meane to do. Is not this a lamenta-
Aprons. ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe ihould

Beuis. Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good be made Parchment ; that Parchment being fcribeld ore,
Workemen. Should vndoe a man. Some fay the Bee flings, but I fay,

Hoi. True : and yet it is faid, Labour in thy Vocati- 'tis the Bees waxe : for I did but feale once to a thing, and
on : which is as much to fay, as let the Magistrates be la- I was neuer mine owne man fince. How now £ Who's
bouring men, and therefore (hould we be Magistrates. there ?

Beuu. Thou haft hit it : for there's no better figne of a Enter a Qlearke.
braue minde, then a hard hand. Weauer. The Clearke of Chartam : hee can write and

Hd. I fee them, I fee them : There's 'Be/Is Sonne, the reade, and cart accompt.
Tanner of Wingham. Cade. O monftrous.

'Beuu. Hee (hall haue the skinnes of our enemies, to W'ea. We tooke him fetdng of boyes Copies.
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Cade. Here's a Villaine. Staf. And will you credit this bafe Drudges Wordes,
Wea. Ha's a Booke in his pocket with red Letters in't that fpeakes he knowes not what.
Cade. Nay then he is a Coniurer. <All. I marry will we : therefore get ye gone.
But. Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court '"Ero. lackf Cade, the D.of York hath taught you this.

hand. Cade. He lyes, for I inuented it my felfe. Go too Sir-
Cade. I am forry for't : The man is a proper man of rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers fake Hen-

mine Honour : vnleffe I finde him guilty,he mall not die. ry the fift, (in whofe time, boyes went to Span-counter
Come hither firrah, I muft examine thee : What is thy for French Crownes) I am content he fliall raigne, but He
name ? be Protector ouer him.

Clearly. Emanuell. 'Butcher. And furthermore, wee'l haue the Lord Sayes
""But. They vfe to writ it on the top of Letters: 'Twill head, tor felling the Dukedome of Maine.

go hard with you. Cade And good reafon : for thereby is England main'd
Qade.Let me alone : Doft thou vfe to write thy name? And faine to go with a ftaffe,but that my puifTance holds

Or haft thou a marke to thy fclfe, like a honeft plain dea- it vp. Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that that Lord Say hath
ling man ? gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch : &

Clearly. Sir I thanke God, I haue bin fo well brought more then that, he can fpeake French, and therefore hee is
vp, that I can write my name. a Traitor.

All. He hath confeft : away with him : he's a Villaine Staf. O groffe and miferable ignorance.
and a Traitor. Cade. Nay anfwer if you can : The Frenchmen are our

Cade. Away with him I fay : Hang him with his Pen enemies : go too then, I ask but this: Can he that fpeaks
and Inke-horne about his necke. with the tongue of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or

Exit one with the Clearly no ?
Enter ̂ fichael. All. No, no, and therefore wee'l haue his head.

Mich. Where's our Generall ? Ero, Well, feeing gentle words will not preuayle,
Cade. Heere I am thou particular fellow. Aflaile them with the Army of the King.
Mich. Fly, fly,fly, Sir Humfrey Stafford and his brother Staf. Herald away, and throughout euery Towne,

are hard by, with the Kings Forces. Proclaime them Traitors that are vp with Cade,
Cade. Stand villaine, ftand, or He fell thee downe : he That thofe which flye before the battell ends,

(lull be encountred with a man as good as himfelfe. He May euen in their Wiues and Childrens fight,
is but a Knight, is a? Be hang'd vp for example at their doores :

Mich. No. And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. Exit.
Cade. To equall him I will make my felfe a knight pre- Cade. And you that loue the Commons, follow me:

fently; Rife vp Sir lohn (^Mortimer. Now haue at him. Now fhew your felues men, 'tis for Liberty.
We will not leaue one Lord, one Gentleman:

Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brother, Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted ftooen,
with Drum and Soldiers. For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts.
Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kent, 'But. They are all in order, and march toward vs.

Mark'd for the Gallowes: Lay your Weapons downe, Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moft out
Home to your Cottages : forfake this Groome. of order. Come, march forward.
The King is mercifull, if you reuolt.

lira. But angry, wrathful!, and inclin'd to blood, Alarums to theftght, wherein both the Stafford* are Jlalne.
If you go forward : therefore yeeld, or dye. Enter Cade and the reft.

Cade. As for thefe iilken-coated flaues I pafle not,
It is to you good people, that I fpeake, Cade. Where's Dicke, the Butcher of Afhford ?
Ouer whom (in time to come) I hope to raigne : 'But. Heere fir.
For I am rightfull heyre vnto the Crowne. Cade. They fell before thee like Sheepe and Oxen, &

Staff. Villaine, thy Father was a Playfterer, thou behaued'ft thy felfe, as if thou hadft beene in thine
And thou thy felfe a Sheareman, art thou not? owne Slaughter-houfe: Therfore thus will I reward thee,

Cade. And Adam was a Gardiner. the Lent mall bee as long againe as it is , and thou fhalt

Ero. And what of that ? haue a Licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one.
Cade, Marry, this Edmund Mortimer Earle of March, But. I defire no more.

married the Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not? Cade. And to fpeake truth, thou deferu'ft no leffe.
Staf. I fir. This Monument of the vidlory will I beare, and the bo-
Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. dies mall be dragg'd at my horfe heeles, till I do come to
Ero. That's falfe. London, where we will haue the Maiors fword born be-
Cade. I, there's the queftion ; But I fay, 'tis true : fore vs.

The elder of them being put to nurfe, But. If we meane to thriue,and do good, breake open
Was by a begger-woman ftolne away, the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners.
And ignorant of his birth and parentage, Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee. Come, let's march
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. towards London. Sxeunt.
His fonne am I, deny it if you can.

'But. Nay, 'tis too true, therefore he mail be King. Enter the King with a Supplication, and the Queene with Suf-
Wea. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Fathers houfe, & folkes head, the Duke of Buckingham, and the

the brickes are aliue at this day to teftifie it : therefore Lord Say.
deny it not. Queene. Oft haue I heard that greefe foftens the mind,

And
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, And therefore am I bold and refolute. Exeunt.
Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ceafe to weepe.
But who can ceafe to weepe, and looke on this. Sinter Lord Scales -vpon the Twer walking. Then enters
Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft : two or three (Citizens below.
But wheie's the body that I fhould imbrace ?

'Buc. What anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebells Scales. How now? Is lacke Cade flaine ?
Supplication ? l.Cit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine :

King. He fend fome holy Bifhop to intreat: For they haue wonne the Bridge,
For God forbid, fo many fimple foules Killing all thofe that withftand them :
Should perifh by the Sword. And I my felfe, The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honor from the Tower
Rather then bloody Warre fhall cut them fhort, To defend the City from the Rebels.
Will parley with lacj^e Cade their General!. Scale:. Such ayd as I can fpare you fhall command,
But ftay, lie read it ouer once againe. But I am troubled heere with them my felfe,

Qu, Ah barbarous villaines : Hath this louely face, The Rebels haue afTay'd to win the Tower.
Rul'd like a wandering Plannet ouer me, But get you to Smithfield, and gather head,
And could it not inforce them to relent, And thither I will fend you Matbew Goffe.
That were vnworthy to behold the fame. Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your Liues,

King. Lord Say, lacke Cade hath fworne to huae thy And fo farwell, for I muft hence againe. Exeunt
head.

Say. I, but I hope your HighnefTe fhall haue his, Enter lacke Cade and the reft, and Jtrikes his
King. How now Madam? Jlaffe on London Jtone.

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death?
I feare me (Loue) if that I had beene dead, Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City,
Thou would'ft not haue mourn'd fo much for me. And heere fitting vpon London Stone,

jg>K. No my Loue, I fhould not mourne, but dye for I charge and command, that of the Cities coft
thee. The pifling Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine

Enter a MeJJenger. This firft yeare of our raigne.
And now henceforward it fhall be Treafon for any,

King. How now? What newes ? Why com'ft thou in That calles me other then Lord Mortimer.
fuch hafte ? Enter a Soldier running.

Mef. The Rebels are in Southwatke : Fly my Lord : Soul. lacke Cade, lacke Cade.
Cade proclaimes himfelfe Lord Mortimer, Cade. Knocke him downe there. They kill him.

Defcended from the Duke of Clarence houfe, 'But. If this Fellow be wife, hee'l neuer call yee lacke
And calles your Grace Vfurper, openly, Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire warning.
And vowes to Crowne himfelfe in Weftminfter. Dickf. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together
His Army is a ragged multitude in Smithfield.
Of Hindes and Pezants, rude and mercilefle : Cade. Come, then let's go fight with them :
Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, But firft, go and fet London Bridge on fire,
Hath giuen them heart and courage to proceede : And if you can, burne downe the Tower too.
All Schollers, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, Come, let's away. Exeunt omnes.
They call falfe Catterpillers, and intend their death.

Kin. Oh graceleffe men: they know not what they do. Alarums. tJVLathetv Cjoffe isJJain,and all the reft.
Buct(. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, Then enter lacke Cade, with his Company.

Vntill a power be rais'd to put them downe.
Qu. Ah were the Duke of Suftblke now aliue, Cade. So firs : now go fome and pull down the Sauoy :

Thele Kentiih Rebels would be foone appeas'd. Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with them all.
King. Lord Say, the Traitors hateth thee, Hut. I haue a fuite vnto your Lordfhip.

Therefore away with vs to Killingworth. Cade. Bee it a Lordfhippe, thou fhalt haue it for that
Say. So might your Graces perfon be in danger : word.

The fight of me is odious in their eyes : 'But. Onely that the Lawes of England may come out
And therefore in this Citty will I ftay, of your mouth.
And liue alone as fecret as I may. lohn. MafTe 'twill be fore Law then, for he was thruft

in the mouth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yet.
Enter another MeJJenaer. Smith. Nay lohn, it wil be ftinking Law,for his breath

ftinkes with citing toafted cheefe.
Mejf. lacke Qade hath gotten London-bridge. Cade. I haue thought vpon it, it fhall bee fo. Away,

The Citizens flye and forfake their houfes : burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth fhall be
The Rafcall people, thirfting after prey, the Parliament of England.
loyne with the Traitor, and they ioyntly fweare lohn. Then we are like to haue biting Statutes
To fpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. Vnlelfe his teeth be pull'd out.

Buc. Then linger not my Lord, away, take horfe. Cade. And hence-forward all things fhall be in Com-
King. Come Margaret, God our hope will fuccor vs. mon. Enter a MeJJenger.
^u. My hope is gone, now Suffolke is deceaft. Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, heeres the Lord Say,
King. Farewell my Lord, truft not the Kentifh Rebels which fold the Townes in France. He that made vs pay
Buc. Truft no body for feare you betraid. one and twenty Fifteenes, and one fhilling to the pound
Say. The truft I haue, is in mine innocence, the laft Subfidie.
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Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufes,

Enter George, faith the Lord Say. Hath made me full of fickneffe and difeafes.
fade. Ye (hall haue a hempen Candle then,& the help

Cade. Well, hee fhall be beheaded for it ten times : of hatchet.

Ah them Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now Dicke. Why doft thou quiuer man ?
art thou within point-blanke of our lurifdiftion Regall. Say, The Palfie, and not feare prouokes me.
What canft thou anfwer to my Maiefty, for giuing vp of Cade. Nay, he noddes at vs, as who fhould fay, lie be
Normandie vnto Mounfieur Bajimecu, the Dolphine of euen with you. He fee if his head will ftand fteddier on
France ? Be it knowne vnto thee by thefe prefence, euen a pole, or no : Take him away, and behead him.
the prefence of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Beefome Say. Tell me : wherein haue 1 offended moftf
that muft fweepe the Court cleane of fuch filth as thou Haue I affected wealth, or honor? Speake.
art : Thou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of Are my Chefts fill'd vp with extorted Gold?
the Realme, in erecting a Grammar Schoole : and where- Is my Apparrell fumptuous to behold ?
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the Whom haue I iniur'd, that ye feeke my death ?
Score and the Tally, thou haft caufed printing to be vs'd, Thefe hands are free from guiltlefle bloodfhedding,
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou This breaft from harbouring foule deceitfull thoughts.
haft built a Paper-Mill. It will be prooued to thy Face, O let me liue.
that thou haft men about thee, that vfually talke of a Cade. I feele remorfe in my felfe with his words : but
Nowne and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as He bridle it : he fhall dye, and it bee but for pleading fo
no Chriftian eare can endure to heare. Thou haft appoin- well for his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar vn-
ted luftices of Peace, to call poore men before them, a- der his Tongue, he fpeakes not a Gods name. Goe, take
bout matters they were not able to anfwer. Moreouer, him away I fay, and ftrike oft" his head prefently,and then
thou haft put them in prifon, and becaufe they could not breake into his Sonne in Lawes houfe, Sir lames Cramer,
reade, thou haft hang'd them, when (indeede) onely for and ftvike off" his head, and bring them both vppon two
that caufe they haue beene moft worthy to liue . Thou poles hither.
doft ride in a foot-cloth,doft thou not? All. It (hall be done.

Say. What of that ? Say. Ah Countrimen : If when you make your prair's,
Cade. Marry, thou ought'ft not to let thy horfe weare God fhould be fo obdurate as your felues :

a Cloake, when honefter men then thou go in their Hofe How would it fare with your departed foules,
and Doublets. And therefore yet relent, and faue my life.

Dicly. And worke in their fhirt to, as my felfe for ex- Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye : the
ample, that am a butcher. proudeft Peere in the Realme, fhall not weare a head on

Say, You men of Kent. his fhoulders, vnleffe he pay me tribute : there fhall not
Die. What fay you of Kent. a maid be married, but fhe fhall pay to me her Mayden-
Say. Nothing but this : 'Tis bana terra, mala ̂ens. head ere they haue it : Men fhall hold of mee in Capite.
Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks La- And we charge and command, that their wiues be as free

tine. as heart can wifh, or tongue can tell.
Say. Heare me but fpeake, and beare mee wher'e you Dicl^e. My Lord,

will: When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take vp commodi-
Kent, in the Commentaries Cuefar writ, ties vpon our billes ?
Is term'd the ciuel'ft place of all this lile : Cade. Marry prefently.
Sweet is the Covntry, becaufe full of Riches, All. O braue.
The People Liberal!, Valiant, Adliue, Wealthy,
Which makes me hopeyou are not void of pitty. Enter one vaith the heads.
I fold not tJltaine, I loft not Normandie,
Yet to recouer them would loofe my life: Cade. But is not this brauer :
luftice with fauour haue I alwayes done, Let them kiffe one another : For they lou'd well
Prayres and Teares haue mou'd me, Gifts could neuer. When they were aliue. Now part them againe,
When haue I ought exacted at your hands? Leaft they confult about the giuing vp
Kent to maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, Of fome more Townes in France. Soldiers,
Large gifts haue I beftow'd on learned Clearkes, Deferre the fpoile of the Citievntill night:
Becaufe my Booke preferr'd me to the King. For with thefe borne before vs,in fteed of Maces,
And feeing Ignorance is the curie of God, Will we ride through the ftreets,& at euery Corner
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye to heauen. Haue them kiffe. Away. Exit
Vnlefle you be poffeft with diuellifh fpirits,
You cannot but forbeare to murther me : , and Retreat. Enter againe Cade,
This Tongue hath parlied vnto Forraigne Kings and all bis rabblement .
For your behoofe.

Cade. Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field ? Cade. Vp Fifh-ftreete, downe Saint Magnes corner,
Say. Great men haue reaching hands:oft haue I ftruck kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames :

Thofe that I neuer faw,and ftrucke them dead.
Qeo, O monftrous Coward! What, to come behinde Sound a parley.

Folkes ?

Say.Thefe cheekes are pjle for watching for your good What noife is this I heare ?
Cade. Giue him a box o'th'eare, and that wil make 'em Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley

red asaine. When I command them kill?
o Enter
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Follow me fouldiers, wee'I deuife a meane,

Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. To reconcile you all vnto the King. Exeunt omnes.
c. I heere they be, that dare and will difhirb thee :

Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King Sound Trumpets. Enter King,Queene,and
Vnto the Commons,whom thou haft mifled, Somerset on the Tarras.
And heere pronounce free pardon to them all,
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. King. Was euer King that ioy'd an earthly Throne,

Clif. What fay ye Countrimen, will ye relent And could command no more content then I?
And yeeld to mercy, whil'ft 'tis offered you, No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle,
Or let a rabble leade you to your deaths. But I was made a King,at nine months olde.
Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, Was neuer Subiecl long'd to be a King,
Fling vp his cap,and fay, God fane his Maiefty. As I do long and wifh to be a Subiedt.
Who hareth him, and honors not his Father,
Henry the fift, that made, all France to quake, Enter Buckingham and (Clifford.
Shake he his weapon at vs, and pafTe by,

tAll. God faue the King, God faue the King. Buc. Health and glad tydings to your Maiefty.
CWf.What Buckingham and Clifford are ye fo braue ? Kin. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade lurpris'd ?

And you bafe Pezants, do ye beleeue him, will you needs Or is he but retir'd to make him ftrong?
be hang'd with your Pardons about your neckes? Hath
my fword therefore broke through London gates, that Enter Multitudes with Halters about their
you fhould leaue me at the White-heart in Southwarke. Nectgs.
1 thought ye would neuer haue giuen out thefe Armes til
you had recouered your ancient Ftcedome. But you are Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld,
all Recreants and Daftards, and delight to Hue in flauerie And humbly thus with halters on their neckes,
to the Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur- ExpeiT: your Highneffe doome of life,or death.
thens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauifh your King. Then heauen fet ope thy euerlafting gates,
Wiues and Daughters before your faces. For me, I will To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praife.
make /hift for one, and fo Gods Curffe light vppon you Souldiers, this day haue you redeem'd your liues,
all. And fhew'd how well you loue your Prince & Countrey : '"

All. Wee'l follow Cade, Continue ftill in this fo good a minde,
Wee'l follow Cade. And Henry though he be infortunate,

Clif Is Qade the fonne of Henry the fift, Affure your felues will neuer be vnkinde :
That thus you do exclaime you'l go with him. And fo with thankes, and pardon to you all,
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, I do difmiffe you to your feuerall Countries.
And make the meaneft of you Earles and Dukes i *All. God faue the King, God faue the King.
Alas, he hath no home, no place to flye too :
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoile, Enter a MeJJenger.
Vnlefle by robbing of your Friends, and vs. MeJ. Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertifed,
Wer't not a fhame, that whilft you liue at iarre, The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ireland,
The fearfull French, whom you late vanquifhed And with a puiffant and a mighty power
Should make a ftart ore-feas, and vanquish you ? Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout Kernes,
Me thinkes alreadie in this ciuill broyle, Is marching hitherward in proud array.
I fee them Lording it in London ftreets, And ftill proclaimeth as he comes along,
Crying "Uilliaga vnto all they meete. His Armes are onely to remoue from thee
Better ten thoufand bafe-borne Cades mifcarry, The Duke of Somerfet,whom he tearmes a Traitor.
Then you fhould ftjope vnto a Frenchmans mercy. King. Thus ftands my ftate, 'twixt Cade and Yorke
To France, to France, and get what you haue loft: diftreft,
Spare England, for it is your Natiue Coaft: Like to a Ship, that hauing fcap'd a Tempeft,
Henry hath mony, you are ftrong and manly : Is ftraight way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate.
God on our fide, doubt not of Vidlorie. But now is Cade driuen backe, his men dilpierc'd,

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him.
Wee'l follow the King,and Clifford. I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him,

Cade. Was euer Feather fo lightly blowne too & fro, And aske him what's the reafon of thefe Armes:
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the fift, hales them Tell him, He fend Duke Edmund to the Tower,
to an hundred mifchieres, and makes them leaue mee de- And Somerfet we will commit thee thither,
folate. I fee them lay their heades together to furprize Vntill his Army be difmift from him.
me. My fword make way for me, for heere is no ftaying: Somerfet. My Lord,
in defpight of the diuels and hell, haue through the verie He yeelde my ielfe to prifon willingly,
middeft of you, and heauens and honor be witnelTe, that Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good.
no want of refolution in mee, but onely my Followers King. In any cafe, be not to rough in termes,
bafe and ignominious treafons, makes me betake mee to For he is fierce, and cannot brooke hard Language.
my heeles. Exit Buc. I will my Lord, and doubt not Ib to deale,

eBvcl(. Whar, is he fled? Go feme and follow him, As all things /hall redound vnto your good.
And he that brings his head vnto the King, King. Come wife, let's in,and learne to gouern better,
Shall haue a thouland Crownes for his reward. For yet may England curfe my wretched raigne.

Exeunt fame of them. Flourijb. Exeunt.
Enter
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thouiand diuelles come againft me, and giue me but the

Enter Cade. ten meales I haue loft, and I'de defie them all. Wither
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do

Cade. Fye on Ambitions : fie on my felfe, that haue a dwell in this houle, becaufe the vnconquered foule of
fword, and yet am ready to famiih. Thefe fiue daies haue Cade is fled.
I hid me in thefe Woods, and durft not peepe out, for all Iden. Is't Cade that I haue (bin,that monftrous traitor?
the Country is laid for me : but now am I fo hungry, that Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deede,
if I might haue a Leafe of my life for a thoufand yeares, I And hang thee o're my Tombe, when I am dead.
could ftay no longer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall haue Ne're ihall this blood be wiped from thy point,
I climb'd into this Garden, to fee if I can eate Graffe, or But thou flialt weare it as a Heralds coate,
picke a Sallet another while, which is not amide to coole To emblaze the Honor that thy Mafter got.
a mans ftomacke this hot weather : and I think this word Cade. Iden farewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell
Sallet was borne to do me good : for many a time but for Kent from me, ihe hath loft her beft man, and exhort all
a Sallet, my braine-pan had bene cleft with a brown Bill; the World to be Cowards : For I that neuer feared any,
and many a time when I haue beene dry, & brauely mar- am vanquiflied by Famine, not by Valour. Dya.
ching, it hath feru'd me infteede of a quart pot to drinke Id.How much thou wrong'ft me, heauen be my iudge ;
in : and now the word Sallet muft ferue me to feed on. Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee:

And as I thruft thy body in with my fword,
Enter Iden. So wim I, I might thruft thy foule to hell.

Iden. Lord, who would liue turmoyled in the Court, Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles
And may enioy fuch quiet walkes as thefe? Vnto a dunghill, which fliall be thy graue,
This fmall inheritance my Father left me, And there cut oft" thy moft vngracious head,
Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. Which I will beare in triumph to the King,
I feeke not to waxe great by others warning, Leauing thy trunke for Crowes to feed vpon. Exit.
Or gather wealth I care not with what enuy :
Sufficeth, that I haue maintaines my ftate, Er.ter Torfe, and his tArmy of Irijb, niib
And fends the poore well pleafed from my gate. Dt'um and Colours.

Cade. Heere's the Lord of the foile come to feize me

for a ftray, for entering his Fee-fimple without leaue. A 2V.From Ireland thus comes York to claim his right,
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and get a loco. Crownes And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries head.
of the King by carrying my head to him, but lie make Ring Belles alowd, burne Bonfires cleare and bright
thee eate Iron like an Oftridge, and fwallow my Sword To entertaine great Englands lawfull King.
like a great pin ere thou and 1 part. Ah Sanffa Maiejlasl who would not buy thee deere ?

Iden. Why rude Companion, whatfoere thou be, Let them obey, thatknowes not how to Rule.
I know thee not, why then fhould I betray thee? Tins hand was made to handle nought but Gold.
Is't not enough to breake into my Garden, I cannot giue due action to my words,
And like a Theefe to come to rob my grounds: Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it.
Climbing my walles infpight of me the Owner, A Scepter (hall it haue, haue I a foule,
But thou wilt braue me with thefe fawcie termes ? On which He toffe the Fleure-de-Luce of France.

Cade. Braue thee ? I by the beft blood that euer was
broach'd, and beard thee to. Looke on mee well, I haue Enter Buckingham.
eate no meate thefe fiue dayes, yet come thou and thy
fiue men, and if I doe not leaue you all as dead as a doore Whom haue we heere ? Buckingham to difturbe me ?
naile, I pray God I may neuer eate grade more. The king hath lent him fuie : I muft diffemble.

Iden. Nay, it fhall nere be faid, while England ftands, 'Sue. Yorke,if thou meaneft wel, I greet thee well.
That ̂ Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent, Tor. Humfiey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting.
Tooke oddes to combate a poore famiflit man. Art thou a Meitenger, or come of pleafure.
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 'Bue. A Mefienger from Henry, our dread Liege,
See if thou canft out-face me with thy lookes: To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace.
Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the leffer : Or why, thou being a Subieft, as I am,
Thy hand is but a finger to my fift, Againft thy Oath,and true Allegeance fworne,
Thy legge a fticke compared with this Truncheon, Should raife fo great a power without his leaue ?
My foote mail fight with all the ftrength thou haft, Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court ?
And if mine arme be heaued in the Ayre, Tor. Scarfe can I fpeake, my Choller is fo great.
Thy graue is digg'd already in the earth : Oh I could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flint,
As for words, whufe greatneffe anfwer's words, I am fo angry at theie abiect tearmes.
Let this my fword report what fpeech forbeares. And now like Aiax Tefamoniuf,

Cade. By my Valour : the moft compleate Champi- On Sheepe or Oxen could I fpend my furie.
on that euer I heard. Steele, if thou turne the edge, or I am farre better borne then is the king :
cut not out the burly bon'd Clowne in chines of Beete, More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts.
ere thou fleepe in thy Sheath, I befeech loue on my knees But I muft make faire weather yet a while,
thou mayft be turn'd to Hobnailes. Till Henry be more weake,and I more ftrong.

Buckingham, I prethee pardon me,
Heere they Fight. That 1 haue giuen no anfwer all this while:

My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly.
O I am flaine, Famine and no other hath flaine me, let ten The caufe why I haue brought this Armie hither,

02, Is
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Is to remoue proud Somerfet from the King, That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne :
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. Thy Hand is made to graspe a Palmers ftaffe,

IBacT. That is too much prefumption on thy part: And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter.
But if thy Armes be to no other end, That Gold, muft round engirt thefe browes of mine,
The King hath yeelded vnto thy demand : Whole Smile and Frowne, like to Achilles Speare
The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tower. Is able with the change, to kill and cure.

Torfy. Vpon thine Honor is he Prifoner ? Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp,
Buc\. Vpon mine Honor he is Priioner. And with the fame to adte controlling Lawes:
Tor fa. Then Buckingham I do difmifle my Powres. Giue place : by heauen thou fhalt rule no more

Souldiers, I thanke you all : difperfe your felues : O're him, whom heauen created for thy Ruler.
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field , Sum. O monftrous Traitor ! I arreft thee Yorke

You fhall haue pay, and euery thing you wifh. Of Capitall Treafon'gainft the King and Crowne :
And let my Soueraigne, vertuous Henry, Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace.
Command my eldeft Ibnne, nay all my fonnes, Tor^. Wold'ft haue me kneele?Firft let me ask of thee,
As pledges of my Fealtie and Loue, If they can brooke I bow a knee to man :
lie lend them all as willing as I liue : Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale :
Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armor, any thing I haue I know ere they will haue me go to Ward,
Is his to vfe, fo Somerfet may die. They'l pawne their fwords of my infranchifement.

Euc. Yorke, I commend this kinde fubmiffion, £>u. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amaine,
We twaine will go into his Highneffe Tent. To fay, if that the Baftard boyes of Yorke

Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father.
Enter King and ̂ Attendants. Tor^e. O blood-befpotted Neopolitan,

King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs Out-caft of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge,
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme? The fonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their birth,

Yorl^e. In all fubmiffion and humility, Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thofe
Yorke doth prefent himfelfe vnto your HighnefTe. That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes.

K. Then what intends thefe Forces thou doft bring ? Enter Edward and J(ichard.
Tor. To heaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence, See where they come, lie warrant they'l make it good.

And fight againft that monftrous Rebell Cade, Enter Clifford.
Who fince 1 heard to be difcomfited. £^u. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile.

Clif. Health, and all happineffe to my Lord the King.
Snter Iden tvitb Cades bead. Tor.l thanke thee Clifford: Say, what newes with thee ?

Iden. If one fo rude, and of fo meane condition Nay, do not fright vs with an angry looke :
May paffe into the prefence of a King : We are thy Soueraigne Clifford, kneele againe 5
Loe, I prefent your Grace a Traitors head, For thy miftaking fo, We pardon thee.
The head of Cade, whom I in combat flew. Clif. This is my King Yorke, I do not miftake,

King.The head of CWefGreat God,how iuft art thou? But thou miftakes me much to thinke I do,
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, To Bedlem with him, is themangrowne mad.
That liuing wrought me fuel) exceeding trouble. King. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? Makes him oppofe himfelfe againft his King.

Iden. I was, an't like your Maiefty. Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower,
King. How art rhou call'd? And what is thy degree ? And chop away that factious pate of his.
Iden. ̂ Alexander Lien, that's my name, Qct. He is atrefted, but will not obey :

A poore Efquire of Kent, thatloues his King. His fonnes(he fayes)fliall giue their words for him.
Buc. So pleafe it you my Lord,'twere not amifTe Tor. Will you not Sonnes?

He were created Knight for his good feruice. Edtv. I Noble Father, if our words will ferue.
King. Iden, kneele downe, rife vp a Knight: Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons fhal.

We giue thee for reward a thoufand Markes, Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors haue we heere ?
And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. Tor^e. Looke in a Glaffe, and call thy Image fo.

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie, I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor :
And neuer liue but true vnto his Liege. Call hither to the ftake my two braue Beares,

That with the very ftiaking of their Chaines,
Safer Queene and Somerset. They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curres,

AT.See Buckingham, Somerfet comes with th'Queene, Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me.
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke.

Qu. For thoufand Yorkes he fhall not hide his head, Snter the Earles of Warwicke, and
But boldly ftand, and front him to his face. Salisbury.

Tor. How now^ is Somerfet at libertie ?

Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts, Clif.Are thefe thy Beares? Wee'l bate thy Bears to death,
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. And manacle the Berard in their Chaines,
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet? If thou dar'ft bring them to the bayting place.
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me, T^kh. Ofc haue I feene a hot ore-weening Curre,
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abufe ? Run backe and bite, becaufe he was with-held
King did I call thee ? No: thou art not King: Who being fuffer'd with the Beares fell paw,
Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes, Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride,
Which dar'ft not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor. And fuch a peece of feruice will you do,

If
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If you oppofe your felues to match Lord Warwicke. Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum,

Clif. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigefted lumpe, And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre,
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape. Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me,

Tor. Nay we fhall heate you thorowly anon. Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Clif. Take heede leaft by your heate you burne your Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes.

felues : Enter Tor~ke.
King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot.

Old Salsbury, fhame to thy filuer haire, Tor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed :
Thou mad mifleader of thy brain-ficke fonne, But match to match I haue encountred him,
What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian:" And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes
And feeke for forrow with thy Spectacles ? Euen of the bonnie beaft he loued fo well.
Oh where is Faith ?Oh, where is Loyalty ? Enter Clifford.
If it be banifht from the froftie head, War. Of one or both of vs the time is come.
Where fhall it finde a harbour in the earth £ Tor. Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome other chace
Wilt thou go digge a graue to finde out Warre, For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death.
And fhame thine honourable Age with blood ? War. Then nobly Yorke, 'tis for a Crown thou fightft:
Why art thou old, and want'ft experienced As I intend Clifford to thriue to day,
Or wherefore doeft abufe it, if thou haft it? It greeues my foule to leaue theee vnaffail'd. Exit War.
For fhame in dutie bend thy knee to me, Clif. What feeft thou in me Yorke ?
That bowes vnto the graue with mickle age. Why doft thou paufe ?

Sal. My Lord, I haue confidered with my felfe Torfe. With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue,
The Title of this moft renowned Duke, But that thou art fo faft mine enemie.
And in my confcience, do repute his grace Clif. Nor fhould thy proweffe want praife & efteeme,
The rightfull heyre to Englands Royall feate. But that 'tis fhewne ignobly, and in Treafon.

King. Haft thou not fworne Allegeancej vnto me? Tariff. So let it helpe me now againft thy fword,
Sal. I haue. As I in iuftice, and true right expreffe it.
Ki. Canft thou difpenfe with heauen for fuch an oath ? Clif. My foule and bodie on the action both.
Sal. It is great finne, to fweare vnto a finne : Tor. A dreadfull lay, addreffe thee inftantly.

But greater finne to keepe a finfull oath : Qlif. La fin Corrone les eumenes.
Who can be bound by any folemne Vow Tor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace, for y art ftill,
To do a murd'rous deede, to rob a man, Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will.
To force a fpotleffe Virgins Chaftide, Enter yong Clifford.
To reaue the Orphan of his Patrimonie, Clif. Shame and Confufion all is on the rout,
To wring the Widdow from hercuftom'd right, Feare frames diforder, and diforder wounds
And haue no other reafon for this wrong, Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell,
But that he was bound by a folemne Oath? Whom angry heauens do make their minifter,

£>u. A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifter. Throw in the frozen bofomes of our part,
King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himfelfe. Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldier flye.
Tbrl^e. Call Buckingham,and all the friends thou haft, He that is truly dedicate to Warre,

I am refolu'd for death and dignitie. Hath no felfe-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe,
Old Clif .The firft I warrant thee, if dreames proue true Hath not effentially, but by circumftance
War. You were beft to go to bed,and dreame againe, The name of Valour. O let the vile world end,

To keepe thee from the Tempeft of the field. And the premifed Flames of the Laft day,
Old Clif. I am refolu'd to beare a greater ftorme, Knit earth and heauen together.

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day : Now let the general! Trumpet blow his blaft,
And that lie write vpon thy Burgonet, Particularities, and pettie founds
Might I but know thee by thy houfed Badge. To ceafe. Was't thou ordain'd (deere Father)

War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Neuils Creft, To loofe thy youth in peace, and to atcheeue
The rampant Beare chain'd to the ragged ftaffe, The Siluer Liuery of aduifed Age,
This day He weare aloft my Burgonet, And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus
As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar fhewes, T o die in Ruffian battell ? Euen at this fight.
That keepes his leaues infpight of any ftorme, My heart is turn'd to ftone : and while'tis mine,
Euen io affright thee with the view thereof. It fhall be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fpares:

Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet He rend thy Beare, No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall,
And tread it vnder foot with all contempt, .Shall be to me, euen as the Dew to Fire,
Defpight the Bearard, that protects the Beare. And Beautie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes,

To.Clif. And fo to Armes victorious Father, Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax :
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty.

Rich. Fie, Charitie for fhame, fpeake not in fpight, Meet I an infant of the houfe of Yorke,
For you fhall fup with lefu Chrift to night. Into as many gobbits will I cut it

To Clif. Foule ftygmaticke that's more then thou As wilde <3VLedea yong Abfirtis did.
canft tell. In cruelty, will I feeke out my Fame.

Ric. If not in heauen, you'l furely fup in hell. Exeunt Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houfe :
Enter Warwicke. As did vEneai old Ancbyfa beare,

War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke calks : So beare I thee vpon my manly fhoulders :
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Beare, But then, zAL-neas bare a liuing loade ;
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Nothing fo heauy as thefe woes of mine. Alarum. "Retreat. Enter Torfe, Richard, Warieic\e,

and Soldiers, with Drum & Colours.
Enter Richard, and Somerset tojigbt. Tor^e. Of Salsbury, who can report of him,

That Winter Lyon, who in rage forgets
Rich. So lye tbou there : Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time :

For vnderneath an Ale-houfe paltry figne, And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth,
The Caftle in S. tAlbons, Somerfet Repaires him with Occafion. This happy day
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death : Is not it felfe, nor haue we wonne one foot,
Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathfull ftill: If Salsbury be loft.
Priefts pray for enemies, but Princes kill. Rich. My Noble Father :

Fight. Excurjions. Three times to day I holpe him to his horfe,
Three times beftrid him : Thrice I led him off,

Enter King, Queene, and others. Perfwaded him from any further aft:
Qu. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame away. But ftill where danger was, ftill there I met him,
King. Can we outrun the Heauens ? Good Margaret And like rich hangings in a homely houfe,

ftay. So was his Will, in his old feeble body,
Qu. What are you made of? You'l nor fight nor fly: But Noble as he is, looke where he comes.

Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence, Enter Salisbury,
To giue the enemy way, and to fecure vs Sal. Now by my Sword, well haft thou fought to day:
By what we can, which can no more but flye. By'th'Mafle fo did we all. I thanke you Richard.

tAlarum a far re off. God knowes how long it is I haue to liue:
If you be tane, we then fliould fee the bottome And it hath pleas'd him that three times to day
Of all our Fortunes : but if we haply fcape, You haue defended me from imminent death.
fAs well we may, if not through your negledl) Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue,
We ihall to London get, where you are lou'd, 'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made Being oppofites of fuch repayring Nature.
May readily be ftopt. for/^e. I know our fatety is to follow them,

For (as I heare) the King is fled to London,
Bnter -Clifford. To call a prefent Court of Parliament :

Let vs purfue him ere the Writs go forth.
Qlif. But that my hearts on future mifcheefe fet, What fayes Lord Warwicke,fliall we after them?

I would fpeake blafpherny ere bid you flye : War. After them : nay before them if we can :
But flye you muft : Vncureable difcomfite Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day.
Reignes in the hearts of all our prefent parts. Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke,
Away for your releefe, and we will liue Shall be eterniz'd in all Age to come.
To fee their day,and them our Fortune giue. Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all,
Away my Lord, away. Exeunt And more fuch dayes as thefe, to vs befall. Exeunt.
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The third Part of Henry the Sixt,
with the death of the Duke of

YORKE.

'"Primus. Sccena ^Prima.

^Alarum. And bafhfull Henry depos'd, whofe Cowardize
Enter flantagenet, Edward, Richard, Norfolt^e, Mount - Hath made vs by-words to our enemies.

ague, Warwictyy and Souldiers, Plant. Then leaue me not, my Lords be refolute,
I meane to take pofTeffion of my Right.

War-cc. Neither the King, nor he that loues him beft,
JWonder how the King efcap'd our hands? The prowdeft hee that holds vp Lancafter,

PL While we purfu'd the Horfmen of y North, Dares ftirre a Wing, if Warwick^ fhake his Bells.
lHe flyly ftole away, and left his men : lie plant Plantagcnet,root him vp who dares:

jJ5*tf*Vwhereat the great Lord of Northumberland, Refolue thee Richard, clayme the Englifh Crowne.
Whofe Warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat,
Chear'd vp the drouping Army,and himfelfe. Flourijb. Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland,
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft Weftmerland, Exeter, and the reft-.
Charg'd our maine Battailes Front: and breaking in,
Were by the Swords of common Souldiers flaine. Henry. My Lords, looke where the fturdie Rebell fits,

Bdtf. Lord Staffbrds Father, Duke of '"Buckingham, Euen in the Chayre of State : belike he meanes,
Is either flaine or wounded dangerous. Backt by the power of Wamicly, that falfe Peere,
I cleft his Beauer with a down-right blow : To afpire vnto the Crowne,and reigne as King.
That this is true (Father) behold his blood. Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father,

Mount. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltfhires And thine, Lord Clifford,& you both haue vow'd reuenge
Whom I encountred as the Battels ioyn'd. (blood, On him, his fonnes, his fauorites,and his friends.

Rich. Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did. Northumb. If I be not, Heauens be reueng'd on me.
Plan. Richard hath beft deferu'd of all my fonnes : Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in

But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet ? Steele.
Nor. Such hope haue all the line of lobn of Gaunt. Weftm.What, fhall we fuffer this? lets pluck him down,
Rich. Thus do I hope to fhake King Henries head. My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it.
War-sv. And fo doe I, victorious Prince of Tariff. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earle of Weftmerland.

Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones,fuch as he :
Which now the Houfe of Lancafter vfurpes, He durft not fit there, had your Father liu'd.
I vow by Heauen,thefe eyes fhall neuer clofe. My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament
This is the Pallace of the fearefull King, Let vs aflayle the Family of Tor^e.
And this the Regall Seat : poffefTe it Torfy, North. Well haft thou fpoken,Coufm be it fo.
For this is thine, and not King Henries Heires. Henry. Ah, know you not the Citie fauours tbem,

flant. Aflift me then,fweet Warwict^, and I will, And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck ?
For hither we haue broken in by force. Weftm. But when the Duke is flaine, they'le quickly

Norf. Wee'le all aflift you: he that flyes, fhall dye: flye.
P/flnf.Thankes gentle Norfolfy, ftay by me my Lords, Henry. Farre be the thought of this from Henries heart,

And Souldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night. To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houle.
They gee i>p. Coufin of Exeter, frownes, words, and threats,

Warn.And when the King comes, offer him no violence, Shall be the Warre that Henry meanes to vfe.
Vnleffe he feeke to thruft you out perforce. Thou faftious Duke of Yorke defcend my Throne,

Plant.The Qu_eene this day here holds her Parliament, And kneele for grace and mercie at my feet,
But little thinkes we fhall be of her counfaile, I am thy Soueraigne.
By words or blowes here let vs winne our right. Tor^e. I am thine.

Rich. Arm'd as we are,let's ftay within this Houfe. Exet. For fhame come downe,he made thee Duke of
Warte. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call'd, Yorke.

Vnleffe Plantagenet, Duke of Yorke, be King, Yorke. It was my Inheritance,as the Earledome was.
Bxet. Thy
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Exet.Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne. Refign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth,
Warw.&xeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne, Whofe Heire my Father was,and I am his.

In following this vfurping Henry. Tlant. He rofe againft him, being his Soueraigne,
Clifford. Whom fhould hee follow, but his naturall And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce.

King ? Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,he did it vnconftrayn'd,
Warm. True Clifford, that's Richard Duke of Yorke. Thinke you 'twere preiudiciall to his Crowne ?
Henry. And /hall 1 ftand,and thou fit in my Throne? Exst. No: for he could not fo refigne his Crowne,
Torly. It muft and fhall be fo, content thy felfe. But that the next Heire fhould fucceed and reigne.
Warw. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. Henry. Art thou againft vs, Duke of Exeter ?
Weftm. He is'both King, and Duke of Lancafter, Exet. His is the right,and therefore pardon me.

And that the Lord of Weftmerland fhall maintaine. Plant. Why whifper you,my Lords,and anfwer not?
Warm. And WarwicJ^ (hall difproue it. You forget, Exet.My Confcience tells me he is lawfull King.

That we are thofe which chas'd you from the field, Henry. All will reuolt from me,and turne to him.
And flew your Fathers,and with Colours fpread Northumb. Plantagenet, for all the Clayme thou lay'ft,
Marrht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates. Thinke not, that Henry fhall be fo depos'd.

Nortbumb.^K=Warwic^e,\ remember it to my griefe, Warw. Depos'd he fhall be, in defpight of all.
And by his Soule, thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it. Northumb. Thou art deceiu'd :

Weftm. Plantagenet,of thee and thefe thy Sonnes, 'Tis not thy Southerne power
Thy Kinfmen,and thy Friends, lie haue more Hues Of EfTex, Norfolke, Suffolke, nor of Kent,
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and prowd,

Qliff- Vrge it no more, left that in ftead of words, Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me.
I fend dietfWarwicfy, fuch a MefTenger, Clifford. King Hcnry,be thy Title right or wrong,
As ihall reuenge his death, before I ftirre. Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence :

Warn. Poore Clifford, how I fcorne his worthleffe May that ground gape,and fwallow me aliue,
Threats. Where I fhall kneele to him that /lew my Father.

Tlant. Will you we fhew our Title to the Crowne ? Henry. Oh Clifford,how thy words reuiue my heart.
If not,our Swords fhall pleade it in the field. Plant. Henry of Lancafter,refigne thy Crowne:

Henry. What Title haft thou Traytor to the Crowne? What mutter you, or what confpire you Lords ?
My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, Warw. Doe right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke,
Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earle of March. Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men,
I am the Sonne of Henry the Fift, And ouer the Chayre of State, where now he fits,
Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe, Write vp his Title with vfurping blood.
And feiz'd vpon their Townes and Prouinces. He ftampes with his foot,and the Souldiers

Warm. Talke not of France, fith thou haft loft it all. Jhew themjelues.
Henry. The Lord Protedtor loft it,and not I : Henry. My Lord of Warwick, heare but one word,

When I was crown'd,! was but nine moneths old. Let me for this my life time reigne as King.
Rich. You are old enough now. PAjHf.Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heires,

And yet me thinkes you loofe : And thou fhalt reigne in quiet while thou liu'ft.
Father teare the Crowne from the Vfurpers Head. Henry. I am content: J(ichard Plantagenet

Edward. Sweet Father doe fo,fet it on your Head. Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe.
Mount. Good Brother, Clifford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince, your

As thou lou'ft and honoreft Armes, Sonne 9
Let's fight it out,and not ftand cauilling thus. Warw. What good is this to England, and himfelfe ?

l^icbard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets , and the Weftm. Bafe, fearefull, and defpayring Henry.
King will flye. Clifford. How haft thou iniur'd both thy felfe and vs?

Plant. Sonnes peace. Weftm. I cannot ftay to heare thefe Articles.
Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to Northumb. Nor I.

fpeake. Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell the Queene thefe
Warn. Plantagenet fhal fpeake firft: Heare him Lords, Newes.

And be you filent and attentiue too, Weftm. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate King,
For he that interrupts him, fhal] not liue. In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides.
flieH-.Think'ft thou, that I will leaue my Kingly Throne, Northumb.^ thou a prey vnto the Houfe of Yorfy,

Wherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? And dye in Bands,for this vnmanly deed.
No:firft fhall Warre vnpeople this my Realme; Cliff. In dreadfull Warre may'ft thou be ouercome,
I,and their Colours often borne in France, Or liue in peace abandon'd and defpis'd.
And now in England,to our hearts great forrow, Warw. Turne this way Henry,a.n& regard them not.
Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords;1 Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not
My Title's good,and better farre then his. yeeld.

Want. Proue it Henry,and thou fhalt be King. Henry. Ah Exeter.
Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crowne. Warw. Why fhould you figh,my Lord1?
Plant. 'Twas by Rebellion againft his King. Henry. Not for my felfe Lord W'arn>ic^,b\it my Sonne,
Henry. I know not what to fay, my Titles weake: Whom I vnnaturally fhall dif-inherite.

Tell me,may not a King adopt an Heire ? But be it as it may: I here entayle
Plant. What then t The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for euer,
Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful! King: Conditionally, that heere thou take an Oath,

For I\ichard,in the view of many Lords, To ceafe this Ciuill Warre : and whil'ft I liue,
To
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To honor me as thy King, and Soueraigne: Henry. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me fpeake.
And neyther by Treafon nor Hoftilitie, Queene, Thou haft fpoke too much already: get thee
To feeke to put me downe,and reigne thy felfe. gone.

Plant. This Oath I willingly take, and will performe. Henry. Gentle Sonne Edward, thou wilt ftay me?
Wartv. Long Hue King Henry : Plantagenet embrace Queene. I, to be murther'd by his Enemies.

him. Prince. When I returne with viftorie to the field,
Henry. And long Hue thou , and thefe thy forward He fee your Grace : till then, He follow her.

Sonnes. Queene. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus.
Plant. Now Tariff and Lancafter are reconcil'd. Henry. Poore Queene,
Exet. Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes. How loue to me, and to her Sonne,

Senet. Here they come downe. Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage.
Plant. Farewell my gracious Lord, lie to my Caftle. Reueng'd may fhe be on that hatefull Duke,
Warw. And lie keepe London with my Souldiers. Whofe haughtie fpirit, winged with defire,
Norf. And I to Norfolke with my followers. Will coft my Crowne, and like an emptie Eagle,
Mount. And I vnto the Sea, from whence I came. Tyre on the flefh of me,and of my Sonne.
Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. The lofTe of thofe three Lords torments my heart :

He write vnto them, and entreat them faire ;
Enter the Queene. Come Coufin, you fhall be the MefTenger.

Bxeter. Heere comes the Queene, Exet. And 1,1 hope, fhall reconcile them all. Exit.
Whofe Lookes bewray her anger:
lie fteale away. Flourijh. Enter Richard, Edward, and

Henry. Bxeter fo will I.
Queene. Nay,goe not from me, I will follow thee. Richard. Brother, though I bee youngeft, giue mee
Henry. Be patient gentle Queene, and I will ftay. leaue.
Queene. Who can be patient in fuch extreames ? Sdrrard. No, I can better play the Orator.

Ah wretched man, would I had dy'de a Maid f Mount. But I haue reafons ftrong and forceable.
And neuer feene thee, neuer borne thee Sonne,
Seeing thou haft prou'd fo vnnaturall a Father. Enter the Dul^e of Tariff.
Hath he deferu'd to loofe his Birth-right thus ?
Hadft thou but lou'd him halfe fo well as I, Torlfe. Why how now Sonnes, and Brother, at a ftrife ?
Or felt that pjine which I did for him once, What is your Qiurrell ? how began it firft ?
Or nourifht him,as I did with my blood ; Edward. No Qijarrell, but a flight Contention.
Thou would'ft haue left thy deareft heart-blood there, Tor fa. About what f
Rather then haue made that fauage Duke thine Heire, Rich. About that which concernes your Grace and vs,
And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne. The Crowne of England, Father, which is yours.

Prince. Father,you cannot dif-inherite me: Tariff. Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead.
If you be King, why fhould not I fucceede ? Richard. Your Right depends not on his life, or death.

Henry. Pardon me Margaret, pardon me fweet Sonne, Edttard.Novt you are Heire, therefore enioy it now:
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enforc't me. By gluing the Houfe of Lancafter leaue to breathe,

Quee. Enforc't thee? Art thou King,and wilt be forc't? Jt will out-runne you, Father, in the end.
I fhame to heare thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch, Tor Iff. I tooke an Oath , that hee fhould quietly
Thou haft vndone thy felfe, thy Sonne, and me, reigne.
And giu'n vnto the Houfe of Tariff fuch head, Edward.¥>\it for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken:
As thou fhalt reigne but by their fufterance. I would breake a thoufand Oathes, to reigne one yeere.
To entayle him and his Heires vnto the Crowne, Richard. No: God forbid your Grace fhould be for-
What is it, but to make thy Sepulcher, fworne.
And creepe into it farre before thy time ? Tariff. I fhall be, if I clayme by open Warre.
ff^artric^iB Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, Richard. He proue the contrary, if you'le heare mee
Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, fpeake.
The Duke is made Protector of the Realme, Tariff. Thou canft not, Sonne : it is impoffible.
And yet fhalt thou be fafe ? Such fafetie findes Richard. An Oath is of no moment, being not tooke
The trembling Lambe, inuironned with Wolues. Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate,
Had I beene there, which am a filly Woman, That hath authentic ouer him that fweares.
The Souldiers fhould haue tofs'd me on their Pikes, Henry had none, but did vfurpe the place.
Before I would haue granted to that Aft. Then feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe,
But thou preferr'ft thy Life, before thine Honor. Your Oath, my Lord, is vaine and friuolous.
And feeing thou do'ft, I here diuorce my felfe, Therefore to Armes : and Father doe but thinke,
Both from thy Table Henry,AnA thy Bed, How fweet a thing it is to weare a Crowne,
Vntill that Aft of Parliament be repeal'd, Within whofe Circuit is Elizium,
Whereby my Sonne is dif-inherited. And all that Poets faine of Blifle and loy.
The Northerne Lords, that haue forfworne thy Colours, Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft,
Will follow mine,if once they fee them fpread : Vntiil the White Rofe that I weare, be dy'de
And fpread they fhall be, to thy foule difgrace, Euen in the luke-warme blood of Henries heart.
And vtter ruine of the Houfe of Tariff. Tariff. Richard ynough: I will be King,or dye.
Thus doe I leaue thee: Come Sonne, let's away, Brother, thou fhalt to London presently,
Our Army is ready ; come, wee'le after them. And whet on Warwic^ to this Enterprife. Thou
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Thou Richard /halt to the Duke of Norfolke, Clifford. How now? is he dead alreadie ?
And tell him priuily of our intent. Or is it feare, that makes him clofe his eyes ?
You Edward fhall vnto my Lord Cobham, lie open them.
With whom the Kentifhrnen will willingly rife. Rutland. So looks the pent-vp Lyon o're the Wretch,
In them I truft: for they are Souldiors, That trembles vnder his deuouring Pawes:
Wittie,courteous, liberal!, full of fpirit. And fo he walkes,infulting o're his Prey,
While you are thus imploy'd, what refteth more? And fo he comes, to rend his Limbes afunder.
But that I feeke occafion how to rife, Ah gentle Clifford,k\\l me with thy Sword,
And yet the King not priuie to my Drift, And not with fuch a cruell threatning Looke.
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. Sweet Clifford heare me fpeake, before I dye:

I am too meane a fubieft for thy Wrath,
Enter Gabriel. Be thou reueng'd on men,and let me Hue.

Clifford. In vaine thou fpeak'ft,poore Boy :
But ftay, what Newes ? Why comm'ft thou in fuch My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffage
pofte? Where thy words fhould enter.

Gabriel. The Qu_eene, Rutland. Then let my Fathers blood open it againe,
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, He is a man,and Clifford cope with him.
Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, their liues and thine
She is hard by, with twentie thoufand men: Were not reuenge fufficient for me :
And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. No, if I digg'd vp thy fore-fathers Graues,

Ybrfy. I, with my Sword. And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chaynes,
What ? think'ft thou, that we feare them ? It could not flake mine ire, noreafe my heart.
Bdrnard and Richard, you /hall ftay with me, The fight of any of the Houfe of Tort>e,
My Brother Mountague {hall pofte to London. Is as a furie to torment my Soule :
Let Noble Warvpk%e)fybham,m& the reft, And till I root out their accurfed Line,
Whom we haue left Protectors of the King, And leaue not one aliue, I liue in Hell.
With powrefull Pollicie ftrengthen themfelues, Therefore-
And truft not fimple Henry,not his Oathes. Rut/and. Oh let me pray,before I take my death :

Mount. Brother, I goe: lie winne them, feare it not. To thee I prayjfweet Clifford pitty me.
And thus moft humbly I doe take my leaue. Clifford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affords.

Exit cTrfountague. Rutland. I neuer did thee harme: why wilt thou flay
me ?

Enter (^Mortimer, and his 'Brother. Clifford. Thy Father hath.
Rutland. But 'twas ere I was borne.

Tor\. Sir Mi», and Sir Hugh Mortimer)m\r\e Vnckles, Thou haft one Sonne, for his fake pitty me,
You are come to Sandall in a happie houre. Leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft,
The Armie of the Queene meane to befiege vs. He be as miferably flaine as I.

lohn. Shee /hall not neede, wee'le meete her in the Ah, let me liue in Prifon all my dayes,
field. And when I giue occafion of offence,

Torty. What,with fiue thoufand men? Then let me dye,for now thou haft no caufe.
"Kjchard. I, with fiue hundred, Father, for a neede. Clifford. No caufe ? thy Father flew my Fathenthere-

A Woman's generall: what fhould we feare ? fore dye.
A March afarre off. Rutland. Dij faciant laudu Jumma Jit ijla tuce,

Edward. I heare their Drummes : Clifford. Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet :
Let's fet our men in order, And this thy Sonnes blood clearing to my Blade,
And iffue forth, and bid them Battaile ftraight. Shall ruft vpon my Weapon, till thy blood

Torf>e.~Fme men to twentie : though the oddes be great, Congeal'd with this, doe make me wipe off both. Exit.
I doubt not, Vnckle,of our Viftorie.
Many a Battaile haue I wonne in France, ^Alarum. Enter Richard, DuJ(e of J~or%e.
When as the Enemie hath beene tenne to one:

Why fhould I not now haue the like fuccefle ? Yorty.The. Army of the Queene hath got the field:
Alarum. Exit. My Vnckles both are flaine, in refcuing mej

And all my followers, to the eager foe
Enter Rutland,and bis Tutor. Turne back,and flye,like Ships before the Winde,

Or Lambes purfu'd by hunger-ftarued Wolues.
Rutland. Ah,whither ihall I nye,to fcape their hands? My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them:

Ah Tutor, looke where bloody Clifford comes. But this I know, they haue demean'd themfelues
Like men borne to Renowne, by Life or Death.

Enter Clifford. Three times did "Richard make a Lane to me,
Clifford. Chaplaine away,thy Priefthood faues thy life. And thrice cry'de, Courage Father, fight it out:

As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, And full as oft came Edward to my fide,
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fhall dye. With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt,

Tutor. And I, my Lord, will beare him company. In blood of thofe that had encountred him :
Clifford. Souldiers, away with him. And when the hardyeft Warriors did retyre,
Tutor. A.}\ Clifford, murther not this innocent Child, Richard cry'de, Charge, and giue no foot of ground,

Leaft thou be hated both of God and Man. Exit. And cry'de, A Crowne,or elfe a glorious Tombe,
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A Scepter, or an Earthly Sepulchre. And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigie,
With this we charg'd againe : but out alas, Dickie,your Boy, that with his grumbling voyce
We bodg'd againe, as I haue feene a Swan Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ?
With bootleffe labour fwimme againft the Tyde, Or with the reft, where is your Darling, 'Ttutland?
And fpend her ftrength with ouer-matching Waues. Looke Torl^e,! ftayn'd this Napkin with the blood

A Jhort Alarum inithm. That valiant Clifford, with his Rapiers point,
Ah hearke, the fatall followers doe purfue, Made iffue from the Bofome of the Boy:
And I am faint,and cannot flye their furie : And if thine eyes can water for his death,
And were I ftrong, I would not fhunne their furie. I giue thee this to drie thy Cheekes withall.
The Sands are numbred,that makes vp my Life, Alas poore Torl(e, but that I hate thee deadly,
Here muft I ftay,and here my Life muft end. I ihould lament thy miferable ftate.

I prythee grieue, to make me merry, Yor^e.
Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland-, What, hath thy fierie heart fo parent thine entrayles,

the young Prince, and Souldters. That not a Teare can fall,for Rutland: death?
Why art thou patient,man? thou fhould'ft be mad:

Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, And I, to make thee mad, doe mock thee thus.
I dare your quenchleffe furie to more rage : Stampe,raue,and fret,that I may ling and dance.
I am your Butt,and I abide your Shot. Thou would'ft be fee'd,! fee, to make me fport:

Nor thumb. Yeeld to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. Yor^e cannot fpeake, vnleffe he weare a Crowne.
Clifford. I, to fuch mercy, as his ruthleffe Arme A Crowne for Yorl^e ; and Lords, bow lowe to him :

With downe-right payment, fhew'd vnto my Father. Hold you his hands, whileft I doe fet it on.
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, I marry Sir,now lookes he like a King :
And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. I, this is he that tooke King Henries Chaire,

Yorke. My aflies,as the Phcenix,may bring forth And this is he was his adopted Heire.
A Bird, that will reuenge vpon you all: But how is it, that great Plantagenet
And in that hope, I throw mine eyes to Heauen, Is crown'd fo foone, and broke his folemne Oath ?
Scorning what ere you can afflidl me with. As I bethinke me,you ihould not be King,
Why come you not ? what, multitudes, and feare f Till our King Henry had fhooke hands with Death.

Cliff. So Cowards fight, when they can flye no further, And will you pale your head in Henries Glory,
So Doues doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, And rob his Temples of the Diademe,
So defperate Theeues, all hopeleffe of their Liues, Now in his Life,againft your holy Oath ?
Breathe out Inuedliues 'gainft the Officers. Oh 'tis a fault too too vnpardonable.

Yort^e. Oh Clifford, but bethinke thee once againe, Off with the Crowne; and with the Crowne, his Head,
And in thy thought ore-run my former time : And whileft we breathe,take time to doe him dead.
And if thou canft, for bluihing, view this face, Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake.
And bite thy tongue, that flanders him with Cowardice, Queene. Nay ftay , let's heare the Orizons hee
Whofe frowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. makes.

Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word, Yor^e. Shee-Wolfe of France,
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. But worfe then Wolues of France,

Queene. Hold valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth :
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life: How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex,
Wrath makes him deafe; fpeake thou Northumberland. To triumph like an Amazonian Trull,

Northumb. Hold Clifford, doe not honor him fo much, Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captiuates f
To prick thy finger,though to wound his heart. But that thy Face is Vizard-like, vnchanging,
What valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, Made impudent with vfe of euill deedes.
For one to thruft his Hand betweene his Teeth, I would affay, prowd Queene, to make thee blufli.
When he might fpurne him with his Foot away ? To tell thee whence thou cam'ft, of whom deriu'd,
It is Warres prize, to take all Vantages, Were ihame enough, to fhame thee,
And tenne to one,is no impeach of Valour. Wert thou not fhamelefie.

Clifford. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcocke with the Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples,
Gynne. Of both the Sicils,and lerufalem,

Northumb. So doth the Connie ftruggle in the Yet not fo wealthie as an Englilh Yeoman.
Net. Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ?
Yorl^. So triumph Theeues vpon their conquer'd Booty, It needes not,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene,

So True men yeeld with Robbers, fo o're-matcht. Vnlefle the Adage muft be verify'd,
Northumb. What would your Grace haue done vnto That Beggers mounted,runne their Horfe to death.

him now ? 'Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd,
Queene. Braue Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, But God he knowes, thy /hare thereof is finall.

Come make him ftand vpon this Mole-hill here, 'Tis Vertue, that doth make them moft admir'd,
That raught at Mountaines with out-ftretched Armes, The contrary,doth make thee wondred at.
Yet parted but the fhadow with his Hand. 'Tis Gouernment that makes them feeme Diuine,
What,was it you that would be Englands King? The want thereof,makes thee abhominable.
Was't you that reuell'd in our Parliament, Thou art as oppofite to euery good,
And made a Preachment of your high Defcent ? As the Antipodes are vnto vs,
Where are your Mefle of Sonnes,to back you now ^ Or as the South to the Seftentrion.
The wanton Edrcard,anA the luftie George ? Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide,

How
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How could'ft thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, Who hauing pincht a few,and made them cry,
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall, The reft ftand all aloofe,and barke at him.
And yet be feene to beare a Womans face ? So far'd our Father with his Enemies,
Women are foft,milde,pittifull,and flexible; So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father:
Thou, fterne, obdurate, flintie, rough, remorfelefle. Me thinkes 'tis prize enough to be his Sonne.
Bidft thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy wifh. See how the Morning opes her golden Gates,
Would'ft haue me weepe? why now thou haft thy will. And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne.
For raging Wind blowes vp inceffant fhowers, How well refembles it the prime of Youth,
And when the Rage allayes,the Raine begins. Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Loue ?
Thefe Teares are my fweet Rutland* Obfequies, Ed. Dazle mine eyes, or doe I fee three Sunnes ?
And euery drop cryes vengeance for his death, Rich.Three glorious Sunnes,each one a perfect Sunne,
'Gainft thee fell Clifford, and thee falfe French-woman. Not feperated with the racking Clouds,

Nortbumb. Beftirew me, but his paffions moues me fo, But feuer'd in a pale cleare-ihining Skye.
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares. See,fee, they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kiffe,

Yorly. That Face of his, As if they vow'd fome League inuiolable.
The hungry Caniballs would not haue foucht, Now are they but one Lampe,one Light, one Sunne :
Would not haue ftayn'd with blood: In this, the Heauen figures fome euent.
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, Edward. 'Tis wondrous ftrange,
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. The like yet neuer heard of.
See,ruthlefTe Queene, a hapleffe Fathers Teares: I thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field,
This Cloth thou dipd'ft in blood of my fweet Boy, That wee, the Sonnes of braue Plantagenet,
And I with Teares doe wafh. the blood away. Each one alreadie blazing by our meedes,
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boaft of this, Should notwithftanding ioyne our Lights together,
And if thou tell'ft the heauie ftorie right, And ouer-fhine the Earth,as this the World.
Vpon my Soule, the hearers will ihed Teares .' What ere it bodes, hence-forward will I beare
Yea,euen my Foes will fhed faft-falling Teares, Vpon my Targuet three faire ftiining Sunnes.
And fay, Alas, it was a pittious deed, Richard. Nay, beare three Daughters :
There,take the Crowne, and with the Crowne, my Curfe, By your leaue, I fpeake it,
And in thy need,fuch comfort come to thee, You loue the Breeder better then the Male.
As now I reape at thy too cruell hand.
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, Enter one blowing.
My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads.

Northumb.Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kinne, But what art thou,whofe heauie Lookes fore-tell
I fhould not for my Life but weepe with him, Some dreadfull ftory hanging on thy Tongue c"
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. Meff. Ah,one that was a wofull looker on,

Sjjeen.What,weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland? When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine,
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, Your Princely Father, and my louing Lord.
And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares. Edward. Oh fpeake no more, for I haue heard too

Clifford. Heere's for my Oath, heere's for my Fathers much.
Death. Richard. Say how he dy'de,for I will heare it all.

Queene. And heere's to right our gentle-hearted Meff. Enuironed he was with many foes,
King. And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy

Tor^e. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, Againft the Greekes,that would haue entred Troy.
My Soule flyes through thefe wounds, to feeke out thee. But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes :

Queene. Off with his Head, and fet it on Yorke Gates, And many ftroakes, though with a little Axe,
So Torfe may ouer-looke the Towne of Yorke. Hewes downe and fells the hardeft-tymber'd Oake.

Flourijb. Exit. By many hands your Father was fubdu'd,
But onely flaught'red by the irefull Arme

A March. Enter Edward, Richard, Of vn-relenting Clifford,and the Queene :
and their power. Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight,

Laugh'd in his face : and when with griefe he wept,
Edward. I wonder how our Princely Father fcap't: The ruthleffe Queene gaue him,to dry his Cheekes,

Or whether he be fcap't away,or no, A Napkin, fteeped in the harmeleffe blood
From Cliffords and Northumberland* purfuit? Of fweet young Rut/and,by rough Clifford flaine:
Had he been ta'ne, we fhould haue heard the newes; And after many fcornes, many foule taunts,
Had he beene flaine, we ftiould haue heard the newes: They tooke his Head, and on the Gates of Yorke
Or had he fcap't,me thinkes we Ihould haue heard They fet the fame,and there it doth remaine,
The happy tidings of his good efcape. The faddeft fpeclacle that ere 1 view'd.
How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad? Edward.Bwset Duke of Yorke,our Prop to leane vpon,

Richard. I cannot ioy,vntill I be refolu'd Now thou art gone, wee haue no Staffe,no Stay.
Where our right valiant Father is become. Oh C/yfW,boyft'rous Clifford,thou haft flaine
I faw him in the Battaile range about, The flowre of Europe,for his Cheualrie,
And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth. And trecheroufly haft thou vanquiiht him,
Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troupe, For hand to hand he would haue vanquiiht thee.
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat, Now my Soules Pallace is become a Prifon:
Or as a Beare encompafs'd round with Dogges : Ah, would /he breake from hence, that this my body

Might
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Might in the ground be clofed vp in reft : In hafte, poft hafte, are come to ioyne with you :
For neuer henceforth fhall I ioy againe : For in the Marches heere we heard you were,
Neuer, oh neuer fiiall I fee more ioy. Making another Head, to fight againe.

^Rjch. I cannot weepe: for all my bodies moyfture £</.Where is the Duke of Norfolke, gentle Warwick?
Scarfe lerues to quench my Furnace-burning hart : And when came George from Burgundy to England?
Nor can my tongue vnloade my hearts great burthen, War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers,
For felfe-fame winde that I ihould fpeake withal], And for your Brother he was lately fent
Is kindling coales that fires all my breft, From your kinde Aunt DutchefTe of Burgundie,
And burnes me vp with flames, that tears would quench. With ayde of Souldiers to this needfull Warre.
To weepe, is to make leffe the depth of greefe: .7J;Y£.'Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled;
Teares then for Babes; Blowes,and Reuenge for mee. Oh haue I heard his praifes in Purfuite,
Richard, I beare thy name, He venge thy death, But ne're till now, his Scandall of Retire.
Or dye renowned by attempting it. War. Nor now my Scandall Richard.doft thou heare:

Ed. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: For thou flialt know this ftrong right hand of mine,
His Dukedome, and his Chaire with me is left. Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head,

Rich. Nay,if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fift,
Shew thy defcent by gazing 'gainft the Sunne: Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre,
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, As he is fam'd for Mildnefle, Peace,and Prayer.
Either that is thine, or elfe thou wer't not his. Rich. I know it well Lord Warwick, blame me not,

'Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeake :
March. Enter WaruicfaMarqueffe Mountacute, But in this troublous time, what's to be done?

and their Army. Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele,
Wamlc\, How now faire Lords ? What faire? What And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes,

newes abroad ? Numbering our Aue-Maries with our Beads ?
Rich. Great Lord of Warwicke,if we mould recompt Or /hall we on the Helmets of our Foes

Our balefull newes, and at each words deliuerance Tell our Deuotion with reuengefull Armes ?
Stab Poniards in our flefh, till all were told, If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords.
The words would adde more anguifli then the wounds. War. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you out,
O valiant Lord,the DukeofYorke is fhine. And therefore comes my Brother Mountague :

Edtf. O Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagenet Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene,
Which held thee deerely, as his Soules Redemption, With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland,
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford done to death. And of their Feather, many moe proud Birdi,

War. Ten dayes ago, I drown'd thefe newes in teares. Haue wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax.
And now to adde more meafure to your woes, He fwore confent to your Succeffion,
Ic ome to tell you things fith then betalne. His Oath enrolled in the Parliament.
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, And now to London all the crew are gone,
Where your braue Father breath'd his lateft gaspe, To frustrate both his Oath,and what befide
Tydings, as fwiftly as the Poftes could runne, May make againft the houfe of Lancafter.
Were brought me of your Loffe, and his Depart. Their power (I thinke)is thirty thoufand ftrong :
I then in London, keeper of the King, Now, if the helpe of Norfolke.and my fel/e,
Mufter'd my Soldiers, gathered flockes of Friends, With all the Friends that thou braue Earle of March,
Marcht toward S. Albons,to intercept the Queene, Among'ft the louing Wel/hmen can'ft procure,
Bearing the King in my behalfe along : Will but amount to fiue and twenty thoufand,
For by my Scouts, I was aduertifed Why Via, to London will we march,
That ihe was comming with a full intent And once againe, beftrideour foaming Steeds,
To dadi our late Decree in Parliament, And once againe cry Charge vpon our Foes,
Touching King Henries Oath, and your Succefsion : But neuer once againe turne backe and flye.
Short Tale to make, we at S. Albons met, Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick fpeak;
Our Battailes ioyn'd, and both fides fiercely fo'jghf. Ne're may he liue to fee a Sun-ftiine day,
But whether'twas the coldneffe of the King, That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him ftay.
Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queene, Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy flioulder will I leane,
That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene. And when thou failft( as God forbid the houre)
Or whether 'twas report of her fucceffe, Muft Edirard fall, which perill heauen forefend.
Or more then common feare of Cliffords Rigour, ]}"jr. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke:
Who thunders to his Captiues,Blood and Death, The next degree,is Englands Royall Throne:
I cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth, For King of England flialt thou be proclaim'd
Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: In euery Burrough as we pafle along,
Our Souldiers like the Night-Owles lazie flight, And he that throwes not vp his cap for ioy,
Or like a lazie Threfher with a Flaile, Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head.
Fell gently downe, as if they ftrucke their Friends. King Edward, valiant ̂ R^ichard Mountague :
I cheer'd them vp with iuftice of our Caufe, Stay we no longer, drejming of Renowne,
With promife of high pay, and great Rewards: But found the Trumpets,and about our Taske.
But all in vaine, they had no heart to fight, Rich. Then Clifford, were thy heart as hard as Steele,
And we (in them) no hope to win the day, As thou haft mewne it flintie by thy deeds,
So that we fled : the King vnto the Queene, I come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine.
Lord George, your Brother, Norfolke, and my Selfe, Sd.Then ftrike vp Drums,God and S.George for vs.

p War.
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Enter a How it doth greeue me that thy head is heere.

War. How now? what newes ? Qu.My Lord cheere vp your fpirits, our foes are nye,
Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, And this foft courage makes your Followers faint:

The Qi^eene is comming with a puiflant Hoaft, You promift Knighthood to our forward fonne,
And craues your company, for fpeedy counfell. Vnmeath your fword,and dub him prefently.

War. Why then ic forts, braue Warriors,let's away. Edward,kneele downe.
Exeunt Omnes. King. Edward Plantagenct, arife a Knight,

And learne this Leffon; Draw thy Sword in right.
Flourifi, Enter the King,the Sheens, Clifford, Northum- Prin. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue,

andfcng Prince, with Drumme and He draw it as Apparant to the Crowne,
Trumpettes. And in that quarrell, vfe it to the death.

Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince.
£>u. Welcome my Lord, to this braue town of Yorke,

Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy, Enter a MeJJenger.
That fought to be incompaft with your Crowne. Mefl~. Royall Commanders, be in readinefTe,
Doth not the obiedr. cheere your heart, my Lord. For with a Band of thirty thoufand men.

K. I,as the rockescheare them that feare their wrack, Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke,
To fee this fight, it irkes my very foule: And in the Townes as they do march along,
With-hold reuenge (deere God) 'tis not my fault, Proclaimes him King, and many flye to him,
Nor wittingly haue 1 infring'd my Vow. Darraigne your battell,for they are at hand.

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity Clif. I would your HighneiTe would depart the field,
And harmfull pitty muft be layd afide : The Qu_eene hath beft fuccefle when you are abfent.
To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookesf £>u. I good my Lord,and leaue vs to our Fortune.
Not to the Beaft, that would vfurpe their Den. King. Why, that's my fortune too, therefore lie ftay.
Whofe hand is that the Forreft Beare doth licke ? North. Be it with refolution then to fight.
Not his that fpoyles her yong before her face. Prin. My Royall Father, cheere thefe Noble Lords,
Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fting? And hearten thofe that fight in your defence:
Not he that fets his foot vpon her backe. Vniheath your Sword,good Father: Cry S.George.
The fmalleft Worme will turne, being troden on,
And Doues will pecke in fafegard of their Brood. March. Enter Ed\vard, Warwic^e, Richard, Clarence,
Ambitious Yorke, did leuell at thy Crowne, Norfoll(e, Mountague, and Soldiers.
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry browes.
He but a Duke, would haue his Sonne a King, E(hv. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace?
And raife his iffue like a louing Sire. And fet thy Diadem vpon my head?
Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field.
Did'ft yeeld confent to difinherit him : Qu. Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy,
Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father. Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes,
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young, Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfull King ?
And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes, Ed. I am his King,and he /hould bow his knee :
Yet in protection of their tender ones, I was adopted Heire by his confent.
Who hath not feene them euen with thofe wings, Cla. Since when,his Oath is broke: for as I heare,
Which fometime they haue vs'd with fearfull flight, You that are King, though he do weare the Crowne,
Make warre with him that climb'd vnto their neft, Haue caus'd him by new Adi of Parliament,
Offering their owne liues in their yongs defence? To blot out me, and put his owne Sonne in.
For ihame,my Liege, make them your President: Clif. And reafon too,
Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy Who ihould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne.
Should loofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault, Rich. Are you there Butcher? O,I cannot fpeake.
And long heereafter fay vnto his childe, Clif. I Crooke-back, here I /land to anfwer thee,
What my great Grandfather, and Grandfire got, Or any he, the proudeft of thy fort.
My careleffe Father fondly gaue away. Rich. 'Twas you that kilPd yong Rutland,was it not?
Ah, what a fhame were this? Looke on the Boy, Qlif. I,and old Yorke,and yet not fatisfied.
And let his manly face, which promifeth Rich. For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight,
Succefiefull Fortune fteele thy melting heart, War. What fay'ft thou Henry,
To hold thine owne,and leaue thine owne with him. Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you fpeak?

King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, Qu. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwicke, dare
Inferring arguments of mighty force : When you and I, met at &.*Albons laft,
But Clifford tell me, did'ft thou neuer heare, Your legges did better feruice then your hands.
That things ill got, had euer bad fucceffe. War, Then 'twas my turne to fly, and now 'tis thine :
And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, Clif-. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled.
Whole Father for his hoording went to hell : War. 'Twas not yout valor Clifford droue me thence.
He leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, TVcr.No, nor your manhood that durft make you ftay.
And would my Father had left me no more : Rich. Northumberland,! hold thee reuerently,
For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate, Breake ofF the parley ,for fcarfe I can refraine
As brings a thoufand fold more care to keepe, The execution of my big-fwolne heart
Then in pofieflion any lot of pleafure. Vpon that Clifford,that cruell Child-killer.
Ah Colin Yorke, would thy beft Friends did know, Clif. I flew thy Father, cal'ft thou him a Child ?

Rich.
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Rich. I like a Daftard,and a treacherous Coward,

As thou didd'ft kill our tender Brother Rutland, Alarum. Excurjtons. Enter Warwicke.
But ere Sunfet, lie make thee curfe the deed.

King. Haue done with words (my Lords) and heare War. Fore-fpent with Toile, as Runners with a Race,
me fpeake. I lay me downe a little while to breath :

Qu. Defie them then, or els hold clofe thy lips. For (trokes receiu'd,and many blowes repaid,
King. I prythee giue no limits to my Tongue, Haue robb'd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength,

I am a King, and priuiledg'd to fpeake. And fpight of fpight, needs muft I reft a-while,
Clif.My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here,

Cannot be cur'd by Words,therefore be (till. Enter Edward running.
Rich. Then Executioner vnfheath thy fvvord : Ed. Smile gentle heauen, or ftrike vngentle death,

By him that made vs all, I am refolu'd, For this world frownes, and Edward; Sunne is clowded.
That Cliffords Manhood,lyes vpon his tongue. War. How now my Lord, what happe? what hope of

Ed. Say Henry,{hz\l 1 haue my right,or no: good?
A thoufand men haue broke their Fafts to day, Enter Clarence.
That ne're (hall dine, vnlefle thou yeeld the Crowne. Cla. Our hap is lofle, our hope but fad difpaire,

War. If thou deny, their Blood vpon thy head, Our rankes are broke, and ruine followes vs.
For Yorke in iuftice put's his Armour on. What counfaile giue you? whether (hall we flye?

Pi-.Ed. If that be right, which Warwick faies is right, Ed. Bootlefle is flight, they follow vs with Wings,
There is no wrong,but euery thing is right. And weake we are,and cannot (hun purfuite.

War. Who euer got thee, there thy Mother (lands,
For well I wot, thou haft thy Mothers tongue. Enter Richard.

S^u. But thou art neyther like thy Sire nor Damme, ~Rjch. Ah Warwicke, why haft y withdrawn thy felfe?
But like a foule mifhapen Stygmaticke, Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hath drunk,
Mark'd by the Deftinies to be auoided, Broach'd with the Steely point of Cliffords Launce :
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull flings. And in the very pangs of death, he cryde,

^cb. Iron of Naples, hid with Englifli gilt, Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre,
Whofe Father beares the Title of a King, Warwicke, reuenge; Brother,reuenge my death.
(As if a Channell fliould be call'd the Sea) So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds,
Sham'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, That ftain'd their Fetlockes in his fmoaking blood,
To let thy tongue detect thy bafe-borne heart. The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft.

Sd. A wifpe of ftraw were worth a thoufand Crowns, War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood:
To make this ihameleffe Callet know her felfe : lie kill my Horfe,becaufe I will not flye :
Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, Why ftand we like foft-hearted women heere,
Although thy Husband may be Menelatu; Wayling our lodes, whiles the Foe doth Rage,
And ne're was Agamemnons Brother wrong'd And looke vpon, as if the Tragedie
By that falfe Woman,as this King by thee. Were plaid in ieft, by counterfeiting Actors.
His Father reuel'd in the heart of France, Heere on my knee, I vow to God aboue,
And tam'd the King,and made the Dolphin ftoope: lie neuer pawfe againe, neuer ftand ftill,
And had he match'd according to his State, Till either death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine,
He might haue kept that glory to this day. Or Fortune giuen me meafure ofReuenge.
But when he tooke a begger to his bed, Ed. Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine,
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine :
Euen then that Sun-fliine brew'd a (howre for him, And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face,
That wa(ht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,
And heap'd fedition on his Crowne at home : Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe of Kings:
For what hath broached this tumult but thy Pride ? Befeeching thee (if with thy will it (lands)
Had'ft thou bene meeke,our Title ftill had flept, That to my Foes this body muft be prey,
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, Yet that thy brazen gates of heauen may ope,
Had flipt our Claime, vntill another Age. And glue fweet paffage to my finfull foule.

C/a.But when we faw, our Sunfhine made thy Spring, Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe,
And that thy Summer bred vs no increafe, Where ere it be, in heauen,or in earth.
We fet the Axe to thy vfurping Roote : Rich. Brother,
And though the edge hath iomething hit our felues, Giue me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke,
Yet know thou, fince we haue begun to ftrike, Let me imbrace thee in my weary armes:
Wee'l neuer leaue, till we haue hewne thee downe, I that did neuer weepe, now melt with wo,
Or bath'd thy growing, with our heated bloods. That Winter (hould cut off our Spring-time fo.

Ediv. And in this refolution, I defie thee, War. Away,away:
Not willing any longer Conference, Once more fweet Lords farwell.
Since thou denied'ft the gentle King to fpeake. Cla. Yet let vs altogether to our Troopes,
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours waue, And giue them leaue to flye, that will not ftay:
And either Victorie, or elfe a Graue. And call them Pillars that will ftand to vs :

Qu. Stay Edward. And if we thriue, promife them fuch rewards
Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer ftay, As Victors weare at the Olympian Games.

Thefe words will coft ten thoufand liues this day. This may plant courage in their quailing breads,
Exeunt omnes. For yet is hope of Life and Victory :

p 2 Fore-

49i



i56 'The third ''Part ofJ^Jng Henry the Sixt.
Foreflow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exeunt His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Bottle,

His wonted fleepe, vnder a freih trees made,
Sxcurjions. Snter Richard and Clifford. All which fecure, and fweetly he enioyes,

Rich. Now Clifford,! haue fingled thee alone, Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates:
Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup,
And this for Rutland, both bound to reuenge, His bodie couched in a curious bed,
Wer't thou inuiron'd with a Brazen wall. When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on him.

Clif, Now Richard,! am with thee heere alone,This is the hand that ftabb'd thy Father Yorke, Alantm. Snter a Sonne that bath kjird bis Father, at
And this the hand, that flew thy Brother Rutland, one doore : and a Father that hath kjll'd bit Sonne at ano-
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, ther doore.
And cheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother,
To execute the like vpon thy felfe, Son. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body,
And fo haue at thee. This man whom hand to hand I flew in fight,

They Fight,Warwicfye comes, Clifford flies. May be pofleiTed with fome ftore of Crownes,
Rich. Nay Warwicke, fingle out fome other Chace, And I that (haply) take them from him now,

For I my felfe will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exeunt. May yet (ere night) yeeld both my Life and them
To fome man elfe, as this dead man doth me.

tAlarum. Enter King Henry alone. Who's this? Oh God! It is my Fathers face,
Hen. This battell fares like to the mornings Warre, Whom in this Conflict, I (vnwares)haue klll'd :

When dying clouds contend, with growing light, Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents.
What time the Shepheard blowing of his nailes, From London, by the King was I preft forth,
Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man,
Now fwayes it this way, like a Mighty Sea, Came on the part of Yorke, preft by his Mafter :
Forc'd by the Tide, to combat with the Winde : And I, who at his hands receiu'd my life,
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, Haue by my hands, of Life bereaued him.
Forc'd to retyre by furie of the Winde. Pardon me God, I knew not what I did :
Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde : And pardon Father, for I knew not thee.
Now, one the better : then, another beft ; My Teares {hall wipe away thefe bloody markes:
Both tugging to be Victors, breft to breft: And no more words, till they haue flow'd their fill.
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. King. O pitteous fpeclacle! O bloody Times !
So is the equall poife of this fell Warre. Whiles Lyons Warre,and battaile for their Dennes,
Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe; Poore harmlefTe Lambes abide their enmity.
To whom God will, there be the Vidtorie: Weepe wretched man : He ayde thee Teare for Teare,
For ̂Margaret my Queene,and Clifford too And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre,
Haue chid me from the Battell: Swearing both, Be blinde with teares,and break ore'charg'd with griefe
They profper beft of all when I am thence. Enter Father, bearing of bis Sonne.
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo ; Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath refilled me,
For what is in this world, but Greefe and Woe. Giue me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold :
Oh God! me thinkes it were a happy life, For I haue bought it with an hundred blowes.
To be no better then a homely Swaine, But let me fee : Is this our Foe-mans face ?
To fit vpon a hill, as I do now, Ah, no, no,no, it is mineonely Sonne.
To carue out Dialls queiritly, point by point, Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee,
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne: Throw vp thine eye : fee,fee, what Aowres arife,
How many makes the Koure full compleate, Blowne with the windie Tempeft of my heart,
How many Houres brings about the Day, Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart.
How many Dayes will finifli vp the Yeare, O pitty God, this miferable Age!
How many Yeares, a Mortall man may liue. What Stragemsf how fell? how Butcherly?
When this is knowne, then to diuide the Times: Erreoneous, mutinous, and vnnaturall,
So many Houres, muft I tend my Flocke; This deadly quarrell daily doth beget?
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft : O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone,
So many Houres, muft I Contemplate : And hath bereft thee of thy life too late.
So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe : King.~Wo aboue wo:greefe, more the common greefe
So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong: O that my death would ftay thefe ruthfull deeds:
So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles will Eane: O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty:
So manyyeares, ere I ftiall fheere the Fleece : The Red Role and the White are on his face,
So Minutes, Houres,Dayes, Monthes,and Yeares, The fatall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes:
Paft ouer to the end they were created, The one, his purple Blood right well refembles,
Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. The other his pale Cheekes(me thinkes)prefenteth :
Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifh :
Giues not the Hawthorne bufh a fweeter fliade If you contend, a thoufand liues muft wither.
To Shepheards, looking on their filly Sheepe, Son. How will my Mother, for a Fathers death
Then doth a rich Imbroider'd Canopie Take on with me, and ne're be fatisfi'd ?
To Kings, that feare their Subiedts treacherie ? Fa. How will my Wife,for flaughter of my Sonne,
Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. Shed feas of Teares, and ne're be fatisfi'd ?
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, King.How will the Country, for thefe woful chances,

Mif-thinke
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Mif-thinke the King, and not be fatisfied ? And much efFufe of blood, doth make me faint:

Son. Was euer fonne, fo rew'd a Fathers death ? Come Tor^e,and Richard, Warwicke,and the reft,
Path. Was euer Father fo bemoan'd his Sonne ? I ftab'd your Fathers bofomes; Split my breft.
Hen. Was euer King fo greeu'd for Subiedfo woe ?

Much is your forrow; Mine, ten times fo much. Alarum & Retreat. Enter Edward, Wartricfe, Richard, and
Son. lie beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. Soldiers, Montague, & Clarence.
Fjf&.Thefe armes of mine fhall be thy winding fheet: SJ.Now breath we Lords, good fortune bids vs paufe,

My heart (fweet Boy) fhall be thy Sepulcher, And fmooth the frownes of War, with peaceful! lookes :
For from my heart, thine Image ne're fhall go. Some Troopes purfue the bloody-minded Queene,
My fighing breft, fhjll be thy Funerall bell ; That led calme Henry, though he were a King,
And fo obfequious will thy Father be, As doth a Saile, fill'd with a fretting Guft
Men for the lofTe of thee,hauing no more, Command an Argofie to ftemme the Waues.
As Priam was for all his Valiant Sonnes, But thinke you(Lords)that Clifford fled with them ?
He beare thee hence,and let them fight that will, War. No, 'tis impossible he fhould efcape:
For I haue murthered where I fhould not kill. Exit (For though before his face I fpeake the words)

Hen. Sad-hearted-men, much ouergone with Care ; Your Brother Richard markt him for the Graue,
Heere fits a King, more wofull then you are. And wherefoere he is, hee's furely dead. Clifford grones

Rich.Whofe foule is that which takes hir heauy leaue?
Alarums. Excurjions. Enter the Queen,the A deadly grone, like life and deaths departing.

Prince,and Exeter. See who it is.
Ed. And now the Battailes ended,

Prin. Fly Father, five : for all your Friends are fled. If Friend or Foe, let him be gently vied.
And Warwicke rages like a chafed Bull : Rich. Reuoke that doome of mercy, for'tis Clifford,
Away, for death doth hold vs in purfuite. Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch

Qu. Mount you my Lord, towards Barwicke poft a- In hewing Rutland, when his leaues put forth,
maine : But fet his murth'ring knife vnto the Roote,

Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring,
Hauing the fearfull flying Hare in fight, I meane our Princely Father, Duke of Yorke.
With fiery eyes,fparkling for very wrath, War. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down y head,
And bloody fteele grafpt in their yrefull hands Your Fathers head, which Clifford placed there :
Are at our backes,and therefore hence amaine. In ftead whereof, let this fupply the roome,

£xet. Away : for vengeance comes along with them. Meafure for meafure, muft be anfwered.
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed, Ed.Bring forth that fitall Schreechowle to our houfe,
Or elle come after, lie away before. That nothing fung but death, to vs and ours :

Hen. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter: Now death fhall flop his difmall threatning found,
Not that I feare to ftay, but loue to go And his ill-boading tongue,no more fhall fpeake.
Whether the Queene intends. Forward,away. Exeunt War. I thinke is vnderftanding is bereft:

Spejke Clifford, doSt thou know who fpeakes to thee ?
fA lotrd alarum. Enter Clifford JPounded. Darke cloudy death ore-fhades his beames of life,

And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay.
Clif. Heere burnes my Candle out; I, heere it dies, Rich. O would he did, and fo (perhaps)he doth,

Which whiles it lafted, gaue King Henry light. 'Tis but his policy to counterfet,
O Lancafterl I feare thy ouerthrow, Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taunts
More then my Bodies parting with my Soule : Which in the time of death he gaue our Father.
My Loue and Feare, glew'd many Friends to thee, Cla. If fo thou think'ft,
And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts, Vex him with eager Words.
Impairing Henry, ftrength'ning mifproud Yorke ; Rich. Clifford, aske mercy, and obtaine no grace.
And whether flye the Gnats, but to the Sunne ? Ed. Cli/ord,repent in bootiefTe penitence.
And who fhines now, but Henries Enemies ? War. Clifford, deuife excufes for thy faults.
O Phoebus! had'ft thou neuer giuen confent, Cla. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults.
That Phaeton fhould checke thy fiery Steeds, Rich. Thou didd'ft loue Yorke, and I am fon to Yorke.
Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch'd the earth. Ed-K. Thou pittied'ft Rutland,! will pitty thee:
And Henry, had'ft thou fway'd as Kings fhould do, Cla. Where's Captaine c/7/erg-am, to fence you now?
Or as thy Father, and his Father did, War. They mocke thee Clifford,
Giuing no ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, Sweare as thou was't wont.
They neuer then had fprung like Sommer Flyes: Ric. What, not an Oath? Nay then the world go's hard
I, and ten thoufand in this luckleffe Realme, When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an oath :
Hed left no mourning Widdowes for our death, I know by that he's dead,and by my Soule,
And thou this day, had'ft kept thy Chaire in peace. If this right hand would buy two houres life,
For what doth cherrifh Weeds, but gentle ayre? That I(in all defpight) might rayle at him,
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? This hand fhould chop it off: & with the iffuing Blood
BootlefTe are Plaints,and CurelefTe are my Wounds : Stifle the Villaine, whofe vnftanched thirft
No way to flye, nor ftrength to hold out flight: Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfie
The Foe is mercileffe, and will not pitty : War. I, but he's dead. Of with the Traitors head,
For at their hands I haue deferu'd no pitty. And reare it in the place your Fathers ftands.
The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, And now to London with Triumphant march,
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There to be crowned Englands Royall King : The Tyger will be milde, whiles fhe doth mourne ;
From whence, fhall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, And Nero will be tainted with remorfe,
And aske the Ladie Bona for thy Queene : To heare and fee her plaints, her Brinifh Teares.
So fhalt thou finow both thefe Lands together, I, but fhee's come to begge, Warwicke to giue :
And hauing France thy Friend, thou (halt not dread Shee on his left fide, crauing ayde for Henrie ;
The fcattred Foe, that hopes to rife againe : He on his right, asking a wife for Edward.
For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, Shee Weepes, and fayes, her Henry is depos'd:
Yet looke to haue them buz to offend thine eares : He Smiles, and fayes, his Edward is inftaul'd;
Firft, will I fee the Coronation, That fhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can fpeake no more;
And then to Britanny lie erode the Sea, Whiles Warwicke tels his Title, fmooths the Wrong,
To effedr. this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength,

Ed. Euen as thou wilt fweet Warwicke, let it bee : And in conclulion winnes the King from her,
For in thy flioulder do 1 builde my Seate; With promife of his Sifter, and what elfe,
And neuer will I vndertake the thing To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards place.
Wherein thy counfaile and confent is wanting: O Margaret, thus 'twill be, and thou (poore foule)
^(icbard^I will create thee Duke of Gloucefter, Art then forfaken,as thou went'ft forlorne.
And George of Clarence; Warivic^ezs our Selfe, Hum. Say, what art thou talk'ft of Kings & Queens?
Shall do, and vndo as him pleafeth beft. King.More then I feeme,and leffe then I was born to :

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, A man at leaft, for leffe I fhould not be :
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous. And men may talke of Kings, and why not I?

War. Tut, that's a foolifh obferuation : Hum, I, but thou talk'ft, as if thou wer't a King,
Trichord, be Duke of Glofter : Now to London, King. Why fo I am (in Minde)and that's enough.
To fee thefe Honors in poffefiion. Exeunt Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy Crowne ?

King, My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head :
Enter Sintjo,and Humfrey,witb Croffe-bowes Not deck'd with Diamonds,and Indian ftones:

in their bands. Nor to be feene : my Crowne, is call'd Content,
(our felues: A Crowne it is, that fildome Kings enioy.

Sin^. Vnder this thicke growne brake, wee'l fhrowd Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Content,
For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, Your Crowne Content,and you,muft be contented
And in this couert will we make our Stand, To go along with vs. For (as we thinke)
Culling the principall of all the Deere. You are the king King Edward hath depos'd :

Hunt. lie ftay aboue the hill, fo both may fhoot. And we his fubiefts, Iworne in all Allegeance,
Sin/^. That cannot be, the noife of thy Croffe-bow Will apprehend you, as his Enemie.

Will fcarre the Heard,and io my fhoot is loft: King. But did you neuer fweare,and breake an Oath.
Heere ftand we both, and ayme we at the beft : Hum. No, neuer fuch an Oath,nor will not now.
And for the time /hall not feeme tedious, King. Where did you dwell when I was K. of England?
He tell thee what befell me on a day, Hum. Heere in this Country, where we now remaine.
In this felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand. King. I was annointed King at nine monthes old,

Sinl^. Heere comes a man, let's ftay till he be pair: My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings:
Enter the King with a Prayer bocl^e. And you were fworne true Subiects vnto me:

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue, And tell me then, haue you not broke your Oathes?
To greet mine owne Land with my wifhfull fight: &».No,for we were Subie<5ts,but while you wer king
No Harry, Harry, 'tis no Land of thine, King. Why? Am I dead? Do I not breath a Man?
Thy place is fill'd, thy Scepter wrung from thee, Ah fimple men,you know not whatyou fweare :
Thy Balme wafht off, wherewith thou was Annointed : Looke, as I blow this Feather from my Face,
No bending knee will call thee Ctefar now, And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe,
No humble futers preafe to fpeake for right: Obeying with my winde when I do blow,
No, not a man comes for redreffe of thee : And yeelding to another, when it blowes,
For how can I helpe them,and not my felfe ? Commanded alwayes by the greater guft :

Sin\. I, heere's a Deere, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee : Such is the lightneffe of you, common men.
This is the quondam King ; Let's feize vpon him. But do not breake your Oathes, for of that finne,

Hen. Let me embrace the fower Aduerfaries, My milde intreatie fhall not make you guiltie.
For Wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. Go where you will, the king fhall be commanded,

Hum. Why linger we? Let vs lay hands vpon him. And be you kings, command,and lie obey.
Sint^. Forbeare a-while,wee'l heare a little more. Sin^lo. We are true Subiedls to the king,
Hen. My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: King Edward.

And (as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke King. So would you be againe to Henrie,
I: thither gone,to craue the French Kings Sifter If he were feated as king Edn-ardls.
To wife for Edward. If this newes be true, Sintjo. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings,
Poore Qu_eene,and Sonne,your labour is but loft: To go with vs vnto the Officers.
For Warwicke is a fubtle Orator : King, In Gods name lead,your Kings name be obeyd,
And Lewis a Prince foone wonne with mouing words: And what God will,that let your King performe,
By this account then, Margaret may winne him, And what he will, I humbly yeeld vnto. Exeunt
For fhe's a woman to be pittied much :
Her fighes will make a batt'ry in his breft, Enter K.Sdtoard,Glofter, Clarence, Lady Gray.
Her teares will pierce into a Marble heart: King. Brother of Glofter,at S.Albons field

This
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This Ladyes Husband, Sir Richard Grey, WAS flaine, Wid. I take my leaue with many thoufand thankes.
His Land then feiz'd on by the Conqueror, Rich. The Match is made,fhee feales it with a Curfie.
Her fuit is now, to repoffefle thofe Lands, King. But ftay thee,'tis the fruits of loue I meane.
Which wee in luftice cannot well deny, Wid. The fruits of Loue, I meane, my louing Liege.
Becaufe in Quarrell of the Houfe of Yor^e, King. I, but I feare me in another fence.
The worthy Gentleman did lofe his Life. What Loue,think'ft thou, I fue fo much to get?

^j'ci&.Your Highnefle fhall doe well to graunt her fuit: Wid. My loue till death, my humble thanks,my prayers,
It were difhonor to deny it her. That loue which Vertue begges,and Vertue graunts.

King. It were no lefle,but yet He make a pawfe. King. No,by my troth,! did not meane fuch loue.
*]$icb. Yea, is it fo : Wid. Why then you meane not,as I thought you did.

I fee the Lady hath a thing to graunt, King. But now you partly may perceiue my minde.
Before the King will graunt her humble fuit. II"id. My minde will neuer graunt what I perceiue

Qlarence. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes Your HighnefTe aymesat,if I ayme aright.
the winde ? King. To tell thee plaine,! ayme to lye with thee.

Rich. Silence. \\id. To tell you plaine, I had rather lye in Prifon.
King. Widow, we will confider of your fuit, King. Why then thou fhalt not haue thy Husbands

And come fome other time to know our minde. Lands.

Wid. Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay: Wid. Why then mine Honeftie fhall be my Dower,
May it pleafe your Highneffe to refolue me now, For by that lofle, I will not purchafe them.
And what your pleafure is, fliall fatisfie me. King. Therein thou wrong'ft thy Children mightily.

Rich. I Widow? then He warrant you all your Lands, Wid. Herein your Highnefle wrongs both them & me:
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafure you : But mightie Lord, this merry inclination
Fight clofer, or good faith you'le catch a Blow. Accords not with the fadnefle of my fuit :

Clarence. I feare her not,vnlefie fhe chance to fall. Pleafe you difmifle me,eyther with I,or no.
Rich. God forbid that, for hee'le take vantages. King. I, if thou wilt fay I to my requeft :
King. How many Children haft thou, Widow? tell No, if thou do'ft fay No to my demand.

me. Wid. Then No,my Lord:my fuit is at an end.
Clarence. I thinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. Rich. The Widow likes him not , fhee knits her

Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather giue her two. Browes.
Wid. Three,my moft gracious Lord. Clarence. Hee is the blunted Wooer in Chriften-
Rich. You /hall haue foure, if you'le be rul'd by him. dome.
King. "Twere pittie they fhould lofe their Fathers King. Her Looks doth argue her replete with Modefty,

Lands. Her Words doth fhew her Wit incomparable,
Wid. Be pittifull,dread Lord, and graunt it then. All her perfections challenge Soueraigntie,
King. Lords giue vs leaue, He trye this Widowes One way,or other,fhee is for a King,

wit. And fhee fhall be my Loue, or elfe my Queene.
Rich. I, good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue, Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queene ?

Till Youth take leaue,and leaue you to the Crutch. Wid. 'Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord:
King. Now tell me, Madame , doe you loue your I am a fubiecT: fit to ieaft withall,

Children ? But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne.
Wid. I, full as dearely as I loue my felfe. King. Sweet Widow, by my State I fweare to thee,
King. And would you not doe much to doe them I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends,

good ? And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue.
Wid. To doe them good, I would fuftayne fome Wid. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto :

harme. I know,I am too meane to be your Queene,
King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them And yet too good to be your Concubine.

good. King. You cauill, Widow, I did meane my Queene.
Wid. Therefore I carne vnto your Maieftie. Wid. 'Twill grieue your Grace, my Sonnes fhould call
King. He tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. you Father.
Wid. So fhall you bind me to your Highnefle feruice. King. No more,then when my Daughters
King. What feruice wilt thou doe me,if 1 giue them? Call thee Mother.
Wid. What you command, that refts in me to doe. Thou art a Widow,and thou haft fome Children,
King. But you will take exceptions to my Boone. And by Gods Mother, I being but a Batchelor,
Wid. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot doe it. Haue other-fome. Why,'tis a happy thing,
King. I, but thou canft doe what I meane to aske. To be the Father vnto many Sonnes:
Wid. Why then I will doe what your Grace com- Anfwer no more,for thou fhalt be my Queene.

mands. Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift.
Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine weares the Clarence. When hee was made a Shriuer,'twas for fhift.

Marble. King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haue
Clar. As red as fire ? nay then, her Wax muft melt. had.
Wid. Why ftoppes my Lord ? fhall I not heare my Rich. The Widow likes it not, for fhee lookes very

Taske ? fad.

King. An eafie Taske,'tis but to loue a King. King. You'ld thinke it ftrange, if I fhould marrie
Wid. That's foone perform'd, becaufe I am a Subiecl. her.
King. Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue Clarence. To who, my Lord ?

thee. 
" 

King. Why Clarence, to my felfe.
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Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at the leaft. And I,like one loft in a Thornie Wood,
Clarence. That's a day longer then a Wonder lafts. That rents the Thornes,and is rent with the Thornes,
Rich. By fo much is the Wonder in extremes. Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way,
King. Well,ieaft on Brothers: I can tell you both, Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre,

Her fuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands. But toyling defperately to finde it out,
Torment my felfe, to catch the Englifh Crowne :

Enter a Noble man. And from that torment I will free my felfe,
Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe.

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, Why I can fmile, and murther whiles I fmile,
And brought your Prifoner to your Pallace Gate. And cry, Con tent, to that which grieues my Heart,

King. See that he be conuey'd vnto the Tower : And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Teares,
And goe wee Brothers to the man that tooke him, And frame my Face to all occafions.
To queftion of his apprehenfion. lie drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid (hall,
Widow goe you along: Lords vfe her honourable. lie flay more gazers then the Bafiliske,

Exeunt. lie play the Orator as well as Ncftor,
Manet Richard. Deceiue more flyly then Vliffes could,

Rich, \,Edward vi\\{ vfe Women honourably: And like a Synon, take another Troy.
Would he were wafted,Marrow, Bones,and all, I can adde Colours to the Camelion,
That from his Loynes no hopefull Branch may fpring, Change ihapes with Proteus, for advantages,
To croffe me from the Golden time I looke for: And fet the murtherous <3V[acheuill to Schoole.

And yet, betweene my Soules defire,and me, Can I doe this,and cannot get a Crowne ?
The luftfull Edwards Title buryed, Tut, were it farther off, He plucke it downe. Exit.
Is Clarence, Henry,and his Sonne young Edward,
And all the vnlook'd-for IfTue of their Bodies, Flourifh.
To take their Roomes, ere I can place my felfe: Enter Lewis the French King, hii Siffier 'Sana, his
A cold premeditation for my purpofe. cAdmirall, call'd^ourbon : Prince Edward,
Why then I doe but dreameon Soueraigntie, Queene Margaret, and the Sarle of Oxford.
Like one that (lands vpon a Promontorie, Lewis jits, and rijetb vf againe.
And fpyes a farre-offihore, where hee would tread,
Wishing his foot were equall with his eye, Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Margaret,
And chides the Sea, that funders him from thence, Sit downe with vs : it ill befits thy State,
Saying, hee'le lade it dry, to haue his way : And Birth, that thou (hould'ft ftand, while Leivis doth fit.
So doe I wifh the Crowne, being fo farre off, Marg. No,mightie King of France:now Margaret
And fo I chide the meanes that keepes me from it, Muft ftrike her fayle, and learne a while to ferue,
And fo (I fay) He cut the Caufes off, Where Kings command. I was (I muft confeffe)
Flattering me with impoffibilities: Great Albions Queene, in former Golden dayes :
My Eyes too quicke,my Heart o're-weenes too much, But now mifchance hath trod my Title downe,
Vnleffe my Hand and Strength could equall them. And with dif-honor layd me on the ground,
Well, fay there is no Kingdome then for Richard: Where I muft take like Seat vnto my fortune,
What other Pleafure can the World affbord ? And to my humble Seat conforme my felfe.
He make my Heauen in a Ladies Lappe, Lewis. Why fay, faire Queene, whence fprings this
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, deepe defpaire ?
And 'witch fvveet Ladies with my Words and Lookes. Marg.fjom. fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with teares,
Oh miferable Thought! and more vnlikely, And ftops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares.
Then to accompliih twentie Golden Crownes. Lewis. What ere it be, be thou (till like thy felfe,
Why Loue fodwore me in my Mothers Wombe: And fit thee by our fide. Seats her by him.
And for I (hould not deale in her foft Lawes, Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake,
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe, But let thy dauntlefTe minde ftill ride in triumph,
To (hrinke mine Arme vp like a wither'd Shrub, Ouer all mifchance.
To make an enuious Mountaine on my Back, Be plaine,Queene Margaret,and tell thy griefe,
Where fits Deformitie to mocke my Body; It (hall be eas'd, if France can yeeld reliefe.
To fhape my Legges of an vnequall fize, Marg. Thofe gracious words
To dif-proportion me in euery part: Reuiue my drooping thoughts,
Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick'd Beare-whelpe, And giue my tongue-ty'd forrowes leaue to fpeake.
That carryes no impreffion like the Damme. Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis,
And am I then a man to be belou'd ? That Henry, fole poffeflbr of my Loue,
Oh monftrous fault, to harbour fuch a thought. Is,of a King,become a banilht man,
Then fince this Earth affoords no loy to me, And forc'd to liue in Scotland a Forlorne ;
But to command, to check, to o're,beare fuch, While prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke,
As are of better Perfon then my felfe : Vfurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat
He make my Heauen, to dreame vpon the Crowne, Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King.
And whiles 1 liue, t'account this World but Hell, This is the caufe that I, poore <3VTargaret,
Vntill my mis-fhap'd Trunke, that beares this Head, With this my Sonne, Prince Edward,Henries Heire,
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne. Am come to craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde :
And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, And if thou faile vs,all our hope is done.
For many Liues ftand betweene me and home : Scotland hath will to helpe,but cannot helpe :

Our
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Our People,and our Peeres,are both mis-led, Me thinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould fmile at that.
Our Treafure feiz'd,our Souldiors put to flight, But for the reft : you tell a Pedigree
And (as thou feeftj our felues in heauie plight. Of threefcore and two yeeres,a filly time

Lewis. Renowned Queene, To make prefcription for a Kingdomes worth.
With patience calme the Storme, Oxf. Why Warwicke, canft thou fpeak againfl thy Liege,
While we bethinke a meanes to breake it off. Whom thou obeyd'ft thirtie and fix yeeres,

Marg. The more wee flay, the ftronger growes our And not bewray thy Treafon with a Blufh ?
Foe. Warw. Can Oxford,ihzt did euer fence the right,

Lewis. The more I flay, the more He fuccour thee. Now buckler Falsehood with a Pedigree?
Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow. For fhame leaue Henry,and call Edward King.

And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doome
My elder Brother, the Lord sAubrey Vere

Enter Warwictfe. Was done to death ? and more then fo,my Father,
Euen in the downe-fall of his mellow'd yeeres,

Lewis. What's hee approacheth boldly to our pre- When Nature brought him to the doore of Death?
fence ? No Warwicl(e,no: while Life vpholds this Arme,

Marg. Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greateft This Arme vpholds the Houfe of Lancajter.
Friend. Warw. And I the Houfe of Yorly.

Lewis. Welcome braue Warwic^e, what brings thee Lewis. Queene Margaret, Prince Edward,and Oxford,
to France ? Hee dej'cends. Shee arifeth. Vouchfafe at our requeft, to ftand afide,

Marg. I now begins a fecond Storme to rife, While I vfe further conference with Warwicke.
For this is hee that moues both Winde and Tyde. They ftand aloofe.

Warn. From worthy Edward,King of Albion, Marg. Heauens graunt, that Warwic^es wordes be-
My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed Friend, witch him not.
I come (in KindnefTe, and vnfayned LoueJ Lew. Now Warwicfy, tell me euen vpon thy confcience
Firft, to doe greetings to thy Royall Perfon, Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth
And then to craue a League of Amitie : To linke with him, that were not lawfull chofen,
And laflly,to confirme that Amitie Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho-
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vouchfafe to graunt nor.
That vertuous Lady 'Bona, thy faire Sifter, Lewis. But is hee gracious in the Peoples eye?
To Englands King,in lawfull Marriage. Warw. The more, that Henry was vnfortunate.

Marg. If that goe forward, Henries hope is done. Lewis. Then further : all diffembling fet afide,
Warw. And gracious Madame, Speaking to 'Bona. Tell me for truth, the meafure of his Loue

In our Kings behalfe, Vnto our Sifter Bona.
I am commanded, with your leaue and fauor, War. Such it feemes,
Humbly to kiffe your Hand, and with my Tongue As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe.
To tell the paffion of my Soueraignes Heart; My felfe haue often heard him fay, and fweare,
Where Fame,late entring at his heedfull Eares, That this his Loue was an externall Plant,
Hath plac'd thy Beauties Image, and thy Vertue. Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground,

Marg. King Lewis,and Lady'Bona, heare me fpeake, The Leaues and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sunne,
Before you anfwer Warwcl^e. His demand Exempt from Enuy, but not from Difdaine,
Springs not from Edwards welKmeant honefl Loue, "Vnleffe the Lady 'Bona quit his paine.
But from Deceit, bred by Neceflitie : Lewis. Now Sifter,let vs heare your firme refolue.
For how can Tyrants fafely gouerne home, Bona. Your graunt, or your denyall,fhall be mine.
Vnlefle abroad they purchafe great allyance? Yet I confefie,that often ere this day, Speaks to War.
To proue him Tyrant, this reafon may fuffice, When I haue heard your Kings defert recounted,
That Henry liueth ftill: but were hee dead, Mine eare hath tempted iudgement to defire.
Yet here Prince Edward flands, King Henries Sonne. Lewis. Then Warwic^e, thus :
Looke therefore Lewzi,that by this League and Mariage Our Sifter fhall be Edwards.
Thou draw not on thy Danger,and Dis-honor : And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawne,
For though Vfurpers fway the rule a while, Touching the loynture that your King muft make,
Yet Heau'ns are iuft,and Time fuppreffeth Wrongs, Which with her Dowrie fhall be counter-poys'd:

Warm. Iniurious <^Margaret. Draw neere,Qu_eene Margaret,and be a witnefle,
Edw. And why not Queene? ThafBcTW fhall be Wife to the Englifh King.
War-en. Becaufe thy Father Henry did vfurpe, Pr.Edw. To Edward, but not to the Englifh King.

And thou no more art Prince, then fhee is Queene. Marg. Deceitfull Warwic^e,'it was thy deuice,
Oxf. Then Warwkkf difanulls great lohn of Gaunt, By this alliance to make void my fuit:

Which did fubdue the greatefl part of Spaine ; Before thy comming, Lewis "was Henries friend.
And after lohn ofGaunt,Henry the Fourth, Lewis. And ftill is friend to him,and Margaret.
Whofe Wifdome was a Mirror to the wifeft: But if your Title to the Crowne be weake,
And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fift, As may appeare by Edwards good fucceffe :
Who by his Proweffe conquered all France : Then 'tis but reafon, that I be releas'd
From thefe, our Henry lineally defcends. From giuing ayde, which late I promifed.
Wartv. Oxford,how haps it in this fmooth difcourfe, Yet fhall you haue all kindneffe at my hand,

You told not,how Henry the Sixt hath loft That your Eftate requires, and mine can yeeld.
All that, which Henry the Fift had gotten : Warw. Henrv now liues in Scotland, at his eafe;

Where
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Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe. Or then for ftrength and fafety of our Country.
And as for you your felfe (our quondam Queene) 'Bona. Deere Brother, how fhall Bona be reueng'd,
You haue a Father able to maintaine you, But by thy helpe to this diftreffed Queene?
And better 'twere, you troubled him, then France. Mar. Renowned Prince, how ihall Poore Henry Hue,

Mar. Peace impudent,and fhameleffe Warwicke, Vnleffe thou refcue him from foule difpaire ?
Proud fetter vp, and puller downe of Kings, Bona. My quarrel, and this Englifh Queens,are one.
I will not hence, till with my Talke and Teares War. And mine faire Lady 'Bona,ioynes with yours.
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold Lew. And mine, with hers,and thine, and Margarets.
Thy (lye conueyance,and thy Lords falfe loue, Therefore,at laft, I firmely am refolu'd

Toft blowing a home Within. You fhall haue ayde.
For both of you are Birds of felfe-fame Feather. Mar. Let me giue humble thankes for all,at once.

Lewes. Warwicke, this is fome pofte to vs, or thee. Lew. Then Englands Meffenger, returne in Pofte,
Enter the Pofte. And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,

Poji. My Lord Ambaffador, That Lewis of France, is fending ouer Maskers
Thefe Letters are for you. Spea^es to Warmic^, To reuell it with him,and his new Bride.
Sent from your Brother MarquefTe Montague. Thou feeft what's paft,go feare thy King withall.
Thefe from our King, vnto vour Maiefty. To Lewis, Bona. Tell him, in hope hee'l proue a widower fhortly,
And Madam, thefe for you: To Margaret I weare the Willow Garland for his fake
From whom, I know not. Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are layde afide,

They all reade their Letters. And I am ready to put Armor on.
Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftris War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,

Smiles at her newes, while fVarw\c\e frownes at his. And therefore lie vn-Crowne him, er't be long.
Prince Ed. Nay marke how Lewis ftampes as he were There's thy reward, be gone. Exit Paji.

netled. I hope, all's for the beft. Lew. But Warwicke,
Lew. Warwicke,what are thy Newes? Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand men

And yours, faire Queene. Shall croffe the Seas, and bid falfe Edward battaile:
Mar. Mine fuch,as fill my heart with vnhop'd ioyes. And as occafion ferues, this Noble Queen
War. Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontent. And Prince, fhall follow with a frefh Supply.
Lew. What? has your King married the Lady Grey f Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt:

And now to footh your Forgery, and his, What Pledge haue we of thy firme Loyalty?
Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience? War. This fhall affure my conftant Loyalty,
Is this th'Alliance that he feekes with France ? That if our Queene, and this young Prince agree,
Dare he prefume to fcorne vs in this manner? He ioyne mine eldeft daughter,and my Ioy,

Mar. I told your Maiefty as much before: To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands.
This proueth Edwards Loue,and Warwickes honefty. Mar. Yes, I agree,and thanke you for your Motion.

War, King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight of heauen, Sonne Edward, fhe is Faire and Vertuous,
And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliffe, Therefore delay not, giue thy hand to Warwicke,
That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards; And with thy hand, thy faith irreuocable,
No more my King,for he difhonors me, That onely Warwickes daughter fhall be thine.
But moft himfelfe, if he could fee his fhame. Trin.Bd. Yes,I accept her, for fhe well deferues it,
Did I forget, that by the Houfe of Yorke And heere to pledge my Vow, I giue my hand.
My Father came vntimely to his death ? He giues his hand to Warw.
Did I let paffe th'abufe done to my Neece ? Lew. Why ftay we now ? Thefe foldiers ftialbe leuied,
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne? And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admirall
Did I put Henry from his Natiue Right ? Shall waft them ouer with our Royall Fleete.
And am I guerdon'd at the laft, with Shame ? I long till Edward fall by Warres mifchance,
Shame on himfelfe, for my Defert is Honor. For mocking Marriage with a. Dame of France.
And to repaire my Honor loft for him, Exeunt. Manet W'anvic^e.
I heere renounce him,and returne to Henry. War. I came from Edward as Ambaffador,
My Noble Queene, let former grudges paffe, But I returne his fworne and mortall Foe :
And henceforth, I am thy true beruitour : Matter of Marriage was the charge he gaue me,
I will reuenge his wrong to Lady 'Bona, But dreadfull Warre fhall anfwer his demand.
And replant Henry in his former ftate. Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me ?

<iMar. Warwicke, Then none but I, fhall turne his left to Sorrow.
Thefe words haue turn'd my Hate, to Loue, I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne,
And I forgiue, and quite forget old faults, And He be Cheefe to bring him downe againe :
And ioy that thou becom'ft King Henries Friend. Not that I pi tty Henries mifery,

War. So much his Friend, I,his vnfained Friend, But feeke Reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit.
That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh vs
With fome few Bands of chofen Soldiours, Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerfet, and
lie vndertake to Land them on our Coaft, Mountague.
And force the Tyrant from his feat by Warre.
'Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him. ^cb. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinke you
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray}
Hee's very likely now to fall from him, Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice?
For matching more for wanton Luft, then Honor, Cla. Alas, you know,tis farre from hence to France,

How
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How could he flay till Warw\c\e made returne ? Clarence. In chufing for your felfe,

Sam. My Lords,forbeare this talke : heere comes the You fhew'd your iudgement :
King. Which being fhallow,you fhall giue me leaue

Flounjh. To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe ;
Enter King Edward, Lady Grey, Penbrooke, Staf- And to that end,I fhortly minde to leaue you.

ford^ Hajiings ; foure ftand on one Jide, King. Leaue me,or tarry,Edward will be King,
and four'e on the other. And not be ty'd vnto his Brothers will.

Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas'd his Maieftie
Rich. And his well-chofen Bride. To rayfe my State to Title of a Queene,
Clarence. I minde to tell him plainly what I thinke. Doe me but right,and you muft all confefle,
King. Now Brother of Clarence, That I was not ignoble of Defcent,

How like you our Choyce, And meaner then my felfe haue had like fortune.
That you ftand penfiue,as balfe malecontent ? But as this Title honors me and mine,

Clarence. As well as Lewis of France, So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleating,
Or the Earle of Warwicke, Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, and with lorrow.
Which are fo weake of courage,and in iudgement, King.My Loue, forbeare to fawne vpon their frownes:
That they'le take no offence at our abufe. What danger,or what forrow can befall thee,

King. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe : So long as Edward is thy conftant friend,
They are but Lewis and Warwick?,! am Edward, And their true Soueraigne,whom they muft obey?
Your King and Warwic^es, and muft haue my will. Nay, whom they fhall obey,and loue thee too,

Rich. And fhall haue your will, becaufe our King: VnlefTe they feeke for hatred at my hands :
Yet haftie Marriage feldome proueth well. Which if they doe, yet will I keepe thee fafe,

King. Yea, Brother Richard, are you offended too ? And they fhall feele the vengeance of my wrath.
Rich. Not I : no : 'Rjch. I heare, yet fay not much, but thinke the more.

God forbid, that I fhould wifh them feuer'd,
Whom God hath ioyn'd together: Enter a Pofte.
I,and'twere pittie, to funder them,
That yoake fo well together. King. Now Meflenger, what Letters, or what Newes

King. Setting your skornes,and your miflike afide, from France f
Tell me fome realon, why the Lady Grey Poft. My Soueraigne Liege, no Letters, & few words,
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queene ? But fuch,as I (without your fpeciall pardon)
And you too, Somerfet,and zJlfountague, Dare not relate.
Speake freely what you thinke. King. Goe too, wee pardon thee :

Clarence. Then this is mine opinion : Therefore,in briefe,tell me their words,
That King Lewis becomes your Enemie, As neere as thou canft gueffe them.
For mocking him about the Marriage What anfwer makes King Lewis vnto our Letters?
Of the Lady Bona. PoSl. At my depart, thefe were his very words :

Rich. And War-rvic^e, doing what you gaue in charge, Goe tell falfe Edward,the fuppofed King,
Is now dis-honored by this new Marriage. That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers,

King. What, if both Lewis and Warwick^ be appeas'd, To reuell it with him,and his new Bride.
By fuch inuention as I can deuife? King. Is Lewis fo braue ? belike he thinkes me Henry.
Mount. Yet, to haue ioyn'd with France in fuch alliance, But what faid Lady Sana to my Marriage ?

Would more haue ftrength'ned this our Commonwealth Poft. Thefe were her words, vtt'red with mild difdaine :
'Gainft forraine ftormes, then any home-bred Marriage. Tell him,in hope hee'le proue a Widower fhortly,

Hasl. Why,knowes not Mountague, that of it felfe, He weare the Willow Garland for his fake.
England is fafe,if true within it felfe ? King. I blame not her ; fhe could fay little lefle :

Mount. But the fafer, when'tis back'd with France. She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Queene ?
Halt. 'Tis better vfmg France,then trufting France : For I haue heard, that fhe was there in place.

Letvs be back'd with God,and with the Seas, Poft. Tell him (quoth fhe)
Which he hath giu'n for fence impregnable, My mourning Weedes are done,
And with their helpes,onely defend our felues : And I am readie to put Armour on.
In them,and in our felues,our fafetie lyes. King. Belike fhe minds to play the Amazon.

Clar. For this one fpeech, Lord Hajiings well deferues But what faid Warwicke to thefe injuries ?
To haue the Heire of the Lord Hungerford. foft. He,more incens'd againft your Maieftie,

King. I, what of that? it was my will, and gravmt, Then all the reft,difcharg'd me with thefe words:
And for this once,my Will fhall ftand for Law. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,
Rich. And yet me thinks,your Grace hath not done well, And therefore lie vncrowne him,er't be long.
To giue the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales AT;'ng-.Ha?durft the Traytor breath out fo prowd words?
Vnto the Brother of your louing Bride ; Well,I will arme me, being thus fore-warn'd :
Shee better would haue fitted me,or Clarence: They fhall haue Warres,and pay for their prefumption.
But in your Bride you burie Brotherhood. But fay,is Warwicke friends with Margaret?

Clar. Or elfe you would not haue beftovv'd the Heire Poft. I, gracious Soueraigne,
Of the Lord ̂Bonuill on your new Wiues Sonne, They are fo link'd in friendfhip,
And leaue your Brothers to goe fpeede elfewhere. That yong Prince Edward marryes Warwicfe Daughter.

King. Alas,poore Clarence : is it for a Wife Clarence. Belike, the elder ;
That thou art malecontent ? I will prouide thee. Clarence will haue the younger.

Now
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Now Brother King farewell,and fit you faft, Applaud the Name of Henry, with your Leader.
For I will hence to Warwiclys other Daughter, They all cry, Henry.
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage Why then,let's on our way in filent fort,
I may not proue inferior to your felfe. for Warwick and his friends, God and Saint George.
You that loue me, and War»ic)yt follow me. Exeunt.

Exit Clarence,and Somerfet followes.
Rich. Not I : Enter three Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent.

My thoughts ayme at a further matter :
I ftay not for the loue of Edward, but the Crowne. I. Watch. Come, on my Matters, each man take his ftand,

King. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to The King by this,is fet him downe to fleepe.
Yet am I arm'd againft the worft can happen : 2. Watch. What, will he not to Bed ?
And hafte is needfull in this defp'rate cafe. I. Watch. Why,no: for he hath made a folemne Vow,
Pembrookf and Stafford, you in our behalfe Neuer to lye and take his naturall Reft,
Goe leuie men, and make prepare for Warre; Till Warvt>iclfe,or himfelfe, be quite fuppreft.
They are alreadie,or quickly will be landed: 2. Watch. To morrow then belike ihall be the day,
My felfe in perfon will ftraight follow you. If Warwick? be fo neere as men report.

Exeunt Pembroo^e and Stafford. 3. Watch. But fay,I pray, what Noble man is that,
But ere I goe}Haftings and Mountague That with the King here refteth in his Tent?
Refolue my doubt : you twaine,of all the reft, I. Watch. 'Tis the Lord Haftings, the Kings chiefeft
Are neere to Warinic^e,by bloud,and by allyance : friend.
Tell me,if you loue WarwicT^e more then me j 3. Watch. O,is it fo? but why commands the King,
If it be fo, then both depart to him : That his chiefe followers lodge in Townes about him,
I rather wifli you foes, then hollow friends. While he himfelfe keepes in the cold field ?
But if you minde to hold your true obedience, a. Watch. 'Tis the more honour, becaufe more dange-
Giue me aflurance with fbme friendly Vow, rous.
That I may neuer haue you in fufpect. 3. Watch. I, but giue me worship, and quietnefle,

exeunt. So God helpe <iMountague, as hee proues I like it better then a dangerous honor.
true. If Warwicl^e knew in what eftate he ftands,

Hatt. And Hastings, as hee fauours Edwards caufe. 'Tis to be doubted he would waken him.
King. Now,Brother Richard, will you ftand by vs ? l. Watch. Vnlefle our Halberds did /hut vp his paf-
Rich. I, in defpight of all that ftiall withftand you. fage.
King. Why fo : then am I fure of Viclorie. 2.Watch. I: wherefore elfe guard we his Royall Tent,

Now therefore let vs hence, and lofe no howre, But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes ?
Till wee meet ̂ zrwzV^,with his forreine powre.

Exeunt. Enter War-evict^, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet,
and French Souldiors, Jilent all.

Enter Warwickf and Oxford in England,
with French Souldiors. Warw. This is his Tent,and fee where ftand his Guard:

Courage my Mafters: Honor now, or neuer :
Warw. Truft me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well, But follow me,and Edward fhall be ours.

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs. I. Watch. Who goes there ?
Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 2. Watch. Stay, or thou dyeft.

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes : Warwicke and the reft cry all, Warwic^e, Warwict^e,
Speake fuddenly,my Lords,are wee all friends ? and Jet -upon the Guard, who flye,crying, Arme, Arme,

Clar. Feare not that, my Lord, Warwicl(e and the reft following them.
Warw. Then gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Warwic^e,

And welcome Somerfet : I hold it cowardize, The Drumme playing,and Trumpet founding.
To reft miftruftfull, where a Noble Heart Enter Warwic^e, Somerfet, and the reft, bringing the King
Hath pawn'd an open Hand, in figne of Loue ; out in his Gowne, jilting in a Chaire : Richard
Elfe might I thinke, that Qlarence,Edwards Brother, and Haftings Jlyes ouer the Stage.
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings: Som. What are they that flye there ?
But welcome fweet (Clarence,my Daughter ihall be thine. Warw. Richard and Haftings : let them goe, heere is
And now, what refts ? but in Nights Couerture, the Duke.
Thy Brother being careleffely encamp'd, K.Edw. The Duke?
His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about, Why Warwic^e, when wee parted,
And but attended by a fimple Guard, Thou call'dft me King.
Wee may furprize and take him at our pleafure, Warw. I, but the cafe is alter'd.
Our Scouts haue found the aduenture very eafie : When you difgrac'd me in my Embaffade,
That as Vlyffes, and ftout Diomede, Then I degraded you from being King,
With Height and manhood ftole to Rhefus Tents, And come now to create you Duke of Yorke.
And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds ; Alas, how fhould you gouerne any Kingdome,
So wee, well couer'd with the Nights black Mantle, That know not how to vfe EmbafTadors,
At vnawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, Nor how to be contented with one Wife,
And feize himfelfe : I fay not, Daughter him, Nor how to vfe your Brothers Brotherly,
For I intend but onely to furprize him. Nor how to ftudie for the Peoples Welfare,
You that will follow me to this attempt, Nor how to flirowd your felfe from Enemies ?

K.Edw. Yea,
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K.Sdw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, To faue (at leaftj the heire of Edwards right :

Art thou here too ? There fhall I reft fecure from force and fraud :
Nay then I fee, that Sdward needs muft downe. Come therefore let vs flye, while we may flye,
Yet ffanvicfa in defpight of all mifchance, If Warwicke take vs, we are fure to dye. exeunt.
Of thee thy felfe,and all thy Complices,
Edward will alwayes beare himfelfe as King : Enter Richard,Lord Haftings,and Sir William
Though Fortunes mallice ouerthrow my State, Stanley.
My minde exceedes the compaffe of her Wheele.

War-a. Then for his minde, be Edirard Englands King, Rich. Now my Lord Hajtings,and Sir William Stanley
Leaue off to wonder why I drew you hither,

off ha Crowne. Into this cheefeft Thicket of the Parke.
Thus ftand the cafe : you know our King, my Brother,

But Henry now fhall weare the Englifh Crowne, Is prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands
And be true King indeede: thou but the fhadow. He hath good vfage, and great liberty,
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requeft, And often but attended with weake guard,
See that forthwith Duke Edward be conuey'd Come hunting this way to difport himfelfe.
Vnto my Brother Arch-Bifhop of Yorke : I haue aduertis'd him by fecret meanes,
When I haue fought with Pembrool(eia.nd his fellowes, That if about this houre he make this way,
He follow you, and tell what anfwer Vnder the colour of his vfuall game,
Lewis and the Lady 'Bona fend to him. He fhall heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men,
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke. To fet him free from his Captiuitie.

They hade him out forcibly.
K.Ed.Vfhat Fates impofe, that men muft needs abide; Snter King Edwardt and a Huntjman

It boots not to refift both winde and tide. Exeunt. "with him.

Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for vs to do,
But march to London with our Soldiers? Huntjman. This way my Lord,

War. I, that's the firft thing that we haue to do, For this way lies the Game.
To free King Henry from imprifonment, King Edw. Nay this way man,
And fee him feated in the Regall Throne. exit, See where the Huntfmen ftand.

Now Brother of Glofter,Lord Haftings,and the reft,
Stand you thus clofe to fteale the Bifhops Deere ?

Enter Riuers,and Lady Gray. Rich. Brother, the time and cafe,requireth haft,
Your horfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner.

J^iu. Madam, what makes you in this fodain change? King Ed. But whether ihall we then ?
Gray. Why Brother Kilters, are you yet to learne Haft. To Lyn my Lord,

What late misfortune is befalne King Edward? And fhipt from thence to Flanders.
Riu. What lofTe of fome pitcht battell 'tZfyr&.Wel gueft beleeue me, for that was my meaning

Againft It "anric^e? K.Ed. Stanley^, will requite thy forwardnefie.
Gray. No, but the lofie of his owne Royall perfon. "Rjch. But wherefore ftay we? 'tis no time to talke.
Riu. Then is my Soueraigne fiaine ? K.Ed. Huntfman, what fay'ft thou ?
Gray. I almoft fiaine, for he is taken prifoner, Wilt thou go along?

Either betrayd by falfhood of his Guard, Huntf. Better do fo,then tarry and be hang'd.
Or by his Foe furpriz'd at vnawares : Rich. Come then away,lets ha no more adoo.
And as I further haue to vnderftand, K.Ed. Bifhop farwell,
Is new committed to the Bifhop of Yorke, Sheeld thee from Warwic^es frowne,
Fell Warwickes Brother, and by that our Foe. And pray that I may re-pofleffe the Crowne. exeunt

Riu. Thefe Newes I muft confeffe are full of greefe,
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may, Flourijh. Enter King Hairy the fixt, Clarence, Warwicke,
Warwicke may loofe, that now hath wonne the day. Somerfet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountague,
Gray. Till then,faire hope muft hinder Hues decay: and Lieutenant.

And I the rather waine me from dilpaire
For loue of Edwards Off-fpring in my wombe: K.Hen. M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends
This is it that makes me bridle paffion, Haue fhaken Edward from the Regall feate,
And beare with Mildneffe my misfortunes croffe : And turn'd my captiue ftate to libertie,
I, I, for this I draw in many a teare, My feare to hope, my forrowes vnto ioyes,
And ftop the rifing of blood-fucking fighes, At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ?
Leaft with my fighes or teares, I blaftor drowne .L/Va.Subiefts may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains
King Edwards Fruite, true heyre to th'Englifh Crowne. But,if an humble prayer may preuaile,

Riu. But Madam, I then craue pardon of your Maieftie.
Where is Warwicke then become? K.Hen. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vfing me ?

Gray. I am informed that he comes towards London, Nay,be thou fure,He well requite thy kindneffe.
To fet the Crowne once more on Henries head, For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafure :
Gueffe thou the reft, King Edwards Friends muft downe. I, fuch a pleafure,as incaged Birds
But to preuent the Tyrants violence, Conceiue; when after many moody Thoughts,
(For truft not him that hath once broken Faith) At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmonic,
lie hence forthwith vnto the Sanftuary, They quite forget their loffe of Libertie.

a But
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But Warn>icly, after God,thou fet'ft me free,
And chiefely therefore,! thanke God,and thee, Enter a Pofle.
He was the Author, thou the Instrument.
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes fpight, Warre. What newes, my friend ?
By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, Pojle. That Edwardis efcaped from your Brother,
And that the people of this bleffed Land And fled (as hee heares fince) to Burgundie.
May not be punifht with my thwarting ftarres, Warw. Vnfauorie newes : but how made he efcape ?
Warwick^,although my Head ftill weare the Crowne, fofte. He was conuey'd by Ricbard,Duke of Glofter,
I here refigne my Gouernment to thee, And the Lord Hajlings,vfho attended him
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. In fecret ambufh,on the Forreft fide,

Warn. Your Grace hath ftill beene fam'd for vertuous, And from the Bifhops Huntfmen refcu'd him :
And now may feeme as wife as vertuous, For Hunting was his dayly Exercife.
By fpying and auoiding Fortunes malice, War-a. My Brother was too careleffe of his charge.
For few men rightly temper with the Starres: But let vs hence,my Soueraigne, to prouide
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, A falue for any fore, that may betide. Exeunt.
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place.

Clar. No ffanvicfathou art worthy of the fway, e^fanet Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford.
To whom the Heau'ns in thy Natiuitie,
Adiudg'd an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, Som.My Lord,I like not of this flight of Edwards:
As likely to be bleft in Peace and Warre : For doubtlefie^argzW/i? will yeeld him helpe,
And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent. And we fhall haue more Warres befor't be long.

Wane. And I chufe Clarence onely for Protestor. As Henries late prefaging Prophecie
King.Warwicl^ and Clarence, giue me both your Hands: Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond:

Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Conflicts,
That no difiention hinder Gouernment: What may befall him, to his harme and ours.
I make you both Protestors of this Land, Therefore, Lord Oxford, to preuent the worft,
While I my felfe will lead a priuate Lite, Forthwith wee'le fend him hence to Brittanie,
And in deuotion fpend my latter dayes, Till ftormes be paft of Ciuill Enmitie.
To finnes rebuke, and my Creators prayfe. Oxf. I: for if Edward re-poflefTe the Crowne,

Warw. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes 'Tis like that Ricbmond,vi\th the reft, fhall downe.
will f Som. It fhall be fo: he fhall to Brittanie.

Clar. That he confents, if Wamict^e yeeld confent, Come therefore,let's about it fpeedily. Exeunt.
For on thy fortune I repofe my felfe.

Warm. Why then,though loth,yet muft I be content : Flourijb. Enter Edward, Richard, Haftings,
Wee'le yoake together,like a double fhadow and Souldiers.
To Henries Body.and fupply his place;
I meane,in bearing weight of Gouernment, Edtr.Now Brother Richard, Lord Haj}ings,znd the reft,
While he enioyes the Honor,and his eafe. Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends,
And CIarence,novr then it is more then needfull, And fayes,that once more I fhall enterchange
Forthwith that Edward be pronounced a Traytor, My wained ftate,for Henries Regall Crowne.
And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. Well haue we pafs'd, and now re-pafs'd the Seas,

Clar. What elfe ? and that Succeffion be determined. And brought defired helpe from Burgundie.
Warw. I, therein Clarence fhall not want his part. What then remaines,we being thus arriu'd
King. But with the firft, of all your chiefe affaires, From Rauenfpurre Hauen, before the Gates of Yorke,

Let me entreat (for I command no more) But that we enter,as into our Dukedome?
That Margaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward, Rich. The Gates made faft ?
Be fent for, to returne from France with fpeej : Brother, I like not this.
For till I fee them here, by doubtful! feare, For many-tnen that ftumble at the Threshold,
My ioy of libertie is halfe eclips'd. Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within.

Clar. It fhall bee done, my Soueraigne, with all £i/w,Tufh man,aboadments muft not now affright vs:
fpeede. By faire or foule meanes we muft enter in,

King. My Lord of Somerfet,what Youth is that, For hither will our friends repaire to vs.
Of whom you feeme to haue fo tender care ? Haft. My Liege, He knocke once more,to fummon

SomerJ. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earle of Rich- them.
mond. Enter on the Walls, the <Jlfaior of TorT^e,

King. Come hither,Englands Hope : and his 'Brethren.
Layes h& Hand on ha Head. eflfaior. My Lords,

If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth We were fore-warned of your comming,
To my diuining thoughts, And fhut the Gates, for fafetie of our felues;
This prettie Lad will proue our Countries blifle. For now we owe allegeance vnto Henry.
His Lookes are full of peacefull Maieftie, Edw. But,Mafter Maior,if Henry be your King,
His Head by nature fram'd to weare a Crowne, Yet Edward,**, the leaft,is Duke of Yorke.
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelfe <3VLaior. True, my good Lord, I know you for no
Likely in time to blefle a Regall Throne : lefle.
Make much of him,my Lords; for this is hee &/jr.Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedome,
Muft helpe you more, then you are hurt by mee. As being well content with that alone.

Rich. But
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Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Nofe, Edw. Thankes braue Mountgomery,

Hee'le foone finde meanes to make the Body follow. And thankes vnto you all:
HaR. Why, Mafter Maior, why ftand you in a doubt? It fortune ferue me, He requite this kindnefle.

Open the Gates, we are King Henries friends. Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Yorke:
Maior. I, fay you fo ? the Gates fhall then be opened. And when the Morning Sunne fhall rayfe his Carre

He defcends. Aboue the Border of this Horizon,
b. A wife ftout Captaine,and foone perfwaded. Wee'le forward towards Warwicl^e,zn& his Mates;

he good old man would faine that all were wel, For well I wot, that Henry is no Souldier.
So 'twere not long of him : but being entred, Ah froward Clarence,how euill it befeemes thee,
I doubt not I, but we fhall foone perfwade To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ?
Both him, and all his Brothers, vnto reafon. Yet as wee may, wee'le meet both thee and Warwkl^e.

Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of the Day,
Enter the <J[faior,and two And that once gotten, doubt not of large Pay. Exeunt,

Edw. So, Mafter Maior: thefe Gates muft not be fhut,
But in the Night, or in the time of Warre. Flourijh. Enter the King,Warw\cl^, Mountague,
What, feare not man, but yeeld me vp the Keyes, Clarence, Oxford, and Somerjet.

Takes his Keyes.
For Edward will defend the Towne,and thee, War. What counfaile,Lords? Edward from Belgia,
And all thofe friends, that deine to follow mee. With haftie Germanes,and blunt Hollanders,

Hath pafs'd in fafetie through the Narrow Seas,
March. Enter Mountgomerie, with Drumme And with his troupes doth march amaine to London,

and Souldiers. And many giddie people flock to him.
Rich. Brother, this is Sir lohn Mountgomerie, King. Let's leuie men, and beat him backe againe.

Our truftie friend, vnleffe I be deceiu'd. Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out,
Edtf. Welcome Sir lohn : but why come you in Which being fuffer'd,Riuers cannot quench.

Armes ? IVar. In Warwick/hire I haue true-hearted friends,
Mount. To helpe King Edward in his time of ftorme, Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre,

As euery loyall SubiecT: ought to doe. Thofe will I mufter vp : and thou Sonne Clarence
Edw. Thankes good zftfountgomerie : Shalt ftirre vp in Sufrblke,Norfolke,and in Kent,

But we now forget our Title to the Crowne, The Knights and Gentlemen,to come with thee.
And onely clayme our Dukedome, Thou Brother Mountague,\n Buckingham,
Till God pleafe to fend the reft. Northampton, and in Leicefterfhire, fhalt find

Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence againe, Men well enclin'd to heare what thou command'ft.
I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke : And thou, braue Oxford, wondrous well belou'd,
Drummer ftrike vp,and let vs march away. In Oxfordshire fhalt mufter vp thy friends.

The Drumme begins to march. My Soueraigne,with the louing Citizens,
Edw. Nay ftay,Sir lohn, a while, and wee'le debate Like to his lland,gyrtin with the Ocean,

By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer'd. Or modeft Dyan, circled with her Nymphs,
Mount. What talke you of debating ? in few words, Shall reft in London, till we come to him :

If you'le not here proclaime your felfe our King, Faire Lords take leaue,and ftand not to reply.
He leaue you to your fortune, and be gone, Farewell my Soueraigne.
To keepe them back, that come to luccour you. King. Farewell my Heftor,a.nd my Troyes true hope.
Why fhall we fight,if you pretend no Title ? Clar. In figne of truth,! kiffe your HighneiTe Hand.

Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice King. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate.
points ? Mount. Comfort, my Lord,and fo I take my leaue.

Edw. When wee grow ftronger, Oxf. And thus I feale my truth,and bid adieu.
Then wee'le make our Clayme : King. Sweet Oxford, and my louing Mountague,
Till then, 'tis wifdome to conceale our meaning. And all at once,once more a happy farewell.

Haft. Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Armes muft War. Fare well, fweet Lords, let's meet at Couentry.
rule. Exeunt.

Rich. And feareleffe minds clyme fooneft vnto Crowns. King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while.
Brother, we will proclaime you out of hand, Coulin of Exeter, what thinkes your Lordfhip ?
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. Me thinkes, the Power that Edward hath in field,

Edw. Then be it as you will: for 'tis my right, Should not be able to encounter mine.
And Henry but vfurpes the Diademe. Exet. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft.

Mount. I, now my Soueraigne fpeaketh like himfelfe, King. That's not my feare, my meed hath got me fame:
And now will I be Edwards Champion. I haue not ftopt mine eares to their demands,

Haft. Sound Trumpet, Edward fhal be here proclaim'd: Nor pofted off their fuites with flow delayes,
Come, fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation. My pittie hath beene balme to heale their wounds,

Flourijh. Sound. My mildnefTe hath allay'd their fwelling griefes,
Soul. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of My mercie dry'd their water-flowing teares.

England and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c. I haue not been defirous of their wealth,
Mount. And whofoe're gainfayes King Edwards right, Nor much oppreft them with great Sublidies,

By this I challenge him to fmgle fight. Nor forward of reuenge, though they much err'd.
Tbrowes downe ha Gauntlet. Then why fhould they loue Edward more then me?

All. Lone liue Edward the Fourth. No Exeter,thefe Graces challenge Grace :
q 2 And
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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Lambe, War. Thou art no Atlai for fo great a weight:
The Lambe will neuer ceafe to follow him. And Weakeling, Warwicty takes his gift againe,

Shout within, A Lancafter, A Lancafter. And Henry is my King, Warwickf his Subiecl.
Exet. Hearke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts are Edw. But Warwickfi King is Edwards Prifoner:

thefe ? And gallant Warwickf, doe but anfwer this,
Enter Edward and his Souldiers. What is the Body, when the Head is off?

%icb. Alas, that Warwickf had no more fore-caft,
Edw. Seize on the fhamefac'd Henry, beare him hence, But whiles he thought to fteale the fmgle Ten,

And once againe proclaime vs King of England. The King was flyly finger'd from the Deck :
You are the Fount, that makes fmall Brookes to flow, You left poore Henry at the Bifhops Pallace,
Now ftops ̂thy Spring, my Sea fhall fuck them dry, And tenne to one you'le meet him in the Tower.
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebbe. Edw. 'Tis euen fo,yet you are Warwickf ftill.
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeake. Rich. Come Warwickf,

Exit with King Henry. Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe :
And Lords,towards Couentry bend we our courfe, Nay when? ftrike now,or elfe the Iron cooles.
Where peremptorie Wan»lcl(e now remaines : War. I had rather chop this Hand off at a blow,
The Sunne ihines hot, and if we vfe delay, And with the other, fling it at thy face,
Cold biting Winter marres our hop'd-for Hay. Then beare fo low a fayle,to ftrike to thee.

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces ioyne, Edw. Sayle how thou canft,
And take the great-growne Traytor vnawares: Haue Winde and Tyde thy friend,
Braue Warriors,march amaine towards Couentry. This Hand,faft wound about thy coale-black hayre,

Exeunt. Shall, whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut off,
Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blood,

Enter PFarwicfy, the Maior of Couentry, two Wind-changing Warwickf now can change no more.
MeJJengers,and others -vpon the Walls.

Enter Oxford, with Drumme and Colours.
War. Where is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford?

How farre hence is thy Lord,mine honeft fellow? War. Oh chearefull Colours, fee where Oxford comes.
MeJJ~.i. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafter.
WOT. How farre off is our Brother Mountague ? Rich. The Gates are open, let vs enter too.

Where is the Port that came from Mountague ? Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs.
MeJf.T.. By this at Daintry, with a puifl'ant troope. Stand we in good array : for they no doubt

Enter Someruile. Will iflue out againe, and bid vs battaile ;
War. Say Someruile,what fayes my louing Sonne ? If not, the Citie being but of fmall defence,

And by thy gueffe,how nigh is Clarence now? Wee'le quickly rowze the Traitors in the fame.
Someru. At Southam I did leaue him with his forces, War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe.

And doe expect him here fome two howres hence.
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I heare his Drumme. Snter Mountague, with Drumme and Colours.
Someru. It is not his,my Lord,here Southam lyes:

The Drum your Honor heares,marcheth from Warwickf. Mount. Mountague, Mountague, for Lancafter.
War.Who fhould that be? belike vnlook'd for friends. Rich.ThoM and thy Brother both ihall buy this Treafon
Someru. They are at hand, and you fliall quickly know. Euen with the deareft blood your bodies beare.

Sdw. The harder matcht, the greater Vidlxirie,
March. Flourijh. Snter Edward, Richard, My minde prefageth happy gaine,and Conqueft.

and Souldiers.

Edw. Goe,Trumpet, to the Walls,and found a Parle. Enter Somerset, with Drumme and Colours.
Rich. See how the furly Warwickf mans the Wall.
War. Oh vnbid fpight,is fportfull Edward come ? Som. Somerjet, Somerjet, for Lancafter.

Where flept our Scouts,or how are they feduc'd, Rich. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerfet,
That we could heare no newes of his repayre. Haue fold their Liues vnto the Houfe of Torke,

Sdw. Now Warwickf, wilt thou ope the Citie Gates, And thou fhalt be the third,if this Sword hold.
Speake gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee,
Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, Enter Clarence, with Drumme and Colours.
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages?

War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, War. And loe, where George of Clarence fweepes along,
Confe/Te who fet thee vp,and pluckt thee downe, Of force enough to bid his Brother Battaile :
Call Warwickf Patron, and be penitent, With whom, in vpright zeale to right,preuailes
And thou ihalt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. More then the nature of a Brothers Loue.

Rich. I thought at leaft he would haue faid the King, Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warwickf call.
Or did he make the leaft againft his will ? Qlar. Father of Warwick, know you what this meanes ?

War. Is not a Dukedome,Sir, a goodly gift? Looke here, I throw my infamie at thee :
Rich. I,by my faith, for a poore Earle to glue, I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe,

He doe thee feruice for fo good a gift. Who gaue his blood to lyme the ftones together,
War. 'Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro- And fet vp Lancafter. Why, troweft thou, Warwickf,

ther. That C/arence\s fo harfh,fo blunt, vnnaturall,
Sdw. Why then'tis mine, if but by Warwlckes gift. To bend the fatall Inftruments of Warre

Againft
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Againft his Brother, and his lawful 1 King. The Qiaeene from France hath brought a puifTant power.
Perhaps thou wilt obiedl my holy Oath : Euen now we heard the newes: ah,could'ft thou flye.
To keepe that Oath,were more impietie, Warw. Why then 1 would not flye. Ah Mountague,
Then lephah, when he facrific'd his Daughter. If thou be there,fweet Brother, take my Hand,
I am fo forry for my Trefpas made, And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while.
That to deferue well at my Brothers hands, Thou lou'ft me not: for, Brother,if thou didft,
I here proclayme my felfe thy mortall foe : Thy teares would wafh this cold congealed blood,
With refolution, wherefoe're I meet thee, That glewes my Lippes,and will not let me fpeake.
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad^ Come quickly Mountague,or I am dead.
To plague thee, for thy foule mis-leading me. Som. Ah Warwic^e,Mountague hath breath'd his laft,
And fo,prowd-hearted ffarivic^e,! defie thee, And to the lateft gafpe,cry'd out for Warvicfy:
And to my Brother turne my blufhing Cheekes. And laid,Commend me to my valiant Brother.
Pardon me Edward,I will make amend?: And more he would haue faid,and more he fpoke,
And Richard, doe not frowne vpon my faults, Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault,
For I will henceforth be no more vnconftant. That mought not be diftinguifht : but at laft,

Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more belou'd, I well might heare, deliuered with a groane,
Then if thou neuer hadft deferu'd our hate. Oh farewell Warmic^e.

Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. Warn. Sweet reft his Soule :
Warn. Oh pafTingTraytor,periur'd and vniuft. Flye Lords, and faue your felues,
Edw. What Wartvlc^e, For Warwicfy bids you all fare well, to meet in Heauen.

Wilt thou leaue the Towne,and fight? Oxf. A way, a way, to meet the Queenes great power.
Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine Eares ? Here they beare away his 'Body. Exeunt.

Wartv. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence :
I will away towards Barnet prefently, Flourijb. Enter King Edward in triumph, with
And bid thee Battaile, Edward,\f thou dar'ft. Richard, Clarence,and the reji.

Edw. Yes Warwic^e,Edward dares,and leads the way: .K;«£r.Thus farre our fortune keepes an vpward courfe,
Lords to the field: Saint Georpe. and Vidlorie. Exeunt.o ' And we are grac'd with wreaths of Viftorie :

March. Wartficly and his companie followes. But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day,
I fpy a black fufpicious threatning Cloud,

cAlarum, and Excurjions. Enter Edward bringing That will encounter with our glorious Sunne,
forth Warwic^e wounded. Ere he attaine his eafefull Wefterne Bed :

I meane,my Lords, thofe powers that the Queene
£dw. So,lye thou there: dye thou, and dye our feare, Hath rays'd in Gallia,haue arriued our Coaft,

For Warwick? was a Bugge that fear'd vs all. And,as we heare,march on to fight with vs.
Now Mountague fit faft, I feeke for thee, Clar. A little gale will foone difperfe that Cloud,
That Warwic^es Bones may keepe thine companie. And blow it to the Source from whence it came,

Exit. Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapours vp,
Warn. Ah, who is nigh? come to me,friend,or foe, For euery Cloud engenders not a Storme.

And tell me who is Viftor, Tariff, or Wanvic^e? Rich. The Queene is valued thirtie thoufand ftrong,
Why aske I that? my mangled body fhewes, And Somerjet,\v\th Oxford,fled to her:
My blood,my want of ftrength,my ficke heart fhewes, If fhe haue time to breathe, be well afTur'd
That I muft yeeld my body to the Earth, Her fadlion will be full as ftrong as ours.
And by my fall,the conqueft to my foe. King. We are aduertis'd by our louing friends,
Thus yeelds the Cedar to the Axes edge, That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury.
Whofe Armes gaue fhelter to the Princely Eagle, We hauing now the beft at Barnet field,
Vnder whofe fhade the ramping Lyon flept, Will thither ftraight, for willingnefle rids way,
Whofe top-branch ouer-peer'd loues fpreading Tree, And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented :
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde. In euery Countie as we goe along,
Thefe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle, Strike vp the Drumme,cry courage,and away. Exeunt.
Haue beene as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne,
To fearch the fecret Treafons of the World : Flourijb. March. Enter the Queene, young
The Wrinckles in my Browes,now fill'd with blood, Sdward, Somerfet, Oxford, and
Were lik'ned oft to Kingly Sepulchers: Souldiers.
For who liu'd King, but I could digge his Graue ? Qu. Great Lords, wife men ne'r fit and waile their lofle,
And who durft fmile, when Warwic\e bent his Brow ? But chearely feeke how to redrefle their harmes.
Loe,nowmy Glory fmear'd in duft and blood. What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord,
My Parkes, my Walkes,my Manners that I had, The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft,
Euen now forfake me ; and of all my Lands, And halfe our Saylors fwallow'd in the flood?
Is nothing left me, but my bodies length. Yet liues our Pilot ftill. Is't meet, that hee
Why,what is Pompe,Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duft? Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad,
And liue we how we can,yet dye we muft. With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea,

And giue more ftrength to that which hath too much,
Enter Oxford and Somerset. Whiles in his moane,the Ship fpllts on the Rock,

Which Induftrie and Courage might haue fau'd ?
Sam. Ah Wamicfa Warwic{e,wert thou as we are, Ah what a fhame,ah what a fault were this.

We might recouer all our Lofle againe: Say Warwicfe was our Anchor: what of that?
q 3 And
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And Mountague our Top-Mart: what of him ? £>«.Lords,Knights, and Gentlemen,what I mould fay,
Our flaught'red friends, the Tackles : what of thefe ? My teares gaine-fay : for euery word I fpeake,
Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor? Ye fee I drinke the water of my eye.
And Somerfet, another goodly Maft ? Therefore no more but this: Henry your Soueraigne
The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? Is Prifoner to the Foe, his State vfurp'd,
And though vnskilfull, why not Ned and I, His Realme a flaughter-houfe, his Subiecls flaine,
For once allow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? His Statutes cancell'd,and his Treafure fpent:
We will not from the Helme, to fit and weepe, And yonder is the Wolfe, that makes this fpoyle.
But keepe our Courfe ( though the rough Winde fay no) You fight in luftice : then in Gods Name, Lords,
From Shelues and Rocks, that threaten vs with Wrack, Be valiant,and giue fignall to the fight,
As good to chide the Waues,as fpeake them faire. Alarum, Retreat, Excurjions. Exeunt.
And what is Edward,but a ruthleffeSea ?
What Clarence,\>\& a Qmck-fand of Deceit? Flourijh. Enter Edward, Richard, Queene, Clarence,
And 'Richard, but a raged fatallRocke ? Oxford, Somerfet.
All thefe, the Enemies to our poore Barke.
Say you can fwim, alas 'tis but a while : Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous Broyles.
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle ftraight :
Beftride the Rock, the Tyde will wafh you off, For Somerfet, off with his guiltie Head.
Or elfe you famiih, that's a three-fold Death. Goe beare them hence,! will not heare them fpeake,
This fpeake I (Lords) to let you vnderftand, Oxf. For my part, lie not trouble thee with words.
If cafe fome one of you would flye from vs, Som. Nor I, but ftoupe with patience to my fortune.
That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, Exeunt.
More then with ruthleffe Waues,with Sands and Rocks. Qu. So part we fadly in this troublous World,
Why courage then, what cannot be auoided, To meet with toy in fweet lerufalem.
'Twere childiih weakeneffe to lament,or feare. Edw. Is Proclamation made,That who finds Edward,

Prince. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, Shall haue a high Reward,and he his Life?
Should, if a Coward heard her fpeake thefe words, "^ich. It is, and loe where youthfull Edward comes,
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimitie,
And make him, naked, foyle a man at Armes. Enter the "Prince.
I fpeake not this, as doubting any here :
For did I but fufpedl a fearefull man, Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let vs heare him fpeake.
He fhould haue leaue to goe away betimes, What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick?
Leaft in our need he might infecl another, Edward,what fatisfadtion canft thou make,
And make him of like fpirit to himfelfe. For bearing Armes, for ftirring vp my Subiefts,
If any fuch be here, as God forbid, And all the trouble thou haft turn'd me to ?
Let him depart, before we neede his helpe. Prince. Speake like a Subiedt, prowd ambitious TTort^e.

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage, Suppofe that I am now my Fathers Mouth,
And Warriors faint, why 'twere perpetuall ihame. Refigne thy Chayre, and where I ftand,kneele thou,
Oh braue young Prince : thy famous Grandfather WhiFft I propofe the felfe-fame words to thee,
Doth liue againe in thee ; long may'ft thou Hue, Which (Traytor) thou would'ft haue me anfwer to,
To beare his Image, and renew his Glories. Qu. Ah, that thy Father had beene fo refolu'd.

Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, Rich. That you might ftill haue worne the Petticoat,
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, And ne're haue ftolne the Breech from Lancafter.
If be arife, be mock'd and wondred at. Prince. Let n&fop fable in a Winters Night,

£>u. Thankes gentle Somerfet, fweet Oxford thankes. His CurriJh Riddles forts not with this place.
Trince. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing ^ch. By Heauen,Brat, lie plague ye for that word.

elfe. £>ii. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men.
Enter Rich. For Gods fake, take away this Captiue Scold.

Prince. Nay, take away this fcolding Crooke-backe,
Mejf. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, rather.

Readie to fight: therefore be refolute. Edw. Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charme your tongue.
Oxf. I thought no lefle : it is his Policie, Gar. Vntutor'd Lad, thou art too malapert.

To hafte thus fart, to finde vs vnprouided. Prince. I know my dutie,you are all vndutifull:
Som. But hee's deceiu'd, we are in readineffe, Lafciuious Edward,and thou periur'd George,
Qu. This cheares my heart, to fee your forwardneffe. And thou mif-fhapen Dic\e,I tell ye all,
Oxf. Here pitch our Battaile, hence we will not budge. I am your better, Tray tors as ye are,

And thou vfurp'ft my Fathers right and mine.
Flourish, and march. Enter Edward, Richard, Edw. Take that, the likeneffe of this Rayler here.

Clarence, and Souldiers. Stabs him.
Rich. Sprawl'ft thou ? take that, to end thy agonie.

followers, yonder ftands the thornie Wood, Rich, ftabs him.
Which by the Heauens afiiftance,and your ftrength, Clar. And ther's for twitting me with periurie.
Muft by the Roots be hew'ne vp yet ere Night, Clar. ftabs him.
I need not adde more fuell to your fire, Qu. Oh, kill me too.
For well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them out: Rich. Marry, and fliall. Offers to kill her.
Giue fignall to the fight, and to it Lords. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we haue done too much.

Rich. Why
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Rich. Why mould (hee liue, to fill the World with The Theefe doth feare each bufli an Officer,

words. Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a bufh,
Edrr. What? doth fhee fwowne ? vfe meanes for her With trembling wings mifdoubteth euery bum;

recouerie. And I the hspleffe Male to one fweet Bird,
Rich. Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : Haue now the fatall Obiedl in my eye,

He hence to London on a ferious matter, Where my poore yong was lim'd, was caught, and kill'd.
Ere ye come there, be fure to heare fome newes. Rich. Why what a peeuiih Foole was that of Crc:et,

Cla. What? what? That taught his Sonne the office of a Fowle,
Rich Tower, the Tower. Exit. And yet for all his wings, the Foole wjs drown'd.
Qu. Oh AW, fweet AW,fpeake to thy Mother Boy. Hen. I Dedalus, my poore Boy Icartu,

Can'il thou not fpeake? O Traitors, Murtherers I Thy Father Minos, that deni'de our courfe,
They that ftabb'd Cafar, fhed no blood at all : The Sunne that fear'd the wings of my fweet Boy.
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, Thy Brother Edward, and thy Selfe, the Sea
If this foule deed were by, to equall it. Whofe enuious Gulfe did fwallow vp his life :
He was a Man; this (in refpec~t)a Childe, Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words,
And Men, ne're fpend their fury on a Childe. My breft can better brooke thy Daggers point,
What's worfe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? Then can my eares that Tragicke Hiftory.
No, no, my heart will burft,and if I fpeake, But wherefore doft thou come? Is't for my Life ?
And I will fpeake, that fo my heart may burft. Rich. Think'ft thou I am an Executioner ?
Butchers and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art,
How fweet a Plant haue you vntimely cropt: If murthering Innocents be Executing,
You haue no children (Butchers) if you had, Why then thou art an Executioner.
The thought of them would haue ftirr'd vp remorfe, Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his prefumption.
But if you euer chance to haue a Childe, Hen. Hadft thou bin kill'd, when firft y didft prefume,
Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. Thou had'ft not liu'd to kill a Sonne of mine :
As deathfmen you haue rid this fweet yong Prince. And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand,

King. Away with her, go beare her hence perforce. Which now miftruft no parcell of my feare,
£$u. Nay, neuer beare me hence, difpatch me heere : And many an old mans fighe, and many a Widdowes,

Here meath thy Sword,He pardon thee my death: And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye,
What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence do it thou. Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands,

Cla. By heauen, I will not do thee fo much eafe. Orphans, for their Parents timeles death,
£}u. Good Clarence do: fweet Qlarence do thou do it. Shall rue the houre that euer thou was't borne.
Cla.Did'ft thou not heare me fweare I would not do it? The Owle fhriek'd at thy birth, an euill figne,
£>«. I, but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe. The Night-Crow cry'de, aborting lucklefle time,

'Twas Sin before, but now 'tis Charity. Dogs howl'd, and hiddeous Tempeft mcok down Trees:
What wilt y not? Where is that diuels butcher Richard? The Rauen rook'd her on the Chimnies top,
Hard fauor'd Richard? Richard, where art thou ? And chatt'ring Pies in difmall Difcords fung :
Thou art not heere; Murther is thy Almei-deed : Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine,
Petitioners for Blood, thou ne're put'ft backe. And yet brought forth leffe then a Mothers hope,

Ed. Away I fay, I charge ye beare her hence, To wit, an indigefted and deformed lumpe,
£^u. So come to you,and yours, as to this Prince. Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree.

E xit Queene. Teeth had'ft thou in thy head, when thou was't borne,
Ed. Where's Richard gone. To fignifie, thou cam'ft to bite the world :
Qla. To London all in poft, and as I guefle, And if the reft be true, which I haue heard,

To make a bloody Supper in the Tower.
Bd. He's fodaine if a thing comes in his head. 

Thou cam'ft 
Rich. He heare no more :

Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stabbes him.
With Pay and Thankes, and let's away to London, For this (among'ft the reft) was I ordain'd.
And fee our gentle Queene how well me fares, Hen. I,and for much more Daughter after this,
By this (I hope) me hath a Sonne for me. Sxit. O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes.

Rich. What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter
Enter Henry the Jtxt, and Richard, frith the Lieutenant Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted.

on the Walles. See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death.
O may fuch purple teares be alway fhed

Rich. Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke fo From thofe that wim the downfall of our houfe.
hard ? If any fparke of Life be yet remaining,

Hen. I my good Lord : my Lord I mould fay rather, Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither.
Tis finne to flatter, Good was little better : Stabs him againe.
'Good Glofter, and good Deuill, were alike, I that haue neyther pitty,loue,nor feare,
And both prepofterous: therefore, not Good Lord. Indeed 'tis true that Henrie told me of:

Rich. Sirra, leaue vs to our felues, we muft conferre. For I haue often heard my Mother fay,
Hen. So flies the wreakleffe fhepherd from y Wolfe : I came into the world with my Legges forward.

So firft the harmleiTe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, Had I not reafon (thinke ye)to make haft,
And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. And feeke their Ruine, that vfurp'd our Right ?
What Scene of death hath Rofsitu now to Acle f The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cri'de

Rich. Sufpition alwayes haunts the guilty minde, O lefus blefie vs,he is borne with teeth,
And
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And fo I was, which plainly llgnified, Thus haue we fwept Sufpition from our Seate,
That I fhould fnarle, and bite,and play the dogge: And made our Footftoole of Security.
Then fince the Heauens haue fhap'd my Body fo, Come hither "Beffe, and let me kifle my Boy :
Let Hell make crook'd my Minde to anfwer it. Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles, and my felfe,
I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother : Haue in our Armors watcht the Winters night,
And this word [Loue] which Gray-beards call Diuine, Went all afoote in Summers fcalding heate,
Be refident in men like one another, That thou might'ir. repofierTe the Crowne in peace,
And not in me : I am my felfe alone. And of our Labours thou malt reape the gaine.
Clarence beware, thou keept'ft me from the Light, Rich. lie blaft his Harueft, if your head were laid,
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : For yet I am not look'd on in the world.
For I will buzze abroad fuch Prophefies, This fhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, to heaue,
That Edward mall be fearefull of his life, And heaue it fliall lome waight, or breake my backe,
And then to purge his feare, He be thy death. Worke thou the way, and that fhalt execute.
King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, King. Clarence and Glojler, loue my louely Queene,
Clarence thy turne is next, and then the reft, And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both.
Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. Cla. The duty that I owe vnto your Maiefty,
lie throw thy body in another roome, I Seale vpon the lips of this fweet Babe.
And Triumph Henry, in thy day of Doome. Sxit. Cla. Thanke Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks.

^Rjcb. And that I loue the tree fro whence y fprang'ft :
Flourijb. Enter King,Queens, Clarence, Richard, Hajiiugs, Witneffe the louing kifle I giue the Fruite,

Nurfe, and ̂ Attendants. To fay the truth,fo ludas kift his mafter,
And cried all haile,when as he meant all harme.

King. Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, King. Now am I feated as my foule delights,
Re-purchac'd with the Blood of Enemies : Hauing my Countries peace, and Brothers loues.
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, Cla. What will your Grace haue done with Margaret,
Haue we mow'd downe in tops of all their pride ? Reynard her Father, to the King of France
Three Dukes of Somerfet, threefold Renowne, Hath pawn'd the Sicils and lerulalem,
For hardy and vndoubted Champions : And hither haue they fent it for her ranfome.
Two Cliffords, as the Father and the Sonne, King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France :
And two Northumberlands : two brauer men, And now what refts, but that we fpend the time
Ne're fpurr'd their Courfers at the Trumpets found. With ftately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke ihewes,
With them, the two braue Beares, fFarrric^ & Montague, Such as befits the pleafure of the Court.
That in their Chaines tetter1 d the Kingly Lyon, Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell fowre annoy,
And made the Forreft tremble when they roar'd. For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. Exeunt omnes
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The Tragedy of Richard the Third:
with the Landing of Earle Richmond, and the

Battell at Bofworth Field.

'-Primus. Sccena 'Prima.

Enter Richard Ttu^e of Glofter,folia. That waites vpon your Grace?
Cla. His Maiefty tendring my perfons fafety,

Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, Hath appointed this Condudt, to conuey me to th'Tower
Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorke: Rich. Vpon what caufe ?
And all the clouds that lowr'd vpon our houfe Cla. Becaufe my name is George.
In the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. ^ich. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours :

Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, He fhould for that commit your Godfathers.
Our bruifed armes hung vp for Monuments; O belike, his Maiefty hath fome intent,
Our fterne Alarums changed to merry Meetings; That you fhould be new Chriftned in the Tower.
Our dreadfull Marches, to delightfull Meafures. But what's the matter Clarence,may I know?
Grim-vifag'd Warre, hath fmooth'd his wrinkled Front: Cla. Yea Ricbard,when I know : but I proteft
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, As yet I do not : But as I can learne,
To fright the Soules of fearfull Aduerfaries, He hearkens after Propheiies and Dreames,
He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, And from the CrofTe-row pluckes the letter G :
To the lafciuious pleafing of a Lute. And fayes, a Wizard told him, that by G,
But I, that am not fhap'd for fportiue trickes, His ifTue difinherited fhould be.
Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaffe : And for my name of George begins with G,
I, that am Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maiefty, It foliowes in his thought, that I am he.
To ftrut before a wonton ambling Nymph: Thefe (as I learne)and fuch like toyes as thefe,
I, that am curtail'd of this faire Proportion, Hath moou'd his Highnefle to commit me now.
Cheated of Feature by diffembling Nature, Rich. Why this it is, when men are rul'd by Women :
Deform'd, vn-finifh'd, fent before my time 'Tis not the King that lends you to the Tower,
Into this breathing World, fcarfe halfe made vp, My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence 'tis fhee.
And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable, That tempts him to this harfh Extremity.
That dogges barke at me, as I halt by them. Was it not fhee, and that good man of Worfhip,
Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) Anthony Woodeulle her Brother there,
Haue no delight to paffe away the time, That made him fend Lord Haftings to the Tower ?
VnlefTe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ?
And defcant on mine owne Deformity. We are not fafe Qlarence, we are not fafe.
And therefore, fmce I cannot proue a Louer, Cla. By heauen,! thinke there is no man fecure
To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken dayes, But the Queenes Kindred,and night-walking Heralds,
I am determined to proue a Villaine, That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftris Shore.
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe dayes. Heard you not what an humble Suppliant
Plots haue I laide, Inductions dangerous, Lord Haftings was, for her deliuery ?
By drunken Propheiies, Libels,and Dreames, Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitie,
To fet my Brother Clarence and the King Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie.
In deadly hate, the one againlt the other : He tell you what, I thinke it is our way,
And if King Sdirardbe as true and iuft, If we will keepein fauour with the King,
As I am Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous, To be her men,and weare her Liuery.
This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd vp: The iealous ore-worne Widdow,and her felfe,
About a Prophefie, which fayes that G, Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen,
Of Edwards heyres the murtherer fhall be. Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy.
Diue thoughts downe to my foule, here Clarence comes. Bra. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me,

His Maiefty hath ftraightly giuen in charge,
Enter Clarence, and ̂Brafyentury,guarded, That no man fhall haue priuate Conference

Brother, good day : What meanes this armed guard (Of what degree fseuer) with your Brother.
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Rich. Euen fo,and pleafe your Worfhip BrAnbury, He in to vrge his hatred more tj Clarence,

You may partake of any thing we fay : With Lyes well fteeFd with weighty Arguments,
We fpeake no Treafon man ; We fay the King And if I faile not in my deepe intent,
Is wife and vertuous, and his Noble Queene Clarence hath not another day to liue :
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire,and not iealious. Which done, God take King Edttard to his mercy,
We fay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, And leaue the world for me to bufsle in.
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafing tongue: For then, lie marry Warwickes yongeft daughter.
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle F'olkes. What though I kill'd her Husband, and her Father,
How fay you fir? can you deny all this ? The readieft way to make the Wench amends,

'Bra. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to Is to become her Husband,and her Father :
doo. The which will I, not all fo much for loue,

Rich, Naught to do with Miftris Shore ? As for another fecret clofe intent,
I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto.
(Excepting one) were beft to do it fecretly alone. But yet I run before my horfe to Market :

'Bra. What one, my Lord? Clarence ftill breathes, Sdward ftill liues and raignes,
Rich. Her Husband Knaue, would'ft thou betray me? When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines. Exit
'Bra. I do befeech your Grace

To pardon me, and withall forbeare
Your Conferenee with the Noble Duke.

Qla. We know thy charge fBrafyn6ury,and wil obey. Scena Secimda.
Rich. We are the Queenes abiecls,and muft obey.

Brother farewell, I will vnto the King,
And whatfoe're you will imploy me in,
Were it to call King Edwards Widdow, Sifter, Enter the Coarfe of Henrie thejixt with Halberds to guard it,
I will performe it to infranchife you. Lady Anne being the <^Mc-urner.
Meane time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood,
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. <iAnne. Set downe, fet downe your honourable load,

Qla. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. If Honor may be fhrowded in a Herfe ;
Rich. Well,your imprifonment fhall not be long, Whil'ft I a-while obfequioufly lament

I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you : Th'vntimely fall of Vertuous Lancafter.
Meane time, haue patience. Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King,

Cla. I muft perforce : Farewell. Exit Clar. Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter ;
Rich Go treade the path that thou fhalt ne're return: Thou bloodleffe Remnant of that Royall Blood,

Simple plaine (Clarence, I do loue thee fo, Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft,
That I will fhortly fend thy Soule to Heauen, To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne,
If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands. Wife to thy Edtrard,'to thy flaughtred Sonne,
But who comes heere? the new deliuered Haftings ? Stab'd by the felfefame hand that made thefe wounds.

Loe,in thefe windowes that let forth thy life,
Enter Lord Haftings. I powre the helpleffe Balmeof rny poore eyes.

O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes:

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to do it:
Rich. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : Cnrfed the Blood, that let this blood from hence :

Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, More direfullhap betide that hated Wretch
How hath your Lordfhip brook'd imprifonment? That makes vs wretched by the death of thee,

Haft. With patience (Noble Lord) as prifoners muft: Then I can wiih to Wolues,to Spiders,Toades,
But I fhall Hue (my Lord) to giue them thankes Or any creeping venom'd thing that liues.
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. If euer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it,

Rich. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fhall Clarence too, Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light,
For they that were your Enemies,are his, Whofe vglyand vnnaturall Afpecl
And haue preuail'd as much on him, as you, May fright the hopeful) Mother at the view,

Haft. More pitty,that the Eagles mould be mew'd, And that be Heyre to his vnhappinefle.
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. If euer he haue Wife, let her be made

Rich. What newes abroad ? More miferable by the death of him,
Haft. No newes lo bad abroad,as this at home : Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee.

The King is fickly, weake,and melancholly, Come now towards Chertley with your holy Lode,
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. Taken from Paules, to be interred there.

Rich. Now by S.Iohn,that Newes is bad indeed. And ftill as you are weary of this waight,
O he hath kept an euill Diet long, Reft you, whiles I lament King Henries Coarfe.
And ouer-much confum'd his Royall Perfon:
'Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. Snter Richard Du(e of Glofter.
Where is he, in his bed ?

Haft. He is. ^jch. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet it down.
Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. An. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this Fiend,

Sxit Haftings. To flop deuoted charitable deeds ?
He cannot liue I hope, and muft not dye, Rich. Villaines fet downe the Coarfe,or by S. Paul,
Till George be pack'd with poft-horfe vp to Heauen. He make a Coarfe of him that difobeyes.
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Gen. My Lord ftand backe, and let the Coffin paffe. That laid their guilt, vpon my guiltleffe Shoulders.
Rich. Vnmanner'd Dogge, An. Thou was't prouoked by thy bloody minde,

Stand'ft thou when I commaimd : That neuer dream'ft on ought but Butcheries:
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, Did'ft thou not kill this King ?
Or by S. Paul He ftrike thee to my Foote, Rich. I graimt ye.
And fpurne vpon thee Begger for thy boldnefle. An. Do'ft grant me Hedge-hogge,

Anne. What do you tremble? are you all affraid ? Then God graunt rne too
Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortall, Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deede,
And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. O he was gentle, milde, and vertuous.
Auant thou dreadfull minifter of Hell ; Rich. The better for the King of heauen that hath him.
Thou had'ft but power ouer his Mortall body, An. He is in heauen, where thou {halt neuer come.
His Soule thou canft not haue: Therefore be gone. Rich. Let him thanke me, that holpe to fend him thi-

Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity,be not fo curft. ther :
An. Foule Diuell, For he was fitter for that place then earth.

For Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, An. And thou vnfit for any place, but hell.
For thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell : Rich. Yes one place elfe, if you will heare me name it.
FillM it with curling cries, and deepe exclaimes : An. Some dungeon.
If thou delight to view thy heynous deeds, Rich. Your Bed-chamber.
Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries. cAti. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft.
Oh Gentlemen, fee, fee dead Henries wounds, Rich. So will it Madam, till I lye with you.
Open their congeal'd mouthes, and bleed afrefh. An. I hope fo.
Blufh,bluih, thou lumpe of fowle Deformitie: Rich. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anr.e,
For 'tis thy prefence that exhales this blood To leaue this keene encounter of our wittes,
From cold and empty Veines where no blood dwels. And fall fomething into a flower method.
Thy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturall, Is not the caufer of the timeleiTe deaths
Prouokes this Deluge moft vnnaturall. Of thefe PlantagenetifHenrie and Edward,
O God! which this Blood mad'ft, reuenge his death: As blamefull as the Executioner.
O Earth! which this Blood drink'ft, reuenge his death. An, Thou was't the caufe, and moft accurft effec-t.
Either Heau'n with Lightning ftrike the murth'rer dead : Rich. Your beauty was the caufe of that effecl :
Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, Your beauty, that did haunt me in my fleepe,
As thou doft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, To vndertake the death of all the world,
Which his Hell-gouern'd arme hath butchered. So I might liue one houre in your fweet bofome.

Rich. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, An. If I thought that, I tell thee Homicide,
Which renders good for bad, Bleffings for Curfes. Thefe Nailes fhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes.

An. Villaine,thou know'ft nor law of God nor Man, Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure y beauties wrack,
No Beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pitty. You ihould not blemifli it, if I flood by ;

Rich. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaft. As all the world is cheared by the Sunne,
An. O wonderful!, when diuels tell the truth ! So I by that : It is my day, my life.
Rich. More wonderfull, when Angels are fo angry: An. Blacke night ore-fhade thy day, & death thy life.

Vouchfafe (diuine perfection of a Woman) Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature,
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes, to giue me leaue Thou art both.
By circumftance, but to acquit my felfe. An. I would I were, to be reueng'd on thee.

An. Vouchfafe (defus'd infediion of man) Rich. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall,
Of thefe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue To be reueng'd on him that loueth thee.
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed Selfe. An. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable,

Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue To be reueng'd on him that kill'd my Husband.
Some patient leyfure to excufe my felfe. Rich. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband,

An. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, Did it to helpe thee to a better Husband.
Thou can'ft make no excufe currant, An. His better doth not breath vpon the earth.
But to hang thy felfe. Rich. He Hues, that loues thee better then he could.

Rich. By fuch difpaire, I fhould accufe my felfe. An. Name him.
An. And by difpairing /halt thou ftand excufed, Rich. Plantagenet.

For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felfe, An. Why that was he.
That did'ft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. Rich. The felfefame name, but one of better Nature.

Rich. Say that I flew them not. An. Where is he ?
An. Then fay they were not flaine : "J^icb. Heere : Spits at him.

But dead they are, and diuellifh flaue by thee. Why doft thou fpit at me.
Rich. I did not kill your Husband. An. Would it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake.
An. Why then he is aliue. Rich. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweet a place.
"fycb. Nay, he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hands. An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade.
An, In thy foule throat thou Ly'ft, Out of my fight, thou doft infeft mine eyes.

Queene <&targaret iaw Rich. Thine eyes (fweet Lady) haue infefted mine.
Thy murd'rous Faulchion fmoaking in his blood : An. Would they were Bafiliskes, to ftrike thee dead.
The which, thou once didd'ft bend againft her breft, * Rich. I would they were, that I might dye at once :
But that thy Brothers beate afide the point. For now they kill me with a liuing death.

Rich. I was prouoked by her fland'rous tongue, Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait Teares ;
For
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Sham'd their Afpefts with ftore of childifh drops : For diuers vnknowne Reafons, I befeech you,
Thefe eyes, which neuer flied remorfefull teare, Grant me this Boon.
No, when my Father Yorke, and Ednard wept, An. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too,
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made To fee you are become fo penitent.
When black-fac'd Clifford fhooke his fvrord at him. Treffel and Harvey, go along with me.
Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, Rich. Bid me farwell.
Told the fad ftorie of my Fathers death, An. 'Tis more then you deferue :
And twenty times, made paufe to fob and weepe: But iince you teach me how to flatter you,
That all the ftanders by had wet their cheekes Imagine I haue faide farewell already.
Like Trees bedaih'd with raine. In that fad time, Exit ttt>o with Anne.
My manly eyes did fcorne an humble teare : Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ?
And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, Rich. No: to White Friars, there attend my comming
Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. Exit Coarfe
I neuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy : Was euer woman in this humour vvoo'd ?
My Tongue could neuer learne fweet fmoothing word. Was euer woman in this humour wonne ?
But now thy Beauty is proposed my Fee, lie haue her, but I will not keepe her long.
My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. What? I that kill'd her Husband, and his Father,

She lookes fcornfully at him. To take her in her hearts extreameft hate,
Teach not thy lip fuch Scorne ; for it was made With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes,
For kifiing Lady, not for fuch contempt. The bleeding witnefle of my hatred by,
If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, Hauing God, her Confcience,and thefe bars againft. me,
Loe heere I lend thee this fharpe-pointed Sword, And I, no Friends to backe my fuite withall,
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breft, But the plaine Diuell, and difTembling lookes ?
And let the Soule forth that adoreth thee, And yet to winne her? All the world to nothing.
I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, Hah!
And humbly begge the death vpon my knee. Hath ihe forgot alreadie that braue Prince,

He layes bis breft open,jbe offers at with his frvord. Edtfard^htr Lord, whom I(fome three monthes fince)
Nay do not paufe : For I did kill King Henrie, Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbury?
But 'twas thy Beauty that prouoked me. A fweeter, and a louelier Gentleman,
Nay now difpatch : 'Twas I that ftabb'd yong JLdrvard, Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature :
But 'twas thy Heauenly face that fet me on. Yong, Valiant, Wife, and (no doubt)right Royal,

Shefah the Sword. The fpacious World cannot againe affoord :
Take vp the Sword againe, or take vp me. And will Jhe yet abafe her eyes on me,

An. Arife Diffembler, though I wifli thy death, That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince,
I will not be thy Executioner. And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed ?

Rich. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will do it. On me, whofe All not equals Ed-trards Moytie ?
An. I haue already. On me, that halts,and am mifliapen thus?
Rich. That was in thy rage: My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier !

Speake it againe, and euen with the word, I do miftake my perfon all this while :
This hand, which for thy loue, did kill thy Loue, Vpon my life {he findes (although I cannot,)
Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer Loue, My felfe to be a maru'llous proper man.
To both their deaths fhalt thou be acceffary. lie be at Charges for a Looking-glafTe,

cAn. I would I knew thy heart. And entertaine a fcore or two of Taylors,
l^ich. 'Tis figur'd in my tongue. To ftudy famions to adorne my body :
An. I feare me, both are falfe. Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe,
'Rjch. Then neuer Man was true. I will maintaine it with fome little coft.
An. Well, well,put vp your Sword. But firft lie turne yon Fellow in his Graue,
1(ich. Say then my Peace is made. And then returne lamenting to my Loue.
cAn. That flnlt thou know heereafter. Shine out faire Sunne, till I haue bought a glaffe,
Rich. But fhall I Hue in hope. That I may fee my Shadow as I pafle. exit.
An. All men I hope liue fo.
Vouchfafe to weare this Ring.
Rich. Looke how my Ring incompafieth thy Finger,

Euen fo thy Breft incloleth my poore heart: Scena Tertia.
Weare both of them, for both of them are thine.
And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may
But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand,
Thou doft confirme his happinefle for euer. Enter the Queene Mother, Lord Riuers,

An. What is it ? and Lord Gray.
Rich. That it may pleafe you leaue thefe fad defignes,

To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner, .Rw.Haue patience Madam, ther's no doubt his Maiefty
And prefently repayre to Crosbie Houfe : Will foone recouer his accuftom'd health.
Where (after I haue folemnly interr'd Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe,
At Chertfey Monaft'ry this Noble King, Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort,
And wet his Graue with my Repentant Teares) And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes
I will with all expedient duty fee you, Qu. If he were dead, what would betide on me?
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If he were dead, what would betide on me ? That in your outward action fhewes it felfe

Gray. No other harme, but lofle of fuch a Lord. Againft my Children, Brothers,and my Selfe,
Qu. The lofle of fuch a Lord, includes all harmes. Makes him to fend, that he may learne the ground.
Gray. The Heauens haue bleft you with a goodly Son, 1(icb. I cannot tell, the world is growne fo bad,

To be your Comforter, when he is gone. That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch.
Qu. Ah! he is yong ; and his minority Since euerie laeke became a Gentleman,

Is put vnto the truft of Richard G'.oiifter, There's many a gentle perfon made a lacke.
A man that loues not me, nor none of you. Qu. Come, come, we know your meaning Brother

"2^;«. Is it concluded he fhall be Protector ? You enuy my aduancement,and my friends: (Glofter
Qu. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: God grant we neuer may haue neede of you.

But fo it muft be, if the King mifcarry. Rich.Meane time,God grants that I haue need of you.
Our Brother is imprifon'd by your meanes,

Enter Buckingham and Derby. My felfe difgrac'd, and the Nobilitie
Held in contempt, while great Promotions

Gray.Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. Are daily giuen to ennoble thofe
Buc. Good time of day vnto your Royall Grace. That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble.
"Der. God make your Maiefty ioyful, as you haue bin Qu. By him that rais'd me to this carefull height,
Qu. The Countefie '^jcbmond,good my L.of Derby. From that contented hap which I inioy'd,

To your good prayer, will fcarfely fay, Amen. I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie
Yet Derby, notwithftanding fhee's your wife, Againft the Duke of Clarence, but haue bin
And loues not me, be you good Lord affur'd, An earneft aduocate to plead for him.
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. My Lord you do me fhamefull iniurie,

'Der. I do befeech you, either not beleeue Falfely to draw me in thefe vile fufpecls.
The enuious flanders of her falfe Accufers : Rich\ You may deny that you were not the meane
Or if fhe be accus'd on true report, Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment.
Beare with her weakneiTe, which I thinke proceeds
From wayward ficknefle.and no grounded malice. 

Riu. She may my Lord, for 
Rich. She may Lord Riuers, why who knowes not fo?

Qu, Saw you the King to day my Lord of Derby. She may do more fir then denying that:
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, She may helpe you to many faire preferments,

Are come from vifiting his Maiefty. And then deny her ayding hand therein,
Qite. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords. And lay thofe Honors on your high defert.
TSuc. Madam good hope,his Grace fpeaks chearfully. What may fhe not, /he may, I marry may ilie.
Qu. God grant him health,did you confer with him? Riu. What marry may fhe ?
Buc. I Madam, he defires to make attonement Ric. What marrie may Ihe ? Marrie with a King,

Betweene the Duke of Gloufter, and your Brothers, A Batcheller, and a handlome ftripling too,
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 1 wis your Grandam had a worfer match.
And fent to warne them to his Royall prefence. Qu. My Lord of Gloufter, I haue too long borne

Qu. Would all were well, but that will neuer be, Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes:
Ifeare our happinefie is at the height. By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie

Of thofe grorTe taunts that oft I haue endur'd.
Enter Richard. I had rather be a Countrie feruant maide

Then a great Qu^eene, with this condition,
Rich. They do me wrong,and I will not indure it, To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and ftorroed at,

Who is it that complaines vnto the King, Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene.
Thar I (forfooth) am fterne,and loue them not ?
By holy Paul, they loue his Grace but lightly, Enter old Queene Margaret.
That fill his eares with fuch diffentious Rumors.

Becaufe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God I befeech him,
Smile in mens faces, fmooth, deceiue,and cogge, Thy honor, ftate, and feate,is due to me.
Ducke with French nods, and Apifh curtefie, Rich. What? threat you me with telling of the King ?
I muft be held a rancorous Enemy. I will auouch't in prefence of the King:
Cannot a plaine man liue,and thinke no harme, I dare aduenture to be fent to th'Towre.
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus'd, 'Tis time to fpeake,
With filken, flye, insinuating lackes? My paines are quite forgot.

Grey. To who in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace? Margaret. Out Diuell,
Rich. To thee, that haft nor Honefty, nor Grace : I do remember them too well :

When haue I iniur'd thee? When done thee wrong? Thou killd'ft my Husband Henrie in the Tower,
Or thee? or thee? or any of your Faction ? And Edward my poore Son, at Tewkesburie.
A plague vpon you all. His Royall Grace Rich. Ere you were Queene,
fWhom God preferue better then you would wi/h) I,or your Husband King :
Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while, I was a packe-horle in his great affaires :
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. A weeder out of his proud Adueriaries,

Qu, Brother of Gloufter.you miftake the matter: A liberall rewarder of his Friends,
The King on his owne Royall difpofition, To royalize his blood,! fpent mine owue.
(And not prouok'd by anySutor elie) Margaret. I and much better blood
Ayming (belike)at your interiour hatred, Then his, or thine. r Rich.
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Rich. In all which time,you and your Husband Grey Their Kingdomes lo(Te,my wofull Baniihment,

Were factious, for the Houfe of Lancafter; Should all but anfwer for that peeuifh Brat ?
And Riuers,{o were you : Was not your Husband, Can Curfes pierce the Clouds,and enter Heauen?
In i^Targarets Battaile,at Saint Allans,flaine ? Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quick Curfes.
Let me put in your mindes, if you forget Though not by Warre, by Surfet dye your King,
What you haue beene ere this, and what you are : As ours by Murther,to make him a King.
Withalljwhat I haue beene,and what I am. Edward thy Sonne, that now is Prince of Wales,

£^M. A murth'rous Villaine, and fo ftill thou art. For Edward our Sonne, that was Prince of Wales,
Rich. Poore Clarence did forfake his Father fFurwic%e, Dye in his youth, by like vntimely violence.

I, and forfwore himfelfe (which lefu pardon.) Thy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene,
Q^ M. Which God reuenge. Out-liue thy glory,like my wretched felfe:
Rich. To fight on Edwards partie, for the Crowne, Long may1 ft thou liue,to wayle thy Childrens death,

And for his meede,poore Lord, he is mewed vp : And fee another, as I fee thee now,
I would to God my heart were Flint,like Edwards, Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou art ftall'd in mine.
Or Edwards foft and pittifull,like mine ; Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death,
I am too childifo foolifh for this World. And after many length'ned howres of griefe,

^.M.High thee to Hell for fhame,&leaue this World Dye neyther Mother, Wife,nor Englands Queene.
Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdome is. l^uers and Dorfef, you were (landers by,

Riu. My Lord of Glofter: in thofe bufie dayes, And fo waft thou,Lord Haftings,when my Sonne
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers:God,I pray him,
We follow'd then our Lord,our Soueraigne King, That none of you may liue his naturall age,
So fhould we you, if you fhould be our King. But by fome vnlook'd accident cut off.

Rich. If I fhould be f I had rather be a Pedler: Ricb.Haue done thy Charme,y hateful wither'd Hagge.
Farre be it from my heart, the thought thereof. QJW. And leaue out thee? ftay Dog,for y (halt heare me.

Qu. As little ioy (my Lord,/ as you fuppofe If Heauen haue any grieuous plague in ftore,
You ihould enioy, were you this Countries King, Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee,
As little ioy you may fuppofe in me, O let them keepe it, till thy finnes be ripe,
That I enioy, being the Queene thereof. And then hurle downe their indignation

Q^M. A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof, On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace.
For I am fhe.e,and altogether ioylefle : The Worme of Confcience ftill begnaw thy Soule,
I can no longer hold me patient. Thy Friends fufpecl for Traytors while thou liu'ft,
Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out, And take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends :
In fharing that which you haue pill'd from me : No fleepe clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine,
Which off you trembles not, that lookes on me ? VnlefTe it be while fome tormenting Dreame
If not, that I am Queene, you bow like Subie&s; Affrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills.
Yet that by you depos'd,you quake like Rcbells. Thou eluiih mark'd, abortiue rooting Hogge,
Ah gentle Villaine, doe not turne away. (fight ? Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natiuitie

Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch, what mak'ft thou in my The flaue of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell:
S^.M. But repetition of what thou haft marr'd, Thou flander of thy heauie Mothers Wombe,

That will I make, before I let thee goe. Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers Loynes,
Rich. Wert thou not banished, on paine of death? Thou Ragge of Honor, thou detefted -
Q^M. I was : but I doe find more paine in banifhment, Rjcb. ̂Margaret,

Then death can yeeld me here,by my abode. Q^M. Richard. Rich. Ha.
A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'ftto me, Q^M. I call thee not.
And thou a Kingdome ; all of you, allegeance : Rich. I cry thee mercie then : for I did thinke,
This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours, That thou hadft call'd me all thefe bitter names.
And all the Pleafures you vfurpe,are mine. Q.M. Why fo I did, but look'd for no reply.

Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father layd on thee, Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe.
When thou didft Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, Rich. 'Tis done by me,and ends in <JVLargaret.
And with thy fcornes drew'ft Riuers from his eyes, j^w-Thus haue you breath'd your Curfe againft your felf.
And then to dry them.gau'ft the Duke a Clowt, Q^M. Poore painted Queen, vain flourifh of my fortune,
Steep'd in the faultleffe blood of prettie Rutland: Why ftrew'ft thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider,
His Curfes then,from bitternefTe of Soule, Whofe deadly Web enlhareth thee about ?
Denounc'd againft thee, are all filne vpon thee : Foole, foole,thou whet'ft a Knife to kill thy felfe :
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. The day will come, that thou fhalt wifh for me,

^«. So iuft is God, to right the innocent. To helpe thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toade.
Haft. O,'twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, Ha/i.falfe boding Woman,end thy frantick Curfe,

And the moft mercileffe,that ere was heard of. Leaft to thy harme,thou moue our patience.
jR/a.Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. ^.Af.Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou'd mine.
1>0r/".No man but prophecied reuenge for it. .R/.Were you wel feru'd,you would be taught your duty.
<rBuct{. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. ££jM.To ferue me well,you all fliould do me duty,
S^M. What ? were you fnarling all before I came, Teach me to be your Queene, and you my Subiecls :

Ready to catch each other by the throat, O ferue me well, and teach your felues that duty.
And turne you all your hatred now on me ? Dorf. Difpute not with her, ihee is lunaticke.
Did Yorkes dread Curfe preuaile fo much with Heauen, Q^M. Peace Mafter Marqueffe,you are malapert,
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce currant.

O
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O that your yong Nobility could iudge
What'twere to lofe it, and be miferable. Enter Catesby.
They that ftand high, haue many blafts to (hake them,
And if they fall, they dafh themfelues to peeces. Gates. Madam, his Maiefty doth call for you,

Rich. Good courifaile marry, learne it, learne it Mar- And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord,
quefTe. £>jf. Catesby I come, Lords will you go with mee.

Dor. It touches you my Lord, as much as me. Riu. We wait vpon your Grace,
Rich. I, and much more : but I was borne fo high: Exeunt all but Glofter.

Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top, Rich. I do the wrong, and firft begin to brawle.
And dallies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne. The fecret Mifcheefes that I fet abroach,

Mar. And turnes the Sun to fliade : alas,alas, I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others.
Witnefle my Sonne, now in the fhade of death, Clarence, who I indeede haue caft in darkneffe,
Whofe bright out-fliining beames, thy cloudy wrath I do beweepe to many fimple Guiles,
Hath in eternall darknefle folded vp. Namely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham,
Your ayery buildeth in our ayeries Neft: And tell them 'tis the Queene,and her Allies,
O God that feeft it, do not fuffer it, That ftirre the King againft the Duke my Brother.
As it is wonne with blood, loft be it fo. Now they beleeue it, and withall whet me

Buc. Peace, peace for {name : If not, for Charity. To be reueng'd on Riuers, Dorj'et,Grey.
Mar. Vrge neither charity,nor fhame to me: But then I figh, and with a peece of Scripture,

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, Tell them that God bids vs do good for euill :
And (hamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd. And thus I cloath my naked Villanie
My Charity is outrage, Life my fhame, With odde old ends, ftolne forth of holy Writ,
And in that fhame, ftill liue my forrowes rage. And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the deuill.

'Buc, Haue done,haue done.
Mar. O Princely Buckingham, He kiffe thy hand, Enter tiro murtherers.

In ligne of League and amity with thee : But foft, heere come my Executioners,
Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houfe : How now my hardy ftout refolued Mates,
Thy Garments are not fpotted with our blood : Are you now going to difpatch this thing?
Nor thou within the eompafTe of my curfe. fj/.We are my Lord,and come to haue the Warrant,

°:Buc. Nor no one heere : for Curfes neuer paffe That we may be admitted where he is.
The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. Ric. Well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me:

Mar. I will not thinke but they afcend the sky, When you haue done, repayre to Crosby place;
And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. But firs be fodaine in the execution,
O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleade;
Looke when he fawnes, he bites; and when he bites, For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhappes
His venom tooth will rankle to the death, May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him.
Haue not to do with him, beware of him, Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftand to prate,
Sinne, death,and hell haue fet their markes on him, Talkers are no good dooers, be aiTur'd:
And all their Minifters attend on him. We go to vfe our hands,and not our tongues.

^cb. What doth me fay, my Lord of Buckingham. Rich. Your eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Fooles eyes
Buc. Nothing that I reipedl my gracious Lord. fall Teares:
Mar. What doft thou fcorne me I like you Lads,about your bufineiTe ftraight.

For my gentle counfell ? Go, go, difpatch.
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from. Vil. We will my Noble Lord.
O but remember this another day :
When he mall fplit thy very heart with forrow :
And fay (poore Margaret Jwas a Propheteffe :
Liue each of you the fubiects to his hate, Scena Quarta.
And he to yours, and all of you to Gods. Exit.

Buc. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her cuvfes.
Riu. And fo doth mine, I mufe why fhe's at libertie.
Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, Enter Clarence and Keeper.

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day.
j My part thereof, that I haue done to her. Cla. O,I haue paft a miferable night,

Mar. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. So full of fearefull Dreames, of vgly fights,
Rich. Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrong: That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man,

I was too hot, to do fomebody good, I would not fpend another fuch a night
That is too cold in thinking of it now: Though 'twere to buy a world of happy dales:
Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : So full of difmall terror was the time.
He is frank'd vp to fatting for his paines, Keef.What was your dream my Lord, I pray you tel me
God pardon them, that are the cauie thereof. C/a.Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower,

Riu. A vertuous,and a Chriftian-like conclufion And was embark'd to crofle to Burgundy,
To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. And in my company my Brother Gloufter,

Rich. So do I euer, being well aduis'd. Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke,
Speakes to himfelfe. Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd toward England,

For had I curft now, I had curft my felfe. And cited vp a thoufand heauy times,
r a During
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter Princes haue but their Titles for their Glories,
That had befalne vs.As we pac'd along An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle,
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, And for vnfelt Imaginations
Me thought that Gloufter {tumbled,and in falling They often feele a world of reftleffe Cares :
Strooke me (that thought to ftay hiirOouer-boord, So that betweene their Titles, and low Name,
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. There's nothing differs, but the outward fame.
O Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne,
What dreadfull noife of water in mine eares, Enter treo <^Turtberers.
What rights of vgly death within mine eyes.
Me thoughts, I faw a thoufand fearfull wrackes : i. Mur. Ho, who's heere f
A thoufand men that Fifhes gnaw'd vpon : 'Bra. What would'ft thou Fellow ? And how camm'ft
Wedges of Gold., great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, thou hither.
Ineftimable Stones, vnvalewed Jewels, 2.e/W«r. I would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hi-
All fcattred in the bottome of the Sea, ther on my Legges.
Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes Bra. What fo breefe?
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept i. 'Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious :
(As 'twere in fcorne of eyes) reflecting Gemrnes, Let him fee our Commiffion,and talke no more. Reads
That woo'd the flimy bottome of the deepe, 'Bra. I am in this, commanded to deliuer
And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcattred by. The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands.

Keep. Had you fuch leyfure in the time of death I will not reafon what is meant heereby,
To gaze vpon thefe fecrets of the deepe ? Becaufe I will be guiltleffe from the meaning.

Cla. Me thought I had, and often did I ftriue There lies the Duke afleepe,and there the Keyes.
To yeeld the Ghoft : but ftill the enuious Flood lie to the King, and fignifie to him,
Stop'd in my foule, and would not let it forth That thus I haue refign'd to you my charge. Exit.
To find the empty, vaft, and wand'ring ayre : i You may fir, 'tis a point of wifedome :
But fmother'd it within my panting bulke, Far you well.
Who almoft burft, to belch it in the Sea. 2 What, fhall we ftab him as he fleepes.

Keep. Awak'd you not in this fore Agony? i No : hee'l fay 'twas done cowardly, when he wakes
Clar. No, no, my Dreame was lengthen'd after life. 2 Why he fliall neuer wake, vntill the great Judge-

O then, began the Tempeftto my Soule. ment day.
I paft fine thought) the Melancholly Flood, i Why then hee'l fay, we ftab'd him fleeping.
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 2 The vrging of that word ludgement, hath bred a
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night. kinde of remorfe in me.
The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foule, i What? art thou affraid ?
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwicke, 2 Not to kill him, hauing a Warrant,
Who fpake alowd : What fcourge for Periurie, But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which
Can this darke Monarchy affoord falfe Clarence'? No Warrant can defend me.
And fo he vaniih'd. Then came wand'ring by, i I thought thou had'ft bin refolute.
A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre 2 So I am, to let him liue.
Dabbel'd in blood,and he fhriek'd out alowd i He backe to the Duke of Gloufter, and tell him fo.
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, periur'd Clarence, 2 Nay, I prythee ftay a little :
That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewkesbury: J hope this paffionate humor of mine, will change,
Seize on him Furies, take him vnto Torment. It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty.
With that (me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends I How do'ft thou feele thy felfe now ?
Inuiron'd me, and howled in mine eares 2 Some certaine dregges of confcience are yet with-
Such hiddeous cries, that with the very Noife, in mee.
I (trembling) wak'd, and for a feafon after, I Remember our Reward, when the deed's done.
Could not beleeue, but that I was in Hell, 2 Come, he dies : I had forgot the Reward.
Such terrible Imprefsion made my Dreame. i Where's thy confcience now.

Keep. No maruell Lord, though it affrighted you, 2 O, in the Duke of Gloufters purfe.
I am affraid fme thinkes) to heareyou tell it. I When hee opens his purfe to giue vs our Reward,

Cla. Ah Keeper,Keeper, I haue done thefe things thy Confcience flyes out.
(That now giue euidence againft my Soule) 2 'Tis no matter, let it goe : There's few or none will
For Edwards fake, and fee how he requits mee. entertaine it.
O God! if my deepe prayres cannot appeafe thee, i What if it come to thee againe ?
But thou wilt be aueng'd on my mifdeeds, 2 He not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward :
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : A man cannot fteale, but it accufeth him : A man cannot
O fpare my guiltleffe Wife, and my poore children. Sweare, but it Checkes him ; A man cannot lye with his
Keeper, I prythee fit by me a-while, Neighbours Wife, but it dete&s him. 'Tis a bluming
My Soule is heauy,and I faine would fleepe. ihamefac'd fpirit, that mutinies in a mans bofome : It

Keef\ will my Lord, God giue your Grace good reft. filles a man full of Obftacles. It made me once reftore a
Purffe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggars any

Enter Bra^enbury the Lieutenant. man that keepes it : It is turn'd out of Townes and Citi-
tles for a dangerous thing, and euery man that means to

'Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and repofing houres, liue well, endeuours to truft to himfelfe, and liue with-
Makes the Night Morning,and the Noon-tide night: out it.

i 'Tis
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I Tis euen now at my elbow, perfwading me not to For in that finne, he is as deepe as I.

kill the Dkue. If God will be auenged for the deed,
a Take the diuell in thy minde,and beleeue him not: O know you yet, he doth it publiquely,

He would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh. Take not the quarrell from his powrefull arme :
I I am ftrong fram'd,he cannot preuaile with me. He needs no indirect, or lawleffe courfe,
2 Spoke like a tall man, that refpedts thy reputation. To cut off thofe that haue offended him.

Come,ftiall we fall to worke? i Who made thee then a bloudy minifter,
I Take him on the Coftard, with the hiltes of thy When gallant Ipringing braue Plantagenet,

Sword,and then throw him into the Malmefey-Butte in That Princely Nouice was ftrucke dead by thee ?
the next roome. Cla. My Brothers loue, the Diuell, and my Rage.

a O excellent deuice; and make a fop of him. i Thy Brothers Loue, our Duty, and thy Faults,
i Soft, he wakes. Prouoke vs hither now, to (laughter thee.
2 Strike. Cla. If you do loue my Brother, hate not me :
I No, wee'l reafon with him. I am his Brother, and I loue him well.
Cla. Where art thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine. If you are hyr'd for meed, go backe againe,
2 You fliall haue Wine enough my Lord anon. And I will fend you to my Brother Gloufter:
Cla. In Gods name, what art thou ? Who Ihall reward you better for my life,
i A man, as you are. Then Ed\vardvi\\\ for tydings of my death.
Cla. But not as I am Royall. 2 You are deceiu'd,
i Nor you as we are, Loyall. Your Brother Gloufter hates you.
Cla. Thy voice is Thunder, but thy looks are humble. Cla. Oh no, he loues me, and he holds me deere :
i My voice is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. Go you to him from me.
Cla. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeake ? i I fo we will.

Your eyes do menace me : why looke you pale ? Cla. Tell him,when that our Princely Father Yorke,
Who fent you hither? Wherefore do you come? Bleft his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme,

2 To, to, to 
Cla. To murther me ? 

He little thought of this diuided Friendfhip :
Bid Gloufter thinke on this, and he will weepe.

"Both. 1,1. i I Milftones, as he leffoned vs to weepe.
Cla. You fcarfely haue the hearts to tell me fo, Cla. O do not flander him, for he is kinde.

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. I Right,as Snow in Harueft :
Wherein my Friends haue I offended you ? Come, you deceiue your felfe,

I Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 'Tis he that fends vs to deftroy you heere.
Cla. I Ihall be reconcil'd to him againe. Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune,
2 Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. And hugg'd me in his armes, and fwore with fobs,
Cla. Are you drawne forth among a world of men That he would labour my deliuery.

To flay the innocent? What is my offence f i Why fo he doth, when he deliuers you
Where is the Euidence that doth accufe me? From this earths thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen.
What lawful 1 Queft haue giuen their Verdidl vp 2 Make peace with God,for you muft die my Lord.
Vnto the frowning ludge? Or who pronounc'd Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your foules,
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, To counfaile me to make my peace with God,
Before I be conuidl by courfe of Law ? And are you yet to your owne foules fo blinde,
To threaten me with death, is moft vnlawfull. That you will warre with God,by murd'ring me.
I charge you, as you hope for any goodneffe, O firs confider, they thatfetyou on
That you depart, and lay no hands on me : To do this deede, will hate you for the deede.
The deed you vndertakeis damnable. 2 What Ihall we do ?

i What we will do, we do vpon command. Clar. Relent,and faue your foules :
2 And he that hath commanded, is our King. Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne,
Cla. Erroneous Vaffals, the great King of Kings Being pent from Liberty,as I am now,

Hath in the Table of his Law commanded If two fuch murtherers as your felues came to you,
That thou /halt do no murther. Will you then Would not intreat for life, as you would begge
Spume at his Edift, and fulfill a Mans? Were you in my diftreffe.
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand, I Relent? no: 'Tis cowardly and womaniih.
To hurJe vpon their heads that breake his Law. Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,diuellifh :

2 And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, My Friend, I fpy fome pitty in thy lookes :
For falfe Forfwearing,and for murther too: O, if thine eye be not a Flatterer,
Thou did'ft receiue the Sacrament, to fight Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mee,
In quarrell of the Houfe of Lancaster. A begging Prince, what begger pit ties not.

i And like a Traitor to the name of God, 2 Looke behinde you,my Lord.
Did'ft breake that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, i Take that,and that,if all this will not do, Stabs him.
Vnrip'ft the Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. lie drowne you in the Malmefey-But within. Exit.

2 Whom thou was't fworne to cherifh and defend. 2 A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht:
I How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs, How faine (like P/Az/f)would I waih my hands

When thou haft broke it in fuch deere degree ? Of this moft greeuous murther. Enter i.Murtberer
Cla. Alas! for whofe fake did I that ill deede ? i How now? what mean'ft thou that thou help'ft me

For Sdward, for my Brother, for his fake. not ? By Heauen the Duke ihall know how flacke you
He fends you not to murther me for this: haue beene.
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z.c^far.I would he knew that I had fau'd his brother,

Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, Enter I(atclijfe, and Glofter.
For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit.

i .Mur. So do not I : go Coward as thou art. Rich.Good morrow to my Soueraigne King & Queen
Well, He go hide the body in fome hole. And Princely Peeres, a happy time of day.
Till that the Dukegiue order for his buriall: King, Happy indeed,as we haue fpent the day:
And when I haue my meede, I will away, Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity,
For this will out,and then I muft not ftay. Exit Made peace of enmity, faire loue of hate,

Betweene thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peeres.
Rich. A bleffed labour my moft Soueraigne Lord:

AffiusSecundus. Sccena'Trima. Among this Princely heape, if any heereBy falfe intelligence, or wrong furmize
Hold me a Foe : If I vnwillingly,or in my rage,
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne,

Flourifh. To any in this prefence, I defire
Enter the King Jtci(e, the Queene, Lord To reconcile me to his Friendly peace :

^Dorfet, Riuers, Haftings, Gatesby, 'Tis death to me to be at enmitie :
'"Buckingham, Wooduill. I hate it,and defire all good mens loue,

Firft Madam, I intreate true peace of you,
King. Why fo : now haue I done a good daies work. Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice.

You Peeres,continue this vnited League: Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham,
I, euery day expect an Embaflage If euer any grudge were Jodg'd betweene vs.
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. Of you and you, Lord Riuers and of\Dorfet,
And more to peace my foule ihall part to heauen, That all without defert haue frown'd on me :
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. Of you Lord Wooduill, and Lord Scales of you,
Dorjet and Riuers, take each others hand, Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed of all.
Diffemble not your hatred, Sweare your loue. I do not know that Englishman aliue,

Riu.Ey heauen,my foule is purg'd from grudging hate With whom my foule is any iot at oddes,
And with my hand I feale my true hearts Loue. More then the Infant that is borne to night:

Haft. So thriue I, as I truly fweare the like. I thanke my God for my Humility.
King. Take heed you dally not before your King, Qu. A holy day fhall this be kept heereafter :

Left he that is the fupreme King of Kings I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded.
Confound your hidden falihood,and award My Soueraigne Lord, I do befeech your Highneffe
Either of you to be the others end. To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace.

Haft. So profper I, as I fweare perfect loue. Rich. Why Madam, haue I offred loue for this,
Ri. And I, as I loue Haftings with my heart, To be fo flowted in this Royall prefence?
King. Madam,your felfe is not exempt from this : Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? They

Nor you Sonne Dorfet, ^Buc^ingham nor you ; You do him iniurieto fcorne his Coarle. allftart.
You haue bene factious one againft the other. King. Who knowes not he is dead ?
Wife,loue Lord Haftings,let him kiffe your hand, Who knowes he is ?
And what you do, do it vnfeignedly. £h. All-feeing heauen, what a world is this?

Qu. There Haftings,1 will neuer more remember Buc. Looke I fo pale Lord Dorjet, as the reft?
Our former hatred,fo thriue I, and mine. Dor. I my good Lord,and no man in the prefence,

King. Dorfet, imbrace him: But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes.
Haftings, loue Lord Marqueffe. King. Is Clarence dead f The Order was reuerft.

'Dor. This interchange of loue, I heere proteft Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed,
Vpon my part,/hall be inuiolable. And that a winged Mercurie did beare :

Haft. And fo fweare I. Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand,
King. Now Princely ̂uclyngbam, feale y this league That came too lagge to fee him buried.

With thy embracements to my wiues Allies, God grant, that fome leffe Noble,and leffe Loyall,
And make me happy in your vnity. Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not in blood,

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did,
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue, And yet go currant from Sufpition.
Doth cheriffi you,and yours, God puniih me
With hate in thofe where I expect moftloue, Enter Earle of Derby.
When I haue moft need to imploy a Friend, Dtr. A boone my Soueraigne for my feruice done.
And moftaffured that he is a Friend, King. I prethee peace, my foule is full of forrow.
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, T>er. I will not rife, vnleffe your Highnes heare me,
Be he vnto me : This do I begge of heauen, King. Then fay at once, what is it thou requefts.
When I am cold in loue, to you,or yours. Embrace IDer. The forfeit (Soueraigne) of my feruants life,

King. A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buctyngham Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman,
Is this thy Vow, vnto my fickely heart: Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke.
There wanteth now our Brother Glofter heere, King. Haue I a tongue to doome my Brothers death?
To make the bleffed period of this peace. And /hall that tongue giue pardon to a flaue ?

Buc. And in good time, My Brother kill'd no man, his fault was Thought,
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratc!rffe,and the Duke. And yet his punifhment was bitter death.

Who
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Who fued to me for him ? Who (in my wrath) Told me, the King prouok'd to it by the Queene,
Kneel'd and my feet, and bid me be aduis'd ? Deuis'd impeachments to imprifon him ;
Who fpoke of Brother-hood? who fpoke of loue ? And when my Vnckle told me fo, he wept,
Who told me how the poore foule did forfake And pittied me,and kindly kift my cheeke:
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me? Bad me rely on him, as on my Father,
Who told me in the field at Tewkesbury, And he would loue me deerely as a childe.
When Oxford had me downe, he refcued me : Dut. Ah! that Deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fliape,
And faid deare Brother Hue, and be a King p. And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice.
Who told me, when we both Jay in the Field, He is my fonne, I,and therein my fhame,
Frozen(almoft)to death, how he did lap me Yet from my dugges,he drew not this deceit.
Euen in his Garments, and did giue himfelfe Boy. Thinke you my Vnkle did diffemble Grandam?
(All thin and naked) to the numbe cold night ? Dut. I Boy.
All this from my Remembrance, bruti/h wrath Boy. I cannot thinke it. Hearke,what noife is this?
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you.
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. Enter the Queene mith her haire about her ears,
But when your Carters,or your wayting Vaflalls Riuers & Dorfet after her.
Haue done a drunken Slaughaer,and defac'd
The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, QU. Ah' who /hall hinder me to waile and weepe ?
You ftraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, To chide my Fortune,and torment my Selfe.
And I fvniuftly too) muft grant it you. lie ioyne with blacke difpaire againft my Soule,
But for my Brother, not a man would fpeake, And to my felfe, become an enemie.
Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe Dut. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience ?
For him poore Soule. The proudeft of you all, Qu. To make an act of Tragicke violence.
Haue bin beholding to him in his lite : Edward my Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead.
Yet none of you, would onee begge for his life. Why grow the Branches, when the Roote is gone?
O God! J feare thy iuftice will take hold Why wither not the leaues that want their fap ?
On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. If you will Hue, Lament: if dye, be breefe,
Come Haftings helpe me to my Cloffet. That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings,
Ah poore Clarence. Exeunt fame with K.& £(neen. Or like obedient Subiefts follow him,

Rich. This is the fruics of ra/hnes: Markt you not, To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night.
How that the guilty Kindred of the Queene Dut. Ah fo much intereft hauein thy forrow,
Look'd pale,when they did heare of Clarence death. As I had Title in thy Noble Husband :
O! they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, I haue be wept a worthy Husbands death,
God will reuenge it. Come Lords will you go, And liu'd with looking on his Images:
To comfort Sdrrard with our company. But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance,

Buc. We wait vpon your Grace. exeunt. Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant death,
And I for comfort, haue but one filfe Glaffe,
That greeues me, when I fee my fhame in him.
Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother,

Scena Secunda. And haft the comfort of thy Children left,
But death hath fnatch'd my Husband from mine Armes,
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands,
Clarence,and Sdward. O, what caufe haue I,

Enter the old Dutcbejje of Torl^e, with the ttvo (Thine being but a moity of my moane^)
children of Clarence. To ouer-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries.

"Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death :
Edt». Good Grandam tell vs,is our Father dead? How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ?
Dutch. No Boy. Daugb. Our fatherleffe diftreffe was left vnmoan'd,
T>augh. Why do weepe fo oft? And beate your Breft? Your widdow-dolour, likewife be vnwept.

And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. Qu. Giue me no helpe in Lamentation,
Boy. Why do you looke on vs, and fhake your head, I am not barren to bring forth complaints:

And call vs Orphans, Wretches, Caftawayes, All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,
If that our Noble Father were aliue ? That I being gouern'd by the waterie Moone,

Dut. My pretty Co(ins,you miftake me both, May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the World.
I do lament the fickneiTe of the King, Ah, for my Husband,for my deere Lord Edrcard.
As loath to lofe him, not your Fathers death: Chil. Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence.
It were loft forrow to waile one that's loft. Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence.

'Boy. Then you conclude, (my Grandam) he is dead: £)u. What ftay had I but Edward,and hee's gone ?
The King mine Vnckle is too blame for it. Chil. What ftay had we but Clarence? and he's gone.
God will reuenge it, whom I will importune Dut. What ftayes had I, but they ? and they are gone.
With earneft prayers,all to that effect, Ou. Was neuer widdow had fo deere a loffe.

Daugb. And ib will I. Chil. Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a lofle.
Dut.Peace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. Dut. Was neuer Mother had fo deere a loffe.

Incapeable, and mallow Innocents, AJas! I am the Mother of thefe Greefes,
You cannot gueffe who caus'd your Fathers death. Their woes are parcell'd, mine is general!.

Soy. Grandam we can: for my good Vnkle Glofter She for an Edrrard weepes,and fo do I :
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\ for a Clare-nee weepes, fo doth not fhee : Manet Buckingham, and ̂Sjchard.
Thefe Babes for Clarence weepe, fo do not they. 'Buc. My Lord, who euer iournies to the Prince,
Alas! you three,on me threefold diftreft : For God fake let not vs two ftay at home :
Power all your teares, I am your forrowes Nurfe, For by the way, He fort occafion,
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. As Index to the ftory we late talk'd of,

Dor. Comfort deere Mother,God is much difpleas'd, To part the Qu_eenes proud Kindred from the Prince.
That you take with vnthankfulneffe his doing. Rich. My other felfe, my Counfailes Confiftory,
In common worldly things, 'tis call'd vngratefull, My Oracle, My Prophet, my deere Cofin,
With dull vnwillingneffe to repay a debt, I,as a childe, will go by thy direction,
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent: Toward London then, for wee'l not ftay behinde. Exeunt
Much more to be thus oppofite with heauen,
For it requires the Royall debt it lent you.

Rmers. Madam,bethinke you like a careful! Mother
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend ftraight for him, Seen a Tertia.
Let him be Crown'd, in him your comfort Hues.
Drowne defperate forrow in dead Edwards graue,
And plant your ioyes in liuing Edwards Throne.

Enter one Citizen at one doore, and another at

Enter 'Rjchard, '"Buckingham, Derbie, Ha- the other.
ftings,and Rate life.

i-Cit. Good morrow Neighbour, whether away fo
Rich. Sifter haue comfort, all of vs haue caufe faft?

To waile the dimming of our ihining Starre : 2.C/Y. I promife you, I fcarfely know my felfe :
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. Heare you the newes abroad ?
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you mercie, i. Yes, that the King is dead.
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 2. Ill newes byrlady, feldome comes the better :
I craue your Bleffing. I feare, I feare, 'twill proue a giddy world.

Dut. God blefle thee, and put meeknes in thy breaft, Enter another Citizen.
Loue Charity, Obedience, and true Dutie. 3. Neighbours, God fpeed.

Rich* Amen,and make me die a good old man, i. Giue you good morrow fir.
That is the butt-end of a Mothers bleffing ; 3. Doth the newes hold of good king Edwards death?
I maruell that her Grace did leaue it out. 2. I fir, it is too true, God helpe the while.

Buc. You dowdy-Princes, & hart-forowing-Peeres, 3. Then Matters looke to fee a troublous world.
That beare this heauie mutuall loade of Moane, i. No,no,by Gods good grar.e,his Son fhall reigne.
Now cheere each other,in each others Loue: 3. Woe to that Land that's gouern'd by a Childe.
Though we haue fpent our Harueft of this King, 2. In him there is a hope of Gouernment,
We are to reape the Harueft of his Sonne. Which in his nonage, counfell vnder him,
The broken rancour of your high-fwolne hates, And in his full and ripened yeares, himfelfe
But lately fplinter'd, knit,and ioyn'd together, No doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne well.
Muft gently be preferu'd,cherimt. and kept : i. So flood the State, when Henry the fixt
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine, Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine months old.
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 3. Stood the State fo ? No,no,good friends,God wot
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. For then this Land was famoufly enrich'd

Riuers. Why with fome little Traine, With politike graue Counfell; then the King
My Lord ofBuckingham ? Had vertuous Vnkles to protect his Grace.

'Buc. Marrie my Lord,leaft by a multitude, i. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother.
The new-heal'd wound of Malice fhould breake out, 3. Better it were they all came by his Father:
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, Or by his Father there were none at all :
By how much the eftate is greene,and yet vngouern'd. For emulation, who fhall now be neereft,
Where euery Horfe beares his commanding Reine, Will touch vs all too neere,if God preuent not.
And may diredl his courfe as pleafe himfelfe, O full of danger is the Duke of Gloufter,
As well the feare of harme, as harme apparant, And the Queenes Sons,and Brothers,haught and proud:
In my opinion, ought to be preuented. And were they to be rul'd,and not to rule,

Rich. I hope the King made peace with all of vs, This iickly Land, might folace as before.
And the compadt is firme,and true in me. i. Come,come, we feare the worft : all will be well.

Riu. And fo in me,and fo (I thinke)in all. 3.When Clouds are feen,wifemen put on their clokes;
Yet fince it is but greene, it fhould be put When great leaues fall, then Winter is at hand ;
To no apparant likely-hood of breach, When the Sun fets,who doth not looke for night ?
Which haply by much company might be vrg'd : Vntimely ftormes, makes men expert a Dearth :
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, All may be well; but if God fort it fo,
That it is meete fo few fhould fetch the Prince. 'Tis more then we deferue,or I expeft.

Haft. And fo fay I. 2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare:
Rich. Then be it fo, and go we to determine You cannot reafon ('almcft)with a man,

Who they fhall be that ftrait fhall pofte to London. That lookes not heauily,and full of dread.
Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go 3. Before the dayes of Change, ftill is it fo,
To glue your cenfures in this bufineffe. Exeunt. By a diuine inftinel:, mens mindes miftruft

Enfuing
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Purfuing danger : as by proofe we fee Arch. For what offence ?
The Water fwell before a boyft'rous ftorme : <JV[eJ. The fumme of all I can, I haue difclos'd :
But leaue it all to God. Whither away ? Why,or for what, the Nobles were committed,

2 Marry we were fent for to the luftices. Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lord.
3 And lo was I: He beareyou company. Exennt. £)a. Aye mej I fee the ruine of my Houfe :

The Tyger now hath feiz'd the gentle Hinde,
Infulting Tiranny beginnes to lutt
Vpon the innocent and aweleffe Throne :

Scena Quarta. Welcome DeftrucYion, Blood, and MafTacre,
I fee (as in a Map) the end of all.

Dut. Accurfed,and vnquiet wrangling dayes,
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld?

Enter Arch-bifbop ,y°ng Torl^e, the Queens, My Husband loft his life, to get the Crowne,
and the DutcbeJ/e. And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft

For me to ioy,and weepe, their gaine and loffe.
Arch. Laft night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, And being feated, and Domefticke broyles

And at Northampton they do reft to night: Cleane ouer-blowne, themfelues the Conquerors,
To morrow, or next day,they will be heere. Make warre vpon themfelues,Brother to Brother;

Dut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince : Blood to blood, felfe againft felfe : O prepoftorous
I hope he is much growne fince laft I faw him. And franticke outrage, end thy damned fpleene,

Qu. But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorke Or let me dye, to looke on earth no more.
Ha's almoft ouertane him in his growth. £$u. Come,come my Boy, we will to Sanctuary.

Torf^e. I Mother, but I would not haue it fo. Madam, farwell.
Dut. Why my good Cofin,it is good to grow. Dut. Stay, I will go with you.
Tor. Grandam, one night as we did fit at Supper, £%u. You haue no caufe.

My Vnkle Riven talk'd how I did grow Arch. My gracious Lady go,
More then my Brother. I, quoth my Vnkle Gloufter, And thether beare your Treafure and your Goodes,
Small Herbes haue grace, great Weeds do grow apace. For my part, He refigne vnto your Grace
And fince, me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, The Seale I keepe,and fo betide to me,
Becaufe fweet Flowres are flow,and Weeds make haft. As well I tenderyou,and all of yours.

Dut. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold Go, He condocl you to the Sanctuary. Exeunt
In him that did obieft the fame to thee.

He was the wretched'ft thing when he was yong,
So long a growing,and fo leyfurely, A5tus Tertius. Sccena^Prima.
That if his rule were true, he ihould be gracious.

Tor. And fo no doubt he is,my gracious Madam.
Dut. I hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt.
Tor. Now by my troth, if I had beene remembred, The Trumpets found,

I could haue giuen my Vnkles Grace, a flout, Enter yong Prince, the Tlukes of Glocefter, and Buckingham,
To touch his growth, neerer then he toucht mine. Lord Qardinall, -with others.

Dut. How my yong Yorke,
I prythee let me heare it. '"Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London,

Tor. Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft, To your Chamber.
That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old, Rich. Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign
'Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. The wearie way hath made you Melancholly.
Grandam, this would haue beene a byting left. 3V7». No Vnkle, but our croffes on the way,

Dut. I prythee pretty Yorke, who told thee this ? Haue made it tedious, wearifome, and heauie.
Tor. Grandam, his Nurffe. I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me.
'"Dut. His Nurfe? why ihe was dead, ere y waft borne. Rich. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeers
Tor. If twere not flie, I cannot tell who told me. Hath not yet diu'd into the Worlds deceit :
Qu. A parlous Boy:go too, you are too fhrevv'd. No more can you diftinguiJh of a man,
Dut. Good Madam,be not angry with the Childe. Then of his outward (hew, which God he knowes,
Qu. Pitchers haue eares. Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart.

Thofe Vnkles which you want, were dangerous :
Enter a <^Meffenger. Your Grace attended to their Sugred words,

But look'd not on the poyfon of their hearts :
Arch. Heere comes a Meffenger: What Newes? God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe Friends.
MeJ. Such newes my Lord,as greeues me to report. Prin. God keepe me from falfe Friends,
Qu. How doth the Prince ? But they were none.
cTtfef. Well Madam,and in health. Rich. My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greet
Dut. What is thy Newes ? you.
Mejf. Lord Riuers, and Lord Grey, Enter Lord Maior.

Are fent to Pomfret, and with them,
Sir Thomas "Vaughan, Prifoners. ior. God blefie your Grace, with health and

Dut. Who hath committed them ? happie dayes.
Mef. The mighty Dukes,Gloufter and 'Buckingham. Prin. J thanke you, good my Lord, and thank you all :
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\ thought my Mother,and my Brother Yorfy, Glo. I fay, without Characters, Fame liues long.
Would long, ere this, haue met vs on the way. Thus,like the formall Vice,Iniquitie,
Fie, what a Slug is Hajtings,tha.t he comes not I morallize two meanings in one word.
To tell vs, whether they will come, or no. Trince. That luliui Cafar was a famous man,

With what his Valour did enrich his Wit,

Enter Lord Hoftings. His Wit fet downe,to make his Valour liue :
Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqueror,

irBucl{. And in good rime, heere comes the fweating For now he liues in Fame, though not in Life.
Lord. He tell you what, my Coufin 'Buckingham.

Prince. Welcome, my Lord : what, will our Mother Buc\. What, my gracious Lord ?
come ? Prince. And if I liue vntill I be a man,

Haft. On what occafion God he knowes, not I ;j lie win our ancient Right in France againe,
The Qu_eene your Mother, and your Brother Tor^e, Or dye a Souldier,as I liu'd a King.
Haue taken Sancluarie : The tender Prince Glo. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Spring.
Would faine haue come with me, to meet your Grace,
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. Enter young Yorfy, Haftings ,and Cardinal/.

Bucl(. Fie, what an indirect and peeuifli courfe
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal!, will your Grace 'Buct(. Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of
Perfwade the Qijeene, to fend the Duke of Yorke Yorke.
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently ? Trince. Richard of Yorke, how fares our Noble Bro-
If/he denie, Lord Hayings goe with him, ther ?
And from her iealous Armes pluck him perforce. Tor^e. Well, my deare Lord, fo muft I call you now.

Card.My Lord of Buckingham, if my weake Oratorie Prince. I, Brother, to our griefe,as it is yours:
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, Too late he dy'd,that might haue kept that Title,
Anon expect him here : but if ihe be obdurate Which by his death hath loft much Maieftie.
To milde entreaties, God forbid Glo. How fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of Yorke?
We fliould infringe the holy Priuiledge Yor^e. I thanke you,gentle Vnckle. O my Lord,
Of hie/Ted Sancluarie : not for all this Land, You faid,that idle Weeds are faft in growth :
Would I be guiltie of fo great a finne. The Prince,my Brother,hath out-growne me farre.

cBucl{. You are too fencelefle obftinate,my Lord, Glo. He hath, my Lord.
Too ceremonious, and traditionall. Yor^e. And therefore is he idle ?
Weigh it but with the groffeneffe of this Age, Glo. Oh my faire Coufin, I muft not fay fo.
You breake not Sancluarie,in feizing him : Yorke, Then he is more beholding to you,then I.
The benefit thereof is alwayes granted Glo. He may command me as my Soueraigne,
To thofe, whofe dealings haue deferu'd the place, But you haue power in me,as in a Kinfman.
And thofe who haue the wit to clayme.the place : Yorke. I pray you, Vnckle,giue me this Dagger.
This Prince hath neyther claym'dit, nor deferu'd it, Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin? with all my heart.
And therefore,in mine opinion,cannot haue it. Prince. A Begger, Brother f
Then taking him from thence, that is not there, Yorke. Of my kind Vnckle, that I know will giue,
You breake no Priuiledge,nor Charter there: And being but a Toy, which is no griefe to giue.
Oft haue I heard of Sancluarie men, Glo. A greater gift then that,He giue my Coufin.
But Sanctuarie children,ne're till now. Yorke. A greater gift? O,that's the Sword to it.

Card. My Lord,you fhall o're-rule my mind for once. Glo. I, gentle Coufin, were it light enough.
Come on,Lord Haftings, will you goe with me? Yor^e. O then I fee, you will part but with light gifts,

Haft. I goe, my Lord. Exit Cardinal! and Haftings. In weightier things you'le fay a Begger nay.
Prince.Good Lords, make all the fpeedie haft you may. Glo. It is too weightie for your Grace to weare.

Say, Vnckle Glocefter, if our Brother come, Yorke. I weigh it lightly, were it heauier.
Where fliall we foiourne, till our Coronation ? Glo. What, would you haue my Weapon,little Lord?

G/o.Where it tbink'ft beft vnto your Royall felfe. Yorke. I would that I might thanke you, as, as, you
If I may counfaile you,fome day or two call me.
Your Highneffe ihall repofe you at the Tower : Glo. How?
Then where you pleafe,and {hall be thought moft fit Yorke. Little.
For your beft health,and recreation. Prince. My Lord of Yorke will ftill be croffe in talke :

Prince. I doe not like the Tower, of any place : Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him.
Did luliiu Cajar build that place, my Lord ? Yorke. You meane to beare me, not to beare with me :

eBuc%. He did,my gracious Lord,begin that place, Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me,
Which fince,fucceeding Ages haue re-edify'd. Becaufe that I am little,like an Ape,

Prince. Is it vpon record ? or elfe reported He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhoulders.
Succefliuely from age to age, he built it ? Euc\. With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons :

^Buc^. Vpon record, my gracious Lord. To mittigate the fcarne he giues his Vnckle,
Prince. But fay,my Lord,it were not regiftred, He prettily and aptly taunts himfelfe :

Me thinkes the truth /hould liue from age to age, So cunning,and fo young, is wonderful!.
As'twere retayl'd to all pofteritie, Glo. My Lord,wilt pleafe you paffe along?
Euen to the generall ending day. My felfe,and my good Coufin 'Buckingham,

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay doe neuer liue long. Will to your Mother, to entreat of her
Prince. What fay you, Vnckle ? To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you.

e. What,
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Torfy. What, will you goe vnto the Tower, my Lord? Buc\. lie clayme that promife at your Graces hand.
Prince. My Lord Protector will haue it fo. Rich. And looke to haue it yeelded with all kindnefle.
Torfc. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. Come, let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards
Gk. Why, what /hould you feare ? Wee may digeft our complots in fome forme.
Tw\e. Marry, my Vnckle Clarence angry Ghoft : Exeunt.

My Grandam told me he was murther'd there.
Prince. I feare no Vnckles dead.
Glo. Nor none that Hue, I hope.
Prince. And if they liue, I hope I need not feare. Scena Secunda.

But come my Lord : and with a heauie heart,
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower.

A Senet. Bxeunt Prince,Tor^e, Ha/lings, and Dorfet.
Enter a vZMeJJenger to the Doore of Haftings.

Manet Richard, Buclyngham, and Catesby.
'. My Lord, my Lord.

fBuc{. Thinke you,my Lord, this little prating Torfy Hast. Who knockes f
Was not incenfed by his fubtile Mother, One from the Lord Stanley.
To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? Haft. What is't a Clocke ?

Cflo. No doubt, no doubt : Oh 'tis a perillous Boy, Miff. Vpon the ftroke of foure.
Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable :
Hee is all the Mothers, from the top to toe. Enter Lord Haftings.

'Bucl^. Well, let them reft: Come hither Qatesby, HaSl. Cannot my Lord Stanley fleepe thefe tedious
Thou art fworne as deepely to effect what we intend, Nights ?
As clofely to conceale what we impart : Meff. So it appeares, by that I haue to fay :
Thou know'ft our reafons vrg'd vpon the way. Firft, he commends him to your Noble felfe.
What think'ft thou ? is it not an eafie matter, Haft. What then?
To make William Lord Ha/lings of our minde, Miff. Then certifies your Lord/hip, that this Night
For the installment of this Noble Duke He dreamt, the Bore had rafed off his Helme :
In the Seat Royall of this famous He? Befides, he fayes there are two Councels kept ;

Cafes. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, And that may be determin'd at the one,
That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. Which may make you and him to rue at th'other.

eBuc{. What think'ft thou then of Stanley? Will Therefore he fends to know your Lord/hips pleafure,
not hee ? If you will prefently take Horfe with him,

Gates. Hee will doe all in all as Haftings doth. And with all fpeed poft with him toward the North,
cBuc\. Well then, no more but this : To fhun the danger that his Soule diuines.

Goe gentle Qatesby, and as it were farre off, Halt. Goe fellow, goe, returne vnto thy Lord,
Sound thou Lord Haftings, Bid him not feare the feperated Councell :
How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe, His Honor and my felfe are at the one,
And fummonhim to morrow to the Tower, And at the other, is my good friend Catesby ;
To fit about the Coronation. Where nothing can proceede, that toucheth vs,
If thou do'ft finde him traceable to vs, Whereof I fhall not haue intelligence :
Encourage him,and tell him all our reafons: Tell him his Feares are fhallow, without inftance.
If he be leaden, ycie, cold, vnwilling, And for his Dreames, I wonder hee's fo fimple,
Be thou fo too, and fo breake off the talke, To truft the mock'ry of vnquiet (lumbers.
And giue vs notice of his inclination : To flye the Bore, before the Bore purfues,
For we to morrow hold diuided Councels, Were to incenfe the Bore to follow vs,
Wherein thy felfe /halt highly be employ'd. And make purfuit, where he did meane no chafe.

Rich. Commend me to Lord William: tell him Catesby, Goe, bid thy Matter rife, and come to me,
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aduerfaries And we will both together to the Tower,
To morrow are let blood at Pom fret Caftle, Where he fhall fee the Bore will vfe vs kindly.
And bid my Lord, for ioy of this good newes, Me/. lie goe, my Lord, and tell him what you fay.
Giue MiftrefTe Shore one gentle Kiffe the more. Exit.

eBucl(. Good Catesby, goe effect this bufineffe foundly. Enter Catesby.
Gates. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can.
Rich. Shall we heare from you, Catesby, ere we fleepe? Gates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord.
Gates. You /hall, my Lord. HaSt. Good morrow Catesby, you are early ftirring:
Rich. At Crosby Houfe, there fhall you find vs both. What newes, what newes, in this our tott'ring State ?

Exit Catesby. Gates. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord :
Buct(. Now, my Lord, And I beleeue will neuer ftand vpright,

What /hall wee doe, if wee perceiue Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme.
Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our Complots ? Haft. How weare the Garland ?

Rich. Chop off his Head : Doeft thou meane the Crowne ?
Something wee will determine : Gates. I, my good Lord.
And looke when I am King, clayme thou of me Haft. He haue this Crown of mine cut fro my fhoulders,
The Earledome of Hereford, and all the moueables Before He fee the Crowne fo foule mif-plac'd :
Whereof the King, my Brother, was poffeft. But canft thou gueffe, that he doth ayme at it ?

Gates. I,
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Gates. I, on my life, and hopes to find you forward, And I in better ftate then ere I was.

Vpon his partie, for the gaine thereof: Purf. God hold it, to your Honors good content.
And thereupon he fends you this good newes, Haft. Gramercie fellow : there, drinke that for me.
That this fame very day your enemies, Tbrowes him bis Purfe.
The Kindred of the QJjeene,muft dye at Pomfret. Purf. I thanke your Honor. Exit Purfuiuant.

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes,
Becaufe they haue beene ftill my aduerfaries : Enter a Prieft.
But, that He giue my voice on Richards fide,
To barre my Matters Heires in true Defcent, frleft. Well met, my Lord, I am glad to fee your Ho-
God knowes I will not doe it, to the death. nor.

Gates. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious Hatf. I thanke thee, good Sir lobn, with all my heart.
minde. I am in your debt, for your laft Exercife :

Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a twelue-month hence, Come the next Sabboth, and I will content you.
That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, Prieft. He wait vpon your Lordfhip.
I liue to looke vpon their Tragedie.
Well Catesby, ere a fort-night make me older, Enter 'Buckingham.
He fend fome packing, that yet tbinke not on't.

Gates. 'Tis a vile thing to dye, my gracious Lord, 'Buc. What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlaine ?
When men are vnprepar'd, and looke not for it. Your friends at Pomfret, they doe need the Prieft,

Haft. O monftrous, monftrous! and fo falls it out Your Honor hath no fhriuing worke in hand.
With Riuers,'Uaugkan, Grey : and fo 'twill doe Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
With fome men elfe, that thinke themfelues as fafe The men you talke of, came into my minde.
As thou and I, who (as thou know'ft) are deare What, goe you toward the Tower ?
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. Buc. I doe, my Lord, but long I cannot ftay there:

Gates. The Princes both make high account of you, I fhall returne before your Lordfhip, thence.
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. Haft. Nay like enough, for I ftay Dinner there.

Haft. I know they doe, and I haue well deferu'd it, Buc. And Supper too, although thou know'ft it not.
Come, will you goe ?

Enter Lord Stanley. Haft. He wait vpon your Lordfhip. Exeunt.

Come on, come on, where is your Bore-fpeare man ?
Feare you the Bore, and goe fo vnprouided ?

Stan. My Lord good morrow, good morrow Qatesby: Seen a 'Tertia.
You may ieaft on, but by the holy Rood,
I doe not like thefe feuerall Councels, I.

Haft. My Lord, I hold my Life as deare as yours, Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe, with Halberds, carrying
And neuer in my dayes, I doe proteft, the Nobles to death at Tomfret.
Was it fo precious to me,as 'tis now :
Thinke you, but that I know our ftate fecure, Rluers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this,
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? To day fhalt thou behold a Subiedr. die,
Sta. The Lords at Pomfret, whe they rode from London, For Truth, for Dutie, and for Loyaltie.

Were iocund, and fuppos'd their ftates were fure, Qrey. God blefTe the Prince from all the Pack of you,
And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft : A Knot you are, of damned Blood-fuckers.
But yet you fee, how foone the Day o're-caft. TJaugb. You liue, that fhall cry woe for this heere-
This fudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt: after.

Pray God (I fay) I proue a needlefle Coward. Rat. Difpatch, the limit of your Liues is out.
What, fhall we toward the Tower? the day is fpent, Rluers. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody Prifon !

Haft. Come, come, haue with you : Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres :
Wot you what, my Lord, Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls,
To day the Lords you talke of, are beheaded. '\Rjcbard the Second here was hackt to death :
Sta.They, for their truth, might better wear their Heads, And for more flander to thy difmall Seat,

Then fome that haue accus'd them, weare their Hats. Wee giue to thee our guiltlefle blood to drinke.
But come, my Lord, let's away. Grey. Now Margarets Curfe is falne vpon our Heads,

When fhee exclaim'd on Hastings, you, and I,
Enter a Purfuiuant. For (landing by, when Richard ftab'd her Sonne.

Riuers. Then curs'd fhee Richard,
Haft. Goe on before, He talke with this good fellow. Then curs'd fhee Buckingham,

Exit Lord Stanley,and Catesby. Then curs'd fhee Hastings. Oh remember God,
How now,Sirrha? how goes the World with thee? To heare her prayer for them, as now for vs :

Purf. The better, that your Lordfhip pleafe to aske. And for my Sifter, and her Princely Sonnes,
Haft. I tell thee man, 'tis better with me now, Be fatisfy'd, deare God, with our true blood,

Then when thou met'ft me laft, where now we meet: Which, as thou know'ft, vniuftly muft be fpilt.
Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, Rat. Make hafte, the houre of death is expiate.
By the fuggeftion of the Queenes Allyes. Riuers. Come Grey, come Vaughan, let vs here embrace.
But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) Farewell, vntill we meet againe in Heauen.
This day thofe Enemies are put to death, Exeunt.
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There's fome conceit or other likes him well,

Quarta. When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit.I thinke there's neuer a man in Chriftendome

Can lefTer hide his loue, or hate, then hee,
For by his Face ftraight fhall you know his Heart.

Enter ̂ Buckingham, Darby,Hatfings,irBiJbop of Ely, Darb. What of his Heart perceiue you in his Face,
Norfolfe, Ratcliffe, Louell,Trith others, By any liuelyhood he fhew'd to day ?

at a Table. Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended:
For were he, he had fhewne it in his Lookes.

Haft. Now Noble Peeres,the caufe why we are met,
Is to determine of the Coronation : Enter Richard,and Buckingham.
In Gods Name fpeake,when is the Royall day ?

Bucl(. Is all things ready for the Royall time ? Rich. I pray you all, tell me what they deferue, »
Dark. It is,and wants but nomination. That doe confpire my death with diuellifh Plots
Ely. To morrow then I iudge a happie day. Of damned Witchcraft, and that haue preuail'd
Buc\. Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? Vpon my Body with their Helliih Charmes.

Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke ? Haft. The tender loue I beare your Grace, my Lord,
Ely. Your Grace, we thinke, mould fooneft know his Makes me moft forward, in this Princely preience,

minde. To doome th'Offendors, whofoe're they be :
'Buct(. We know each others Faces : for our Hearts, I fay, my Lord, they haue deferued death.

He knowes no more of mine, then I of yours, Rich. Then be your eyes the witneffe of their euill.
Or I of his,my Lord,then you of mine : Looke how I am bewitch'd : behold, mine Arme
Lord Haftings, you and he are neere in loue. Is like a blafted Sapling, wither' d vp :

Haft. I thanke his Grace, I know he loues me well: And this is E.^ards Wife, that monftrous Witch,
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore,
I haue not founded him, nor he deliuer'd That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me.
His gracious pleafure any way therein : Haft. If they haue done this deed, my Noble Lord.
But you, my Honorable Lords, may name the time, Rich. If? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet,
And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my Voice, Talk'ft thou to me of Ifs : thou art a Traytor,
Which I prefume hee'le take in gentle part. Off with his Head ; now by Saint faul I fweare,

I will not dine,vntill I fee the fame,
Enter Gloucefter. Louell and 'Ratcliffe, looke that it be done : Exeunt.

The reft that loue me, rife, and follow me.
Ely. In happie time, here comes the Duke himfelfe.
Rich.My Noble Lords,and Coufins all, good morrow: Louell and Ratcliffe, -altb the

I haue beene long a fleeper: but I truft, Lord Haftings.
My abfence doth neglect no great defigne,
Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. Haft. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me,

Buc\. Had you not come vpon your Q__my Lord, For I, too fond, might haue preuented this:
William, Lord Haftings,\\-zA. pronounc'd your part; Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowfe our Helmes,
I meane your Voice, for Crowning of the King. And I did fcorne it, and difdaine to flye :

Ricb.Then my Lord Haftings,no man might be bolder, Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did ftumble,
His Lordfhip knowes me well,and loues me well. And ftarted, when he look'd vpon the Tower,
My Lord of Ely, when I was laft in Holborne, As loth to beare me to the fhughter-houfe.
I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there, O now I need the Prieft, that fpake to me :
I doe befeech you, fend for fome of them. I now repent I told the Purfuiuant,

Sly. Mary and will,my Lord,with all my heart. As too triumphing, how mine Enemies
Exit Bijhop. To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd,

':R^cb. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you. And I my felfe fecure, in grace and fauour.
Catesby hath founded HaHings in our bufineffe, Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heauie Curfe
And findes the teftie Gentleman fo hot, Is lighted on poore Ha&ings wretched Head.
That he will lofe his Head, ere giue confent Ra. Come, come, difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner:
His Mafters Child, as worfhipfully he tearmes it, Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head.
Shall lofe the Royaltie of Englands Throne. Haft. O momentarie grace of mortall men,

Buc%. Withdraw your felfe a while, He goe with you. Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God !
Exeunt. Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes,

Darb.We haue not yet fet downe this day of Triumph: Liues like a drunken Sa)»leron a Maft,
To morrow,in my iudgement, is too ludden, Readie with euery Nod to tumble downe,
For I my felfe am not fo well prouided, Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe.
As elfe I would be, were the day prolong'd. Lou. Come, come, difpatch, 'tis bootlefle to exclaime.

Half. O bloody Richard: miferable England,
Enter the Bifbop of Sly. I prophecie the fearefull'ft time to thee,

That euer wretched Age hath look'd vpon.
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glofter? Come, lead me to the Block, beare him my Head,

I haue fent for thefe Strawberries. They fmile at me, who fhortly fhall be dead.
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully & fmooth this morning, Exeunt.

f Enter
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Enter Richard,and cBuclytighai?i, in rotten Armour, That you might well haue fignify'd the fame

maruelloui ill^fauoured. Vnto the Citizens, who haply may
Richard. Come Coufin, Mifconfter vs in him,and wayle his death.

Canft thou quake,and change thy colour, Afa.But,my good Lord,your Graces words ihal ferue,
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, As well as I had feene,and heard him fpeake :
And then againe begin,and ftop againe, And doe not doubt,right Noble Princes both,
As if thou were diftraught, and mad with terror? But lie acquaint our dutious Citizens

BucJ(. Tut, I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe.
Speake,and looke backe,and prie on euery fide, Rich. And to that end we wi/h'd your Lordfhip here,
Tremble and Itart at wagging of a Straw : Tauoid the Cenfures of the carping World.
Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookes 'Bucl^. Which fince you come too late of our intent,
Are at my feruice, like enforced Smiles; Yet witneiTe what you heare we did intend :
And both are readie in their Offices, And fo,my good Lord Maior,we bid farwell.
At any time to grace my Stratagemes. Exit Maior.
But what, is Catesby gone ? Rich. Goe after, after, Coufin 'Buckingham*

^jcb. He is, and fee he brings the Maior along. The Maior towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all pofte :
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time,

Enter the Maior, and Catesby. Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Children :
^Buck^. Lord Maior. Tell them,how Edward put to death a Citizen,

. Rich. Looke to the Draw-Bridge there. Onely for faying,he would make his Sonne
'Buc^. Hearke,a Drumme. Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed his Houfe,
Rich. Catesby, o're-looke the Walls. Which, by the Signe thereof, was tearmed fo.
^Bucl^. Lord Maior, the reafon we haue fent. Moreouer, vrge his hatefull Luxurie,
Rich. Looke back, defend thee, here are Enemies. And beaftiall appetite in change of Luft,
<rBucl{. God and our Innocencie defend,and guard vs. Which ftretcht vnto their Seruants,Daughters, Wiues,

Euen where his raging eye, or fauage heart,
Enter Louell and Ratclife, with Haftings Head. Without controll, lufted to make a prey.

Nay, for a need,thus farre come neere my Perfon :
Rich. Be patient, they are friends: Ratcliffe, and Louell. Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child
Louell. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traytor, Of that infatiate Edward; Noble Yerfe,

The dangerous and vnfufpected Haftings. My Princely Father,then had Warres in France,
Rich. So deare I lou'd the man, that I muft weepe : And by true computation of the time,

I tooke him for the plaineft harmeleffe Creature, Found, that the Iffue was not his begot :
That breath'd vpon the Earth, a Chriftian. Which well appeared in his Lineaments,
Made him my Booke, wherein my Soule recorded Being nothing like the Noble Duke,my Father :
The Hiftorie of all her fecret thoughts. Yet touch this fparingly, as'twere farre off,
So fmooth he dawb'd his Vice with fliew of Vertue, Becaufe, my Lord,you know my Mother liues.
That his apparant open Guilt omitted, ^Buc^. Doubt not, my Lord,lie play the Orator,
I meane,his Conuerfation with Shores Wife, As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead,
He liu'd from all attainder of fufpedts. Were for my felfe : and fo, my Lord,adue.

cBucT(. Well, well, he was the couertft fheltred Traytor J^icb.If you thriue wel,bring them to Baynards Caftle,
That euer liu'd. Where you fhall finde me well accompanied
Would you imagine, or almoft beleeue, With reuerend Fathers,and well-learned Bi/hops.
Wert not, that by great preferuation Buc\. I goe, and towards three or foure a Clocke
We liue to tell it, that the fubtill Traytor Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affoords.
This day had plotted, in the Councell-Houfe, Exit Buckingham.
To murther me, and my good Lord of Glofter. Rich. Goe Louell with all fpeed to Dodfor Shaw,

Maior. Had he done fo ? Goe thou to Fryer Peu\er, bid them both
Rich. What? thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caftle. Exit.

Or that we would, againft the forme of Law, Now will I goe to take fome priuie order,
Proceed thus rafhly in the Villaines death, To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight,
But that the extreme perill of the cafe, And to giue order, that no manner perfon
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafetie, Haue any time recourse vnto the Princes. Sxeunt.
Enforc'd vs to this Execution.

Maior. Now faire befall you,he deferu'd his death, Enter a Scrivener.
And your good Graces both haue well proceeded, Scr. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Hajlings,
To warne falfe Traytors from the like Attempts. Which in a fet Hand fairely is engrofs'd,

cBuc\. I neuer look'd for better at his hands, That it may be to day read o're in Tanks.
After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore : And marke how well the fequell hangs together :
Yet had we not determined he fliould dye, Eleuen houres I haue fpent to write it ouer,
Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his end, For yefter-night by Catesby was it fent me,
Which now the louing hafte of thefe our friends, The Precedent was full as long a doing,
Something againft our meanings, haue preuented ; And yet within thefe fiue houres Hajlings liu'd,
Becaufe,my Lord, I would haue had you heard Vntainted, vnexamin'd, free, at libertie.
The Traytor fpeake, and timoroufly confefTe Here's a good World the while.
The manner and the purpofeof his Treafons : Who is Ib groffe, that cannot fee this palpable deuice ?

Yet
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Yet who fo bold, but fayes he fees it not ?
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, Enter Catesby.
When fuch ill dealing muft be feene in thought. Exit.

'Buck,. Now Catesby, what fayes your Lord to my
Enter Richard and Buckingham at feuerall Doores. requeft f

Catesby. He doth entreat your Grace, my Noble Lord,
Rich. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens ? To vifit him to morrow, or next day :
'Buck,. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, He is within, with two right reuerend Fathers,

The Citizens are mum, fay not a word. Diuinely bent to Meditation,
Rich. Toucht you the Baftardie of Edwards Children ? And in no Worldly fuites would he be mou'd,
'Buck, I did, with his Contrail with Lady Lucy, To draw him from his holy Exercife.

And his Contract by Deputie in France, 'Buck,. Returne, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke,
Th'vnfatiate greedineffe of his defire, Tell him, my felfe, the Maior and Aldermen,
And his enforcement of the Citie Wiues, In deepe defignes, in matter of great moment,
His Tyrannic for Trifles, his owne Baftardie, No leffe importing then our generall good,
As being got, your Father then in France, Are come to haue fome conference with his Grace.
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. Catesby. lie fignifie fo much vnto him ftraight. Exit.
Withall, I did inferre your Lineaments, 'Buck,- Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward,
Being the right Idea of your Father, He is not lulling on a lewd Loue-Bed,
Both in your forme, and Nobleneffe of Minde : But on his Knees, at Meditation :
Layd open all your Victories in Scotland, Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans,
Your Difcipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace, But meditating with two deepe Diuines :
Your Bountie, Vertue,faire Humilitie : Not fleeping, to engrofle his idle Body,
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, But praying, to enrich his watchful! Soule.
Vntoucht, or fleightly handled in difcourfe. Happie were England, would this vertuous Prince
And when my Oratorie drew toward end, Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereof.
I bid them that did loue their Countries good, But fure I feare we fiiall not winne him to it.
Cry, God faue Richard, Englands Royall King. Maior. Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay vs

^icb. And did they fo ? nay.
Buck_. No, fo God helpe me, they fpake not a word, Buck,- I feare he will: here Catesby comes againe.

But like dumbe Statues, or breathing Stones,
Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale : Enter Catesby.
Which when I faw, I reprehended them, Now Catesby, what fayes his Grace ?
And ask'd the Maior, what meant this wilfull filence ? Catesby. He wonders to what end you haue affembled
His anfwer was, the people were not vfed Such troopes of Citizens, to come to him,
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. His Grace not being warn'd thereof before :
Then he was vrg'd to tell my Tale againe : He feares,my Lord, you meane no good to him.
Thus fayth the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd, Buck,- Sorry I am, my Noble Coufin fhould
But nothing fpoke, in warrant from himfelte. Sufpedl me, that I meane no good to him :
When he had done, fome followers of mine owne, By Heauen, we come to him in per/it loue,
At lower end of the Hall, hurld vp their Caps, And fo once more returne,and tell his Grace. Exit.
And fome tenne voyces cry'd, God faue King Richard: When holy and deuout Religious men
And thus I tooke the vantage of thofe few. Are at their Beades,'tis much to draw them thence,
Thankes gentle Citizens, and friends, quoth I, So fweet is zealous Contemplation.
This generall applaufe, and chearefull ihowt,
Argues your wifdome, and your loue to Richard: Enter Richard aloft, bet-weene two 'Bijhops.
And euen here brake off, and came away. Maior. See where his Grace ftands, tweene two Clergie

Rich. What tongue-leffe Blockes were they, men.
Would they ncrt fpeake ? 'Buck,. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriftian Prince,
Will not the Maior then, and his Brethren, come ? To ftay him from the fall of Vanitie :

Buck,- The Maior is here at hand : intend fome feare, And fee a Booke of Prayer in his hand,
Be not you fpoke with, but by mightie fuit : True Ornaments to know a holy man.
And looke you get a Prayer-Booke in your hand, Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince,
And ftand betweene two Church-men, good my Lord, Lend fauourable eare to our requefts,
For on that ground lie make a holy Deicant : And pardon vs the interruption
And be not eafily wonne to our requefts, Of thy Deuotion, and right Chriftian Zeale.
Play the Maids part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it. Rjch. My Lord, there needes no fuch Apologie:

Rich. I goe : and if you plead as well for them, I doe befeech your Grace to pardon me,
As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe, Who earneft in the feruice of my God}
No doubt we bring it to a happie iffue. Deferr'd the vifitation of my friends,

'Buck,- Go, go vp to the Leads, the Lord Maior knocks. But leauing this, what is your Graces pleafure ?
Buc!(. Euen that (I hopej which pleafeth God aboue,

Enter the t&faior, and Citizens. And all good men, of this vngouern'd lie.
Rich. I doe fufpeft I haue done fome offence,

Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, That feemes difgracious in the Cities eye,
I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.

f z Buck,. You
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. You haue, my Lord : For firft was he contract to Lady Lucie,

Would it might pleafe your Grace, Your Mother Hues a Witneffe to his Vow ;
On our entreaties, to amend your fault. And afterward by fubftitute betroth'd

Rich. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian Land. To ^Bona, Sifter to the King of France.
'Buri(. Know then, it is your fault, that you refigne Thefe both put off,a poore Petitioner,

The Supreme Seat, the Throne Maiefticall, A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes,
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors, A Beautie-waining, and diftreffed Widow,
Your State of Fortune, and your Deaw of Birth, Euen in the after-noone of her beft dayes,
The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe, Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye,
To the corruption of a blemi/ht Stock ; Seduc'd the pitcb,and height of his degree,
Whiles in the mildneffe of your fleepie thoughts, To bafe declenfion,and loath'd Bigamie.
Which here we waken to our Countries good, By her,in his vnlawfull Bed, he got
The Noble lie doth want his proper Limmes : This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince.
His Face defac'd with skarres of Infamie, More bitterly could I expoftulate,
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue,
And almoft fhouldred in the {wallowing Gulfe I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue.
Of darke Forgetfulneffe, and deepe Obliuion. Then good, my Lord, take to your Royall felfe
Which to recure, we heartily folicite This proffer'd benefit of Dignitie :
Your gracious felfe to take on you the charge If not to bleffe vs and the Land withall,
And Kingly Gouernment of this your Land : Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie
Not as Protector, Steward, Subftitute, From the corruption of abufing times,
Or lowly Faclor, for anothers gaine ; Vnto a Lineall true deriued courfe.
But as fucceffiuely, from Blood to Blood, Malar. Do good my Lord, your Citizens entreat you.
Your Right of Birth, your Empyrie, your owne. *Bucl(. Refufe not, mightie Lord, this proffer'd loue.
For this, conforted with the Citizens, Catesb. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull fuit.
Your very Worfhipfull and louing friends, Rich. Alas, why would you heape this Care on me ?
And by their vehement inftigation, I am vnfit for State,and Maieftie :
In this iuft Caufe come I to moue your Grace. I doe befeech you take it not amiffe,

^Rlch. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence, I cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you.
Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, Buc\.. If you refufe it, as in loue and zeale,
Beft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. Loth to depofe the Child, your Brothers Sonne,
If not to anfwer, you might haply thinke, As well we know your tenderneffe of heart,
Tongue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yeelded And gentle, kinde, effeminate remorfe,
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntie, Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred,
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. And egally indeede to all Eftates :
If to reproue you for this fuit of yours, Yet know, where you accept our fuit, or no,
So feafon'd with your faithfull loue to me, Your Brothers Sonne ihall neuer reigne our King,
Then on the other fide I check'd my friends. But we will plant fome other in the Throne,
Therefore to fpeake, and to auoid the firft, To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe :
And then in fpeaking, not to incurre the laft, And in this refolution here we leaue you.
Definitiuely thus I anfwer you. Come Citizens, we will entreat no more. Exeunt.
Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defert Qatesb.CaU him againe, fweet Prince, accept their fuit:
Vnmeritable, ihunnes your high requeft. If you denie them, all the Land will rue it.
Firft, if all Obftacles were cut away, Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares.
And that my Path were euen to the Crowne, Call them againe, I am not made of Stones,
As the ripe Reuenue, and due of Birth : But penetrable to your kinde entreaties,
Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirit, Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soule.
So mightie, and fo manie my defects, Enter '"Buckingham, and the reft.
That I would rather hide me from my Greatneffe, Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graue men,
Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sea 5 Since you will buckle fortune on my back,
Then in my Greatneffe couet to be hid, To beare her burthen, where I will or no.
And in the vapour of my Glory fmother'd. I muft haue patience to endure the Load :
But God be thank'd, there is no need of me, But if black Scandall, or foule-fac'd Reproach,
And much I need to helpe you, were there need : Attend the fequell of your Impofition,
The Royall Tree hath left vs Royall Fruit, Your meere enforcement /hall acquittance me
Which mellow'd by the ftealing howres of time, From all the impure blots and ftaynes thereof;
Will well become the Seat of Maieftie, For God doth know, and you may partly fee,
And make (no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne. How farre I am from the defire of this.
On him I lay that, you would lay on me, Maior. God bleffe your Grace, wee fee it, and will
The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, fay it.
Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. Rich. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth.

Buc{. My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace, 'Bucks Then I falute you with this Royall Title,
But the refpecls thereof are nice, and triuiall, Long Hue King Richard, Englands worthie King.
All circumftances well confidered. All. Amen.

You fay, that Edward is your Brothers Sonne, JSuc^.To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown'd.
So fay we too, but not by Edwards Wife : Rich. Euen when you pleafe, for you will haue it fo.

'Bucl^. To
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^. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, goe croffe the Seas,

And fo moft Joyfully we take our leaue. And liue with Richmond, from the reach of Hell.
^ch. Come, let vs to our holy Worke againe. Goe hye thee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe,

Farewell my Coufins, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. Left thou encreafe the number of the dead,
And make me dye the thrall of Margarets Curfe,
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Englands counted Queene.

Stanley.F\i\l of wife care, is this your counfaile, Madame:
Affius Quartus. Scena cPrima. Take all the fwift aduantage of the howres :

You /hall haue Letters from me to my Sonne,
In your behalfe,to meet you on the way :
Be not ta'ne tardie by vnwife delay.

Enter the Queene, Anne DucheJJe of Gloucejier, the ' Ducb. Yorl(e. O ill difperfing Winde of Miferie,
DucheJJe of Tor ke,and MarqueJJe Dorjet. O my accurfed Wombe,the Bed of Death :

A Cockatrice haft thou hatcht to the World,
Ducb.Ybrfye. Who meetes vs heere? Whofe vnauoided Eye is murtherous.

My Neece Tlantagenet, Stanley. Come, Madame,come, I in all hafte was fent.
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Glofter? Anne. And I with all vnwillingneffe will goe.
Now, for my Life,/hee's wandring to the Tower, O would to God, that the inclufiue Verge
On pure hearts loue, to greet the tender Prince. Of Golden Mettall,that muft round my Brow,
Daughter, well met. Were red hot Steele, to feare me to the Braines,

Anne. God giue your Graces both, a happie Anoynted let me be with deadly Venome,
And a ioyfull time of day. And dye ere men can fay, God faue the Queene.

Qu. As much to you, good Sifter: whither away ? S^u. Goe,goe,poore foule,! enuie not thy glory,
Anne. No farther then the Tower, and as I gueffe, To feed my humor, wifh thy felfe no harme.

Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, Anne. No: why? When he that is my Husband now,
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. Came to me, as I follow'd Henries Corfe,

Qu. Kind Sifter thankes, wee'le enter all together: When fcarce the blood was well wafht from his hands,
Which iffued from my other Angell Husband,

Enter the Lieutenant. And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd :
O,when I fay I look'd on Richards Face,

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. This was my Wifh : Be thou (quoth I) accurft,
Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leaue, For making me, fo young,fo old a Widow :
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of YorJ^et And when thou wed'ft,let forrow haunt thy Bed j

Lieu. Right well, deare Madame : by your patience, And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad,
I may not fuffer you to vifit them, More miferable, by the Life of thee,
The King hath ftriclly charg'd the contrary. Then thou haft made me, by my deare Lords death.

Qu. The King ? who's that ? Loe, ere I can repeat this Curfe againe,
Lieu. I meane,the Lord Protector. Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart
.%. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. Groffely grew captiue to his honey words,

Hath he fet bounds betweene their loue,and me ? And prou'd the fubiedt of mine owne Soules Curfe,
I am their Mother, who fhall barre me from them ? Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft :

T)uch. Yor^e. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee For neuer yet one howre in his Bed
them. Did I enioy the golden deaw of fleepe,

Anne.Thelr Aunt I am in law,in loue their Mother: But with his timorous Dreames was ftill awak'd.
Then bring me to their fights, He beare thy blame, Befides, he hates me for my Father Warveicty,
And take thy Office from thee,on my peril!. And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me.

Lieu. No, Madame, no; I may not leaue it fo : Sju. Poore heart adieu,! pittie thy complaining.
I am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. *Anne. No more, then with my foule I mourne for

£xit Lieutenant. yours.
Dorf. Farewell, thou wofull welcommer of glory.

Enter Stanley. *Anne. Adieu, poore foule, that tak'ft thy leaue
of it.

Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, Du.Y.Go thou to Richmond,& good fortune guide thee,
And lie falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, Go thou to RicharJ,and good Angels tend thee,
And reuerend looker on of two faire Queenes. Go thou to Sanctuarie, and good thoughts poffeffe thee,
Come Madame,you muft ftraight to Weftminfter, I to my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee.
There to be crowned ^chords Royall Queene. Eightie odde yeeres of forrow haue I feene,

Qu. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene.
That my pent heart may haue fome fcope to beat, £>£. Stay, yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower.
Or elfe I fwoone with this dead-killing newes. Pitty,you ancient Stones,thofe tender Babes,

Anne. DefpightfuII tidings, O vnpleafing newes. Whom Enuie hath immur'd within your Walls,
Dorf. Be of good cheare : Mother, how fares your Rough Cradle for fuch little prettie ones,

Grace ? Rude ragged Nurfe, old fullen Play-fellow,
Qu. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee gone, For tender Princes : vfe my Babies well ;

Death and Deftrudlion dogges thee at thy heeles, So foolifh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell.
Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. Exeunt.

f 3 Sound
3 x



194 TheLife andT>eath of Richard the Third.
I will take order for her keeping clofe.

Scena Secunda. Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman,Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughter :
The Boy is foolilh,and I feare not him.
Looke how thou dream'ft : I fay againe, giue out,

Sound a Sennet. Enter Richard in pompe, Buc- That Anne,mj Queene,is ficke,and like to dye.
kingham, Catesby, Ratcliffi, Loud. About it, for it ftands me much vpon

To flop all hopes,whofe growth may dammage me.
Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham. I muft be marryed to my Brothers Daughter,
Euc\_. My gracious Soueraigne. Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle Glaffe :
Rich. Giue me thy hand. Sound. Murther her Brothers,and then marry her,

Thus high, by thy aduice,and thy afliftance, Vncertaine way of gaine. But I am in
Is King Richard feated : So farre in blood, that finne will pluck on fmne,
But ihall we weare thefe Glories for a day? Teare-falJing Pittie dwells not in this Eye.
Or fhall they laft,and we reioyce in them ?

'"Bucl^. Still liue they, and for euer let them laft. Snter Tyrrel.
Rich. Ah Buckingham,now doe I play the Touch,

To trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : Is thy Name Tyrrel ?
Young Edward lives, thinke now what I would fpeake. Tyr. lames Tyrrel, and your moft obedient fubiect.

'"Buc\. Say on my louing Lord. Rich. Art thou indeed ?
Rich. Why TSucIyngham, I fay I would be King. Tyr. Proue me, my gracious Lord.
'"Bucl(. Why fo you are,my thrice-renowned Lord. Rich. Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine?
Rich. Ha ? am I King ? 'tis fo : but Sdivard Hues. Tyr. Pleafe you :
^Buc{ True, Noble Prince. But 1 had rather kill two enemies,
Rich. O bitter confluence ! Rich. Why then thou haft it-: two deepe enemies,

That Edward ftill ihould liue true Noble Prince. Foes to my Reft, and my fweet ileepes difturbers,
Coufin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull. Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon :
Shall I be plaine ? I wifh the Baftards dead, Tyrrel, I meane thofe Baftards in the Tower.
And I would haue it fuddenly perform'd. Tyr. Let me haue open meanes to come to them,
What fay'ft thou now? fpeake fuddenly,be briefe. And foone lie rid you from the feare of them.

'Buc^. Your Grace may doe your pleafure. Rich. Thou fing'ft fweet Mulique :
Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindneffe freezes : Hearke,come hither Tyrrel,

Say,haue I thy confent, that they ihall dye ? Goe by this token : rife, and lend thine Bare, Wbijfcen.
.Bac.Giue me fome Jitle breath, fome pawfe, deare Lord, There is no more but fo : fay it is done,

Before I pofitiuely fpeake in this : And I will loue thee, and preferre thee for it.
I will refolue you herein prefently. Exit Eucl^. Tyr. I will difpatch it ftraight. Exit.

Catesby. The King is angry, fee he gnawes his Lippe.
Rich. I will conuerfe with Iron-witted Fooles, Enter ̂Buckingham.

And vnrefpecliue Boyes: none are for me,
That looke into me with confederate eyes, cBuc!{. My Lord, I haue confider'd in my minde,
High-reaching TSuclyngham growes circumfpect. The late requeft that you did found me in.
Boy. Rich. Well,let that reft: Dorfet is fled to Richmond.

Page. My Lord. eBuc\. I heare the newes,my Lord.
Rich. Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting Gold Rich. Stanley, hee is your Wiues Sonne : well, looke

Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? vnto it.
Page. I know a difcontented Gentleman, Euc%_. My Lord,I clayme the gift, my due by promife,

Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie fpirit : For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd,
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, Th'Earledome of Hertford,and the moueables,
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. Which you haue promifed I ihall poflelTe.

%icb. What is his Name ? cf(icb. Stanley looke to your Wife : if ihe conuey
Page. His Name,my Lord, is Tirrell. Letters to Ricbmond,you ihall anfwer it.
^Rjch. I partly know the man : goe call him hither, *Bucl(. What fayes your HighnefTe to my iuft requeft f

Boy. Exit. Rich. I doe remember me, Henry the Sixt
The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, Did prophecie, that Richmond ihould be King,
No .more ihall be the neighbor to my counfailes. When Richmond was a little peeuifli Boy,
Hath he fo long held out with me, vntyr'd, A King perhaps.
And flops he now for breath ? Well, be it fo. eBuc\. May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit.

Rich. Thou troubleft me, I am not in the vaine. Exit.
Enter Stanley, Buc{. And is it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice

With fuch contempt? made I him King for this ?
How now, Lord Stanley, what's the newes ? O let me thinke on Ha/lings}and be gone

Stanley. Know my louing Lord, the Marqueffe Dorfet To Brecnock, while my fearefull Head is on. Exit.
As I heare, is fled to Richmond,
In the parts where he abides. Enter Tyrrel.

Rich. Come hither Catesby, rumor it abroad, Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodie Acl is done,
That Anne my Wife is very grieuous ficke, The moft arch deed of pittious maffacre

That

530
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That euer yet this Land was guilty of:
Digbton and Forreft, who I did fu borne Scena Tertia.
To do this peece of ruthfull Butchery,
Albeit they were flefht Villaines, bloody Dogges,
Melted with tendernefle, and milde compaffion,
Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad Story. Enter old Queene Margaret.
O thus (quoth Digbton) lay the gentle Babes :
Thus, thus (quoth Forrejf) girdling one another Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow,
Within their Alablafler innocent Armes : And drop into the rotten mouth of death :
Their lips were foure red Rofes on a ftalke, Heere in thefe Confines flily haue I lurkt,
And in their Summer Beauty kift each other. To watch the waining of mine enemies.
A Booke of Prayers on their pillow lay, A dire induction, am I witnefle to,
Which one (quoth Forreft) almoft chang'd my minde : And will to France, hoping the confequence
But oh the Diuell, there the Villaine ftopt : Will proue as bitter, blacke, and Tragicall.
When '"Digbton thus told on, we fmothered Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere ?
The moft replenished fweet worke of Nature,
That from the prime Creation ere (he framed. Enter 'DutcheJJe and Queene.
Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe,
They could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, Qu. Ah my poore Princes! ah my tender Babes :
To beare this tydings to the bloody King. My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fweets :

If yet your gentle foules flye in the Ayre,
Enter Richard. And be not fixt in doome perpetual),

Houer about me with your ayery wings,
And heere he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord. And heare your mothers Lamentation.

Rlc. Kinde Tirrell, am I happy in thy Newes. Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right
Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge, Hath dim'd your Infant morne, to Aged night.

Beget your happineffe, be happy then, Dut. So many miferies haue craz'd my voyce,
For it is done. That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute.

Rich. But did'ft thou fee them dead. Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ?
Tir. I did my Lord. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,
Rich. And buried gentle Tirrell. Edward for Edward, payes a dying debt.
Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, £>u. Wilt thou, O God, flye from fuch gentle Lambs,

But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. And throw them in the intrailes of the Wolfe ?
Rich. Come to me Tirrel foone, and after Supper, When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done ?

When thou malt tell the procefle of their death. Mar. When holy Harry dyed, and my fweet Sonne.
Meane time, but thinke how I may do the good, Dut Dead life, blind fight, poore mortall liuing ghoft,
And be inheritor of thy defire. Woes Scene, Worlds fhame, Graues due, by life vfurpt,
Farewell till then. Breefe abftradl and record of tedious dayes,

Tir. I humbly take my leaue. Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth,
Rich. The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood.

His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, Qu. Ah that thou would'ft affoone affbord a Graue,
The Sonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, As thou canft yeeld a melancholly feate :
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. Then would I hide my bones, not reft them heere,
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes Ah who hath any caufe to rriourne but wee ?
At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, t^Mar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerent,
And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, Giue mine the benefit of figneurie,
To her go I, a iolly thriuing wooer. And let my greefes frowne on the vpper hand

If forrow can admit Society.
Enter Ratclijfe. I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him :

I had a Husband, till a Richard kill'd him :
Rat. My Lord. Thou had'ft an Edward, till a Orchard kill'd him :
Rich. Good or bad newes, that thou com'ft in fo Thou had'ft a Richard, till a. Richard kill'd him.

bluntly ? Dut. I had a Richard too, and thou did'ft kill him ;
Rat. Bad news my Lord, <^Mourton is fled to Richmond, I had a Rutland too, thou hop'ft to kill him.

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welfhmen Mar. Thou had'ft a Clarence too,
Is in the field,and ftill his power encreafeth. And Richard kilTd him.

l^ich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept
Then Buckingham and his ram leuied Strength. A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death :
Come, I haue learn'd, that fearfull commenting That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes,
Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood :
Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery : That foule defacer of Gods handy worke :
Then fierie expedition be my wing, That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules :
loues Mercury,and Herald for a King : That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth,
Go mufter men : My counfaile is my Sheeld, Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues.
We muft be breefe, when Traitors braue the Field. O vpright, iuft, and true-difpofing God,

Exeunt. How do I thanke thee, that this carnall Curre
Prayes
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Prayes on the ifiue of his Mothers body, Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to Curfe.
And makes her Pue-fellow with others mone. S^u. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine.

Dut. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes : Mar. Thy woes will make them fharpe,
God witneffe with me, I haue wept for thine. And pierce like mine. Exit Margaret.

Mar. Beare with me : I am hungry for reuenge, Dut. Why fhould calamity be full of words ?
And now I cloy me with beholding it. Qii. Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woes,
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward, Ayery fucceeders of inteftine ioyes,
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: Poore breathing Orators of miferies,
Yong Yorke, he is but boote, becaufe both they Let them haue fcope, though what they will impart,
Matcht not the high perfection of my lolTe. Helpe nothing els, yet do they eafe the hart.
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab'd my Bdivard, Dut. If fo then, be not Tongue-ty'd : go with me,
And the beholders of this franticke play, And in the breath of bitter words, let's fmother
Th'adulterate Ha/lings, Riuers,'Uaughan,Gray, My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sonnes fmother'd.
Vntimely fmother'd in their dusky Graues. The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaimes.
Richard yet Hues, Hels blacke Intelligencer,
Onely referu'd their Factor, to buy foules, Enter King Richard,and bis Traine.
And fend them thither : But at hand, at hand Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ?
Infues his pittious and vnpittied end. Dut. O fhe, that might haue intercepted thee
Earth gapes, Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray, By ftrangling thee in her aceurfed wombe,
To haue him fodainly conuey'd from hence : From all the flaughters(Wretch)tlut thou haft done.
Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray, Qu. Hid'ft thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne
That I may liue and fay, The Dogge is dead. Where't fhould be branded, if that right were right ?

^a. O thou did'ft prophefie, the time would come, The flaughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crowne,
That I fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curfe And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes, and Brothers.
That bottel'd Spider, that foule bunch-back'd Toad. Tell me thou Villaine-flaue, where are my Children ?

Mar. I call'd thee then, vaine flourish of my fortune: Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toade,
I call'd thee then,poore Shadow, painted Qu_een, Where is thy Brother Clarence?
The prefentation of but what I was ; And little Ned Plantagenet his Sonne ?
The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant; S^u. Where is the gentle <rR^uers,'Vaughan, Gray f
One heau'd a high, to be hurl'd dovvne below : Dut. Where is kinde Haftings ?
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes ; Rich. A flourifh Trumpets, ftrike Alarum Drummes :
A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge Let not the Heauens heare thefe Tell-tale women
To be the ayme of euery dangerous Shot; Raile on the Lords Annointed. Strike I fay.
A figne of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble ; Flourijb. ^Alarums.
A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the Scene. Either be patient, and intreat me fayre,
Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers ? Or with the clamorous report ofWarre,
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou loy ? Thus will I drowne your exclamations.
Who fues, and kneeles, and fayes, God faue the Queene ? Dut. Art thou my Sonne ?
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? Rich. I, I thanke God, my Father, and your felfe.
Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience.
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. Rich. Madam, I haue a touch of your condition,
For happy Wife, a mod diftrefled Widdow : That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe.
For ioyfull Mother, one that wailes the name : Dut. O let me fpeake.
For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : Rich. Do then, but He not heare.
For Queene, a very Caytiffe, crown'd with care : Dut: I will be milde, and gentle in my words.
For fhe that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me : Rich. And breefe ('good Mother) for I am in haft.
For fhe being feared of all, now fearing one : T>ut. Art thou fo hafty ? I haue ftaid for thee
For fhe commanding all, obey'd of none. (God knowes) in torment and in agony.
Thus hath the courfe of luftice whirl'd about, Rich, And came I not at laft to comfort you ?
And left thee but a very prey to time, 'Dut. No by the holy Rood, thou know'ft it well,
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. Thou cam'ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell.
To torture thee the more, being what thou art, A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me,
Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou not Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie.
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? Thy School-dales frightfull, defp'rate, wilde, and furious,
Now thy proud Necke, beares halfe my burthen'd yoke, Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold, and venturous:
From which, euen heere I flip my weaned head, Thy Age confirmed, proud, fubtle, flye, and bloody,
And leaue the burthen of it all, on thee. More milde, but yet more harmful! ; Kinde in hatred :
Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, What comfortable houre canft thou name,
Thefe Englifh woes, fhall make me fmile in France. That euer grac'd me with thy company ?

Qu. O thou well skill'd in Curfes, flay a-while, Rich. Faith none, but Hutnfrey Ho-aer,
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. That call'd your Grace

Mar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and faft the day : To Breakefaft once, forth of my company.
Compare dead happinefTe, with liuing woe : If I be fo difgracious in your eye,
Thinke that thy Babes were fweeter then they were, Let me march on,and not offend you Madam.
And he that Hew them fowler then he is : Strike vp the Drumme.
Bett'ring thy loffe, makes the bad caufer worfe, Dut. I prythee heare me fpeake.

Rich.



The Life and "Death of^c bard the Third. 19 7
Rich. You fpeake too bitterly. Qu. Flatter my forrow with report of it:
Dut. Heare me a word : Tell me,what State, what Dignity, what Honor,

For I {hall neuer fpeake to thee againe. Canft thou demife to any childe of mine.
Rich. So. Rich. Euen all I haue; I, and my felfe and all,
Dut. Either thou wilt dye, by Gods iuft ordinance Will I withall indow a childe of thine:

Ere from this warre thou turne a Conqueror : So in the Lethe of thy angry foule,
Or I with greefe and extreame Age {hall perifli, Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs,
And neuer more behold thy face againe. Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee.
Therefore take with thee my moft greeuous Curfe, £>u. Be breefe,leaft that the proceffe of thy kindnefle
Which in the day of Battell tyre thee more Laft longer telling then thy kindneffe date.
Then all the compleat Armour that thou wear'ft. Rich. Then know,
My Prayers on the aduerfe party fight, That from my Soule, I loue thy Daughter.
And there the little foules of Edwards Children, Qu. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule.
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies, Rich. What do you thinke ?
And promife them SuccefTe and Victory : ^a. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end : So from thy Soules loue didft thou loue her Brothers,
Shame ferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. And from my hearts loue, I do thanke thee for it.

^.Though far more caufe,yet much lefle fpirit to curfe Rjcb. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning :
Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. I meane that with my Soule I loue thy daughter,

Rich. Stay Madam,! muft talke a word with you. And do intend to make her Queene of England.
£>u. I haue no more fonnes of the Royall Blood £Ju- Well then, who doft y meane fliallbe her King.

For thee to (laughter. For my Daughters (Richard) Rich. Euen he that makes her Queene :
They lhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes : Who elfe ftiould bee ?
And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. £^>. What, thou ?

Rich. You haue a daughter call'd Elizabeth, Rich. Euen fo: How thinke you of it ?
Vertuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious? Qu. How canft thou woo her ?

Qu. And muft {he dye for this? O let her Hue, Rich. That I would learneofyou,
And He corrupt her Manners, ftaine her Beauty, As one being beft acquainted with her humour.
Slander my Selfe, as falfe to Edwards bed : Qu. And wilt thou learne of me ?
Throw ouer her the vaile of Infamy, Rich. Madam, with all my heart.
So ihe may Hue vnfcarr'd of bleeding Daughter, Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her Brothers,
I will confeffe ihe was not Edwards daughter. A paire of bleeding hearts : thereon ingraue

Rich. Wrong not her Byrth,(he is a Royall Princeffe. Edward and Ybrfe, then haply will {he weepe :
j2". To faue her life, He fay ihe is not fo. Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Margaret
1\±cb. Her life is fafeft onely in her byrth. Did to thy Father, fteept in Rudands blood,
Qu, And onely in that fafety,dyed her Brothers. A hand-kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyne
Rich. Loe at their Birth, good ftarres were oppofite. The purple fappe from her fweet Brothers body,
Qu. No, to their liues,ill friends were contrary. And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall.
":[(ichl All vnauoyded is the doome of Deftiny. If this inducement moue her not to loue,
Qu. True : when auoyded grace makes Deftiny. Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds :

My Babes were deftin'd to a fairer death, Tell her, thou mad'ft away her Vnckle Clarence,
If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. Her Vnckle Riuers, I (and for her fake)

Rich, You fpeake as if that I had flaine my Cofins? Mad'ft quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Anne.
£>u. Co/ins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, Rich. You mocke me Madam, this not the way

Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred,Freedome, Life, To win your daughter.
Whofe hand foeuer lanch'd their tender hearts, ^u. There is no other way,
Thy head (all indirectly) gaue direction. Vnleffe thou could'ft put on fome other fliape,
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, And not be Richard, that hath done all this.
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, Ric. Say that I did all this for loue of her.
To reuell in the Intrailes of my Lambes. Qu. Nay then indeed {he cannot choofe but hate thee
But that ftill vfe of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame, Hauing bought loue, with fuch a bloody fpoyle.
My tongue {hould to thy eares not name my Boyes, Rjch. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended :
Till that my Nayles were anchor'd in thine eyes : Men {hall deale vnaduifedly fometimes,
And I in fuch a defp'rate Bay of death, Which after-houres giues leyfure to repent.
Like a poore Barke, of failes and tackling reft, If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes,
Rufh all to peeces on thy Rocky bofome. To make amends, He giue it to your daughter :

Rich. Madam,fo thriue I in my enterprize If I haue kill'd the ifTue of your wombe,
And dangerous fucceffe of bloody warres, To quicken your encreafe, 1 will beget
As I intend more good to you and yours, Mine yffue of your blood, vpon your Daughter:
Then euer you and yours by me were harm'd. A Grandams name is little lefTe in loue,

Qu. What good is couer'd with the face of heauen, Then is the doting Title of a Mother ;
To be difcouered,that can do me good. They are as Children but one fteppe below,

Rich. Th'aduancement of your children, gentle Lady Euen of your mettall,of your very blood :
Qu. Vp to fome Scaffold,there to lofe their heads. Of all one paine, faue for a night of groanes
^ch. Vnto the dignity and height of Fortune, Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrow.

The high Imperiall Type of this earths glory. Your Children were vexation to your youth,
But
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But mine fhall be a comfort to your Age, Thy Crowne vfurp'd, difgrac'd his Kingly Glory :
The loffe you haue, is but a Sonne being King, If fomething thou would'ft fweare to be beleeu'd,
And by that loffe,your Daughter is made Q^eene. Sweare then by fomething, that thou haft not wrong'd.
I cannot make you what amends J would, Rich. Then by my Selfe.
Therefore accept fuch kindneffe as I can. Qu. Thy Selfe,is felfe-mifvs'd.
Dorfetyour Sonne, that with a fearfull foule Rich. Now by the World.
Leads difcontented fteppes in Forraine foyle, Qu. 'Tis full of thy foule wrongs.
This faire Alliance, quickly fhall call home Rich. My Fathers death.
To high Promotions, and great Dignity. Qu. Thy life hath it difhonor'd.
The King that calles your beauteous Daughter Wife, l^icb. Why then, by Heauen.
Familiarly fhall call thy "\Dorfet,Brother : Qu. Heanens wrong is moftofall:
Againe fhall you be Mother to a King : If thou didd'ft feare to breake an Oath with him,
And all the Ruines r/f diftreflefull Times, The vnity the King my husband made,
Repayr'd with double Riches of Content. Thou had'ft not broken, nor my Brothers died.
What? we haue many goodly dayes to fee : If thou had'ft fear'd to breake an oath by him,
The liquid drops of Teares that you haue /hed, Th'Imperial! mettall, circling now thy head,
Shall come againe, transform'd to Orient Pearle, Had grac'd the tender temples of my Child,
Aduantaging their Loue, with intereft And both the Princes had bene breathing heere,
Of ten-times double gaine of happinefTe. Which now two tender Bed-fellowes for duft,
Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go, Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes.
Make bold her bafhfull yeares, with your experience, What can'ft thou fweare by now.
Prepare her eares to heare a Woers Tale. Rich. The time to come.
Put in her tender heart, th'afpiring Flame Qu. That thou haft wronged in the time ore-paft:
Of Golden Soueraignty : Acquaint the PrincefTe For 1 my felfe haue many teares to wa/h
With the fweet filent houres of Marriage ioyes : Heereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee.
And when this Arme of mine hath chaftifed The Children liue, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter'd,
The petty Rebell, dull-brain'd Buckingham, Vngouern'd youth, to waile it with their age :
Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come, The Parents liue, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd,
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age.
To whom I will retaile my Conqueft wonne, Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft
And fhe fhalbe fole Vxftorefle.Ctf/in Cafar. Mifvs'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repaft.

Qu. What were I beft to fay, her Fathers Brother Rich. As I entend to profper,and repent:
Would be her Lord ? Or fhall I fay her Vnkle ? So thriue I in my dangerous Affayres
Or he that /lew her Brothers, and her Vnkles ? Of hoftile Armes : My felfe, my felfe confound :
Vnder what Title fhall I woo for thee, Heauen, and Fortune barre me happy houres:
That God, the Law, my Honor, and her Loue, Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night, thy reft.
Can make feeme pleafmg to her tender yeares? Be oppofite all Planets of good lucke

Rich. Inferre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. To my proceeding, if with deere hearts loue,
jga Which fhe fhall purchafe with ftil lafting warre. Immaculate deuotion.holy thoughts,
Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter.
Qu. That at her hands,which the kings King forbids. In her, confiftsmy Happineffe,and thine :
Rich. Say fhe fhall be a High and Mighty Queene. Without her, followes to my felfe, and thee ;
Qu. To vaile the Title,as her.Mother doth. Her felfe, the Land,and many a Chriftian foule,
Rich. Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay :
Qu. But how long fhall that title euer lart ? It cannot be auoyded, but by this:
Rich. Sweetly in force, vnto her faire Hues end. It will not be auoyded, but by this.
Qu. But how long fairely fhall her fweet life laft ? Therefore deare Mother (I muft call you fo)
Rich, As long as Heauen and Nature lengthens it. Be the Atturney of my loue to her:
Qu. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene ;
~Rjch. Say I her Soueraigne,am her Subieft low. Not my deferts, but what I will deferue :
Qu. But fhe your Subiecl,lothes fuch Soueraignty. Vrge the Neceflity and ftate of times,
J<(ich. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. And be not peeuifh found,in great Defignes.
Qu, An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told. Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Diuel thus?
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. Rich. I, if the Diueil tempt you to do good.
Qu. Plaine and not honeft,is too harlh a ftyle. Qu. Shall I forget my felfe, to be my felfe.
Rich. Your Reafons are too fhallow, and to quicke. Rich. I, if your felfes remembrance wrong your felfe.
Qu. O no, my Reafons are too deepe and dead, Qu. Yet thou didft kil my Children.

Too deepe and dead (poore Infantsjin their graues, Rich. But in your daughters wombe I bury them.
Harpe on it frill fhall I, till heart-flrings breake. Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed

Rich. Harpe not on that firing Madam, that is paft. Selues of themfelues, to your recomforture.
Now by my George, my Garter,and my Crowne. Qu. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ?

Qu. Prophan'd, difhonor'd,and the third vfurpt. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed.
Rich. I fweare. Qu. I go, write to me very fhortly,
Qu. By nothing, for this is no Oath : And you fhal vnderftand from me her mind. Exit Q.

Thy George prophan'd, hath loft his Lordly Honor; Rich. Beare her my true loues kiffe,and fo farewell.
Thy Garter blemifh'd, pawn'd his Knightly Vertue ; Relenting Foole,and mallow-changing Woman.

How
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How now, what newes ? Stan. They haue not been commanded, mighty King:

Pleafeth your Maieftie to giue me leaue,
Enter Ratdiffe. lie mufter vp my friends, and meet your Grace,

Where,and what time your Maieftie fliall pleafe.
Rat. Moft mightie Soueraigne, on the Wefterne Coaft Rich. I, thou would'ft be gone, to ioyne with Richmond:

Rideth a puiffant Nauie : to our Shores But lie not truft thee.
Throng many doubcfull hollow-hearted friends, Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne,
Vnarm'd,and vnrefolu'd to beat them backe. You haue no caufe to hold my friendship doubtfull,
'Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral!: I neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe.
And there they hull, expecting but the aide Rich. Goe then, and mufter men:but leaue behind
Of Buc%ingbam,to welcome them aihore. Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme,
Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to y Duke of Norfolk ; Or elfe his Heads affurance is but fraile.

Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catesby, where is hee ? Stan. So deale with him, as I proue true to you.
Cat. Here, my good Lord. Exit Stanley.
*Rjcb. Catesby, flye to the Duke.
Cat. I will, my Lord, with all conuenient hafte. Enter a
Rich. Catesby come hither,pofte to Salisbury:

When thou com'ft thither: Dull vnmindfull Villaine, MeJJ". My gracious Soueraigne, now in Deuonftvire,
Why ftay'ft thou here,and go'ft not to the Duke? As I by friends am well aduertifed,
Gzf.Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneffe pleafure, Sir Edward (Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate,

What from your Grace I fliall deliuer to him. Bifliop of Exeter, his elder Brother,
Rich. O true, good Oto£_y,bid him leuie ftraight With many moe Confederates, are in Armes.

The greateft ftrength and power that he can make,
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. Enter another <&fej/~enger.

Cat. I goe. Exit.
Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fliall I doe at Salis- Mcff. In Kent, my Liege, the Guilfords are in Armes,

bury ? And euery houre more Competitors
Rich. Why, what would'ft thou doe there, before I Flocke to the Rebels, and their power growes ftrong,

goe ?
*Rat. Your Highnefle told me I fhould pofte before. Enter another t^feffenger.
^ch. My minde is chang'd :

Meff. My Lord, the Armie of great Buckingham.
Enter Lord Stanley. :Rjcb. Out on ye, Owles, nothing but Songs of Death,

Hejirjlytb him.
Stanley, what newes with you ? There, take thou that, till thou bring better newes.

&a.None,good my Liege, to pleafe you with y hearing, M.eJJ~. The newes I haue to tell your Maieftie,
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. Is, that by fudden Floods, and fall of Waters,

Rich. Hoyday,a Riddle,neither good nor bad : 'Buclynghams Armie is difpers'd and fcatter'd,
What need'ft thou runne fo many miles about, And he himfelfe wandred away alone,
When thou mayeft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? No man knowes whither.
Once more,what newes? Rich. I cry thee mercie :

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. There is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine,
Rich. There let him finke,and be the Seas on him, Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym'd

White-liuer'd Runnagate, what doth he there? Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ?
Stan. I know not,mightie Soueraigne, but by gueffe. Mejf. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord.
Rich. Well,as you gueffe.
Stan. Stirr'd vp by Dorjet^uc^ingbam^and Morton, Snter another

He makes for England, here to clayme the Crowne.
Rich. Is the Chayre emptie ? is the Sword vnfway'd ? MeJJ~. Sir Thomas Louell,and Lord Marqueffe Dorjet,

Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpoffeft ? 'Tis laid, my Liege, in Yorkefhire are in Armes :
What Heire of Torfe is there aliue,but wee ? But this good comfort bring I to your Highneffe,
And who is Englands King, but great Tories Heire ? The Brittaine Nauie is difpers'd by Tempeft.
Then tell me,what makes he vpon the Seas? Richmond in Dorfedhire ient out a Boat

Stan. Vnleffe for that, my Liege, I cannot gueffe. Vnto the fliore,to aske thofe on the Banks,
Rich. Vnleffe for that he comes to be your Liege, If they were his Affiftants, yea, or no?

You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman comes. Who anfwer'd him, they came from '(Budfingham,
Thou wilt reuolt, and flye to him,I feare. Vpon his partie : he miftrufting them,

Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miltruft me not. Hoys'd fayle,and made his courfe againe for Brittaine.
Rich. Where is thy Power then, to beat him back ? Rich. March on, march on,fince we are vp in Armes,

Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? If not to fight with forraine Enemies,
Are they not now vpon the Wefterne Shore, Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home.
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Shippes ?

Stan. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the Eater Catesby.
North.

Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in the North, Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken,
When they fhould ferue their Soueraigne in the Weft ? That is the beft newes : that the Earle of Richmond

Is
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Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford, Hath turrfd my fained Prayer on my head,
Is colder Newes, but yet they muft be told. And giuen in earneft,what I begg'd in ieft.

Rich. Away towards Salsbury,while we reafon here, Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men
A Royall batteil might be wonne and loft: To turne their owne points in their Mafters bofomes.
Some one take order Buckingham be brought Thus Margarets curfe falles heauy on my necke :
To Salsbury, the reft march on with me. Florijh. Exeunt When he (quoth fhe)mall fplit thy heart with forrow,

Remember Margaret was a Propheteffe :
Come leade me Officers to the blocke of (name,
Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the due of blame.

Scena Quart a. Exeunt Buckingham "with Officers.

Enter Derby, and Sir Cbriflofker. Scena Secunda.
Der. Sir Chrijtopher,tell Richmond this from me,

That in the ftye of the moft deadly Bore, Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : others, with drum and colours .
If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head,
The feare of that, holds off my prefent ayde. Richm. Fellowes in Armes,and my moft louing Frends
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord. Bruis'd vnderneath the yoake of Tyranny,
Withall fay, that the Queene hath heartily confented Thus farre into the bowels of the Land,
He fhould efpoufe Elizabeth hir daughter. Haue we marcht on without impediment;
But tell me,where is Princely Richmond now? And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley

Cbri. At Penbroke, or at Hertford Weft in Wales. Lines of faire comfort and encouragement :
Der. What men of Name refort to him. The wretched, bloody,and vfurping Boare,
Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, (That fpoyl'd your Summer Fields,and fruitful! Vines,!

Sir Gilbert Ta/bot,S'ir William Stanley, Swilles your warm blood like wafh, & makes his trough
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir lames Blunt, In your embowel'd bofomes : This foule Swine
And Rice af Thomas, with a valiant Crew, Is now euen in the Gentry of this Ifle,
And many other of great name and worth: Ne're to the Towne of Leicefter, as we learne :
And towards London do they bend their power, From Tamworth thither,is but one dayes march.
If by the way they be not fought withall. In Gods name cheerely on, couragious Friends,

Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kiffe his hand, To reape the Harueft of perpetual! peace,
My Letter will refolue him of my minde. By this one bloody tryall of fharpe Warre.
Farewell. Exeunt Oxf. Euery mans Confcience is a thoufand men,

To fight againft this guilty Homicide.
Her. I doubt not but his Friends will turne to vs.

BIunt.He. hath no friends, but what are friends for fear,

AffiusQuintus. ScenaT'rima. Which in his deereft neede will flye from him.
Richm. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march,

True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowes wings,
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings.

Enter 'Buckingham with Halberds,led Bxeunt Omnes.
to Execution.

Enter King Richard in tArmes,Tvitb Norfolke, Ratcliffe,
Sue. Will not King Richard let me fpeake with him? and the Barle of Surrey.
Sher. No my good Lord, therefore be patient.
'Buc. Haftings, and Edirards children, Gray & 'BJuers, pitch our Tent, euen here in Bofworth field,

Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, My Lord of Surrey, why looke you fo fad ?
Vaughan, and all that haue mifcarried Sur. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes.
By vnder-hand corrupted foule iniuftice, Rich. My Lord of Norfolke.
If that your moody difcontented foules, Nor. Heere moft gracious Liege.
Do through the clowds behold this prefent houre, Rich. Norfolke, we muft haue knockes :
Euen for reuenge mocke my deftru&ion. Ha, muft we not ?
This is All-foules day (Fellow)is it not? Nor. We muft both giue and take my louing Lord.

Sher. It is. Rich. Vp with my Tent, heere wil I lye to night,
fBar.Why then Al-foules day, is my bodies doomfday But where to morrow ? Well, all's one for that.

This is the day, which in King Edwards time Who hath defcried the number of the Traitors "?
I wifh'd might fall on me,when I was found Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vtmoft power.
Falfe to his Children, and his Wiues Allies. Rich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account:
This is the day, wherein I wifht to fall Befides, the Kings name is a Tower of ftrength,
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted. Which they vpon the aduerfe Fadlion want.
This, this All-foules day to my fearfull Soule, Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen,
Is the determin'd refpit of my wrongs : Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground.
That high All-feer, which I dallied with, Call for fome men of found direction :

Let's
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Let's lacke no Difcipline, make no delay, Nor cheere of Minde that I was wont to haue.
tor Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt Set it dovvne. Is Inke and Paper ready ?

Rat. It is my Lord.
Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Ox- Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leaue me.

ford, and Dor fa. Ratdiffe, about the mid of night come to my Tent
Ricbm. The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden fet, And helpe to arme me. Leaue me I fay. Exit Rate/if.

And by the bright Tracl of his fiery Carre,
Giues token of a goodly day to morrow. Enter Derby to ̂ chmond in his Tent.
Sir William Brandon, you mall beare my Standard :
Glue me fome Inke and Paper in my Tent : Der. Fortune,and Victory fit on thy Helme.
He draw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, j^icb. All comfort that the darke night can affbord,
Limit each Leader to his feuerall Charge, Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law.
And part in iuft proportion our fmall Power. Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ?
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir William Brandon, Der. I by Attourney, bleffe thee from thy Mother,
And your Sir Walter Herbert flay with me : Who prayes continually for Richmonds good :
The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment; So much for that. The filent houres fteale on,
Good Captaine ̂lunt, beare my goodnight to him, And flakie darkeneffe breakes within the Eaft.
And by the fecond houre in the Morning, In breefe, for fo the feafon bids vs be,
Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent: Prepare thy Battell early in the Morning,
Yet one thing more (good Captaine) do for me : And put thy Fortune to th'Arbitrement
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know? Of bloody ftroakes,and mortall ftaring Warre :

^lunt. VnlefTe I haue miftane his Colours much, I, as I may, that which I would. I cannot,
(Which well I am affur'd I haue not done) With beft aduantage will deceiue thetime,
His Regiment lies halfe a Mile at leaft And ayde thee in this doubtfull fliocke of Armes.
South, from the mighty Power of the King. But on thy fide I may not be too forward,

Richm. If without perill it be poffible, Leaft being feene, thy Brother, tender George
Sweet Slant,make fome good meanes to fpeak with him Be executed in his Fathers fight.
And giue him from me, this moft needfull Note. Farewell: the leyfure, and the fearfull time

Blunt. Vpon my life, my Lord, He vndertake it, Cuts off the ceremonious Vowes of Loue,
And fo God giue you quiet reft to night. And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfe,

Ricbm. Good night good Captaine 'Blunt: Which fo long iundred Friends fhould dwell vpon:
Come Gentlemen, God giue vs leyfure for thefe rites of Loue.
Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufinefie ; Once more Adieu, be valiant,and fpeed well.
Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. Ricbm. Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment :

They "withdraw into the Tent. He ftriue with troubled nolle, to take a Nap,
Left leaden /lumber peize me downe to morrow,

Enter Richard, Rate life, Norfolfy, & £atesby. When I fhould mount with wings of Victory :
Once more, good night kinde Lords, and Gentlemen.

Rich. What is't a Clocke ? Exeunt. Manet Richmond.

Cat. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a clocke. O thou, whofe Captaine 1 account my felfe,
King. I will not fup to night, Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye :

Giue me fome Inke and Paper : Put in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath,
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was ? That they may crufh downe with a heauy fall,
And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? Th'vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries :

Cat. It is my Liege : and all things are in readineffe. Make vs thy minifters of Chafticement,
Rich. Good Norfolke,hye thee to thy charge, That we may praife thee in thy victory :

Vfe carefull Watch, choofe trufty Centinels, To thee I do commend my watch full foule,
Nor. I go my Lord. Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes :
Rich. Stir with the Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolk. Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me ftill. Sleeps.
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit Enter the Ghoft of 'Prince Edward, Sonne to
Rich. Ratclife. Henry thejixt.
Rat. My Lord. Gh.to Ri. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow:
Rich. Send out a Purfuiuant at Armes Thinke how thou ftab'ft me in my prime of youth

To Stanleys Regiment : bid him bring his power At Teukesbury : Difpaire therefore, and dye.
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne George fall Ghoft to Ricbm. Be chearefull Richmond,
Into the blinde Caue of eternall night. For the wronged Soules
Fill me a Bowie of Wine : Giue me a Watch, Of butcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe :
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to morrow : King Henries iffue Richmond comforts thee.
Look that my Staues be found, & not too heauy. Ratdiff. Enter the Cfhoft of Henry thejixt.

Rat. My Lord. Ghoft. When I was mortall, my Annointed body
Rich. Saw'ft the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? By thee was punched full of holes ;
Rat. Thomas, the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfe, Thinke on the Tower, and me : Difpaire,and dye,

Much about Cockfhut time, from Troope to Troope Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye.
Went through the Army, chearing vp the Souldiers. To Ricbm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror :

King. So, I am fatisfied : Giue me a Bowie of Wine, Harry that prophefied thou fhould'ft be King,
I haue not that Alacrity of Spirit, Doth comfort thee in fleepe : Liue,and flourifh.

t Enter
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Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. What? do I feare my Selfe ? There's none elfe by,

Ghoft. Let me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow. Richard loues Richard, that 5s, I am I.
I that was wafh'd to death with Fulfome Wine : Is there a Murtherer heere?No j Yes, I am :
Poore Clarence by thy guile betray'd to death : Then flye; What from my Selfe ? Great reafon : why ?
To morrow in the battell thinke on me, Left I Reuenge. What? my Selfe vpon my Selfe?
And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, difpaire and dye. Alacke, I loue my Selfe. Wherefore ? For any good

To Richm. Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Lancafter That I my Selfe, haue done vnto my Selfe?
The wronged heyres of Yorke do pray for thee, O no. Alas, I rather hate my Selfe,
Good Angels guard thy battell, Liue and Flouri/h. For hatefull Deeds committed by my Selfe.

Enter the Ghofts of Riuers,Gray,and Vaugban. I am a VJllaine : yet I Lye, I am not.
Riu. Let me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow, Foole, of thy Selfe fpeake well : Foole, do not natter.

Riuers,that dy'de at Pom fret: difpaire,and dye. My Confcience hath a thoufand feuerall Tongues,
Grey. Thinke vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire. And euery Tongue brings in a feuerall Tale,
Vaugb. Thinke vpon i^augha>i,nnd with guilty feare And euerie Tale condemnes me for a Villaine ;

Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. Periurie, in the high'ft Degree,
All to Richm. Awake, Murther, fterne murther, in the dyr'ft degree,

And thinke our wrongs in Richards Bofome, All feuerall finnes, all vs'd in each degree,
Will conquer him. A wake, and win the day. Throng all to'th'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty.

Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftings. I mall difpaire, there is no Creature loues me ;
Gho. Bloody and guilty : guiltily awake, And if 1 die, no foule fhall pittie me.

And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. Nay, wherefore mould they ? Since that I my Selfe,
Thinke on Lord Haftings : difpaire,and dye. Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe.

Haft, to Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, Me thought, the Soules of all that I had murther'd
Awake, awake : Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat
Arme, fight, and conquer, for faire Englands fake. To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter t be GhoHs of the tveo yong Princes.
Qhofts. Dreame on thy Coufins Enter Ratdiffe.

Smothered in the Tower :

Let vs be hid within thy bofome Richard, Rat. My Lord.
And weigh thee downe to ruine, fhame,and death, King. Who's there?
Thy Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. Rat. Ratdiffe my Lord,'tis I : the early Village Cock

Ghofts to Richm. Sleepe Richmond, Hath twice done falutation to the Morne,
Sleepe in Peace,and wake in loy, Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour.
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, King. O Ratdiffe, I feare,! feare.
Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afFraid of Shadows.
Edwards vnhappy Sonnes, do bid thee flourifh. King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night

Enter the Gbosl oftAnne, hit Wife. Haue ftroke more terror to the foule of Richard,
Ghoft to Rich. Richard, thy Wife, Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers

That wretched Anne thy Wife, Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Richmond.
That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 'Tis not yet neere day. Come go with me,
Now filles thy fleepe with perturbations, Vnder our Tents He play the Eafe-dropper,
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me, To heare if any meane to fhrinke from me.
And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, difpaire and dye ; 8xeunt Ricbard& Rattiffe,

Ghoft to Richm. Thou quiet foule,
Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe : Enter the Lords to Richmond Jitting
Dreame of Succeffe, and Happy Victory, in bu Tent.
Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray for thee.

Enter the Gbosl of Buckingham. Richm. Good morrow Richmond.
Ghoft to %icb. The firft was I Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen,

That help'd thee to the Crowne : That you haue tane a tardie fluggard heere ?
The laft was I that felt thy Tyranny. Lords. How haue you flept my Lord ?
O, in the Battaile think on Buckingham, Rich. The fweeteft fleepe,
And dye in terror of thy guiltineffe. And faireft boading Dreames,
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, That euer entred in a drowfie head,
Fainting difpaire ; difpairing yeeld thy breath. ' Haue I fince your departure had my Lords.

Qboft to Richm. I dyed for hope Me thought their Soules, whofe bodies Rich.murther'd,
Ere I could lend thee Ayde; Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory :
Butcheere thy heart, and be thou not difmayde : I promife you my Heart is very iocond,
God,and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame,
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. How farre into the Morning is it Lords ?

Richard ft arts out of bu dreame. Lor. Vpon the ftroke of foure.
Rich. Glue me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds: Rich. Why then 'tis time to Arme, and giue direction.

Haue mercy lefu. Soft, I did but dreame. His Oration to hu Souldiers.
O coward Confcience! how doft thou afflict me ¥ More then I haue faid, louing Countrymen,
The Lights burne blew. It is not dead midnight. The leyfure and inforcement of the time
Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling fielh. Forbids to dwell vpon : yet remember this,

God
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God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, In the maine Battell, whofe puiffance on either fide
The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, Shall be well-winged with our cheefeft Horfe :
Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, ftand before our Faces, This, and Saint George to boote.
{'Richard except) thofe whom we fight againft, What think'ft thou Norfolke.
Had rather haue vs win, then him they follow. Nor. A good direction warlike Soueraigne,
For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, This found I on my Tent this Morning.
A bloudy Tyrant, and a Homicide : loc^ey of Norfolly, be not fo bold,
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftablifh'd ; For Dickon thy maijler u bought and fold.
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, King. A thing deuifed by the Enemy.
And flaughter'd thofe that were the meanes to help him : Go Gentlemen, euery man to his Charge,
A bafe foule Stone, made precious by the foyle Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules:
Of Englands Chaire, where he is falfely let : For Confcience is a word that Cowards vfe,
One that hath euer beene Gods Enemy. Deuis'd at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe,
Then if you fight againft Gods Enemy, Our ftrong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law.
God will in iuftice ward you as his Soldiers. March on, ioyne brauely, let vs too't pell mell,
If you do fvveare to put a Tyrant downe, If not to heauen, then hand in hand to Hell.
You fleepe in peace, the Tyrant being flaine : What fhall I fay more then I haue inferred ?
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes, Remember whom you are to cope withall,
Your Countries Fat fhall pay your paines the hyre, A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, and Run-avvayes,
If you do fight in fafegard of your wiues, A fcum of Brittaines,and bafe Lackey Pezants,
Your wiues fhall welcome home the Conquerors. Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomits forth
If you do free your Children from the Sword, To defperate Aduentures, and afTur'd Deftruclion.
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. You fleeping fafe, they bring you to vnreft :
Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, You hauing Lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues,
Aduance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. They would reftraine the one, diftaine the other,
For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt, And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ?
Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers coft,
But if I thriue, the gaine of my attempt, A Milke-fop, one that neuer in his life
The leaft of you fhall ihare his part thereof. Felt fo much cold, as ouer fhooes in Snow :
Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, Let's whip thefe ftraglers o're the Seas againe,
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Viftory. Laih hence thefe ouer-weening Ragges of France,

Thefe famiih'd Beggers, weary of their liues,
Enter King Richard, Ratcliffe,and Catesby. Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit)

For want of meanes (poore Rats) had hang'd themfelues.
K. What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond? I f we be conquered, let men conquer vs,
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in Armes. And not thefe baftard Britaines, whom our Fathers
King. He faid the truth : and what faid Surrey then? Haue in their owne Land beaten, bobb'd,and thump'd,
Rat. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe. And on Record, left them the heires of fhame.
King, He was in the right, and fo indeed it is. Shall thefe enioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ?

Tell the clocke there. £locl(e jiritgs. Rauifh our daughters? Drum afarre off
Giue me a {Calender : Who law the Sunne to day ? Hearke, I heare their Drumme,

Rat. Not I my Lord. Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen,
King. Then he difdaines to fhine : for by the Booke Draw Archers draw your Arrowes to the head,

He mould haue brau'd the Eaft an houre ago, Spurre your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood,
A blacke day will it be to fomebody. Ratcliffe. Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues.

Rat. My Lord. Snter a Meflenger.
King. The Sun will not be feene to day, What fayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power?

The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army. Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come.
I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground. King. Off with his fonne Georges head.
Not ihine to day ? Why, what is that to me Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the Marfli :
More then to Richmond? For the felfe-fame Heauen After the battaile, let George Stanley dye.
That frownes on me, lookes fadly vpon him. King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom.

Aduance our Standards, fet vpon our Foes,
Safer Norfol\e. Our Ancient word of Courage, faire S.George

Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons :
Nor. Arme,arme,my Lord : the foe vaunts in the field. Vpon them, Vidlorie fits on our helpes.
King. Come, buftle, buftle. Caparifon my horfe.

Call vp Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power, Alarum,excurfions. Enter Catesby.
I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plaine,
And thus my Battell dial be ordred. Cat. Refcue my Lord of Norfolke,
My Foreward fhall be drawne in length, Refcue, Refcue :
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot: The King enafts more wonders then a man,
Our Archers {hall be placed in the mid'ft ; Daring an oppofite to euery danger :
lohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, His horfe is flaine, and all on foot he fights,
Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe. Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death :
They thus directed, we will fllow Refcue faire Lord,or elfe the day is loft.

Alarums. t z Enter

539



204 The Life and death of Richard the Third.
Enter Richard. Der. lohn Duke of Norfolke, Walter Lord Ferris,

Rich. A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. Sir Robert Brofynbury, and Sir William Brandon.
Gates. Withdraw my Lord, He helpe you to a Horfe Richm. Interre their Bodies, as become their Births,

Rich. Slaue, I haue fet my life vpon a caft, Proclaime a pardon to the Soldiers fled,
And I will ftand the hazard of the Dye : That in fubmifsion will returne to vs,
I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, And then as we haue tane the Sacrament,
Fiue haue I ilaine to day, in ftead of him. We will vnite the White Rofe,and the Red.
A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. Smile Heauen vpon this faire Coniundlion,

That long haue frown'd vpon their Enmity :
Alatum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Richard What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen ?

is Jlaine. England hath long beene mad, and fcarr'd her felfe ;
The Brother blindely fhed the Brothers blood 5

Retreat,and Flourijb. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the The Father, rafhly flaughtered his owne Sonne;
Crorpne, with diners other Lords. The Sonne compell'd, beene Butcher to the Sire ;

All this diuided Yorke and Lancafter,
Richm. God, and your Armes Diuided, in their dire Diuifion.

Be prais'd Victorious Friends ; O now, let "Richmond and Elizabeth,
The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. The true Succeeders of each Royall Houfe,

Der. Couragious Richmond, By Gods faire ordinance, conioyne together ."
Well haft thou acquit thee : Loe, And let thy Heires (God if thy will be fo)
Heere thefe long vfurped Royalties, Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace,
From the dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, With fmiling Plenty, and faire Profperous dayes.
Haue I pluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord,
Weare it,and make much ofit. That would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe,

Richm. Great God of Heauen, fay Amen to all; And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood ;
But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing ? Let them not liue to tafte this Lands increafe,

Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in Leicefter Towne, That would with Treafon, wound this faire Lands peace.
Whither (if you pleafe) we may withdraw vs. Now Ciuill wounds are ftopp'd, Peace liues agen ;

Richm. What men of name are flaine on either fide? That fhe may long liue heere, God fay, Amen. Exeunt

FINIS.
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The Famous Hiftory of the Life of
King HENRY the Eight.

rue

tCome no more to make you laugh, Things now, Will be deceyud. For gentle Hearers, know
Teat beare a Weighty, and a Serious Brow, To ranke our chofen Truth with fuch a Jhow
>Sad,high, and working, full of State and Woe : As Foole, and Fight is, bejide forfeyting

Such Noble Scoenes, at draw the Eye to Jlotv Our owne Braines, and the Opinion that we bring
We now frefent. Thofe that can Fifty, heere To make that onely true, we now intend,
May (if they thinks it veil) let fall a Teare, Will leaue vs neuer an -vnderjlanding Friend.
The Subieft will deferue it. Such as glue Therefore, for GoodneJJ'e fake, and ai you are knowne
Their Money out of hope they may beleeue, The Firji and HappieSi Hearers of the Towne,
May heere finde Truth too. Thoje that come to fee Be fad, 06 we would make ye. Thinke ye fee
Onely a Jhow or two, and fo a gree, The -very Perfons of our Noble Story,
The Play may fa_ffe : If they be ftill, and willing, As they were Liuing : Thinke you fee them Great,
He -undertake may fee away their Jbitting And followed with the generall throng, and Jweat
Richly in two Jhort houres. Onely they Of thousand Friends : Then, in a moment, fee
That come to hears a Merry, Bawdy Play, How foone this MightineJJe, meets Mifery :
A noyfe of Targets : Or to fee a Fellow And if you can be merry then, lie Jay,
In a long Motley Coate, garded with Yellow, A Man may weepe -upon bis Wedding day.

Primus. Sccena ^Prima.

Enter the Du^e of Norfol^e at one doore. At the other, Nor. Then you loft
the Duty of Buckingham, and the Lord The view of earthly glory : Men might fay

Aburgauenny. Tili this rime Pompe was fingle, but now married
To one aboue it felfe. Each following day

Buckingham. Became the next dayes mafter, till the laft
Ood morrow,and well met. How haue ye done Made former Wonders, it's. To day the French,
Since laft we faw in France ? All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathen Gods

Norf. I thanke your Grace : Shone downe the Englifh ; and to morrow, they
Healthfull, and euer fince a frefh Admirer Made Britaine, India : Euery man that ftood,

Of what I faw there. Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfiih Pages were
*Buc^. An vntimely Ague As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too,

Staid me a Prifoner in my Chamber, when Not vs'd to toyle, did almoft fweat to beare
Thofe Sunnes of Glory, thofe two Lights of Men The Pride vpon them, that their very labour
Met in the vale of Andren. Was to them, as a Painting. Now this Maske

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde, Was cry'de incompareable ; and th'enfuing night
I was then prefent, faw them falute on Horfebacke, Made it a Foole,and Begger. The two Kings
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung Equall in luftre, were now beft, now worft
In their Embracement,as they grew together, As prefence did prefent them : Him in eye,
Which had they, Still him in praife, and being prefent both,
What foure Thron'd ones could haue weigh'd 'Twas faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner
Such a compounded one? Durft wagge his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Sunnes

Buck^. All the whole time (For fo they phrafe'em) by their Heralds challeng'd
I was my Chambers Prifoner. The Noble Spirits to Armes, they did performe
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Beyond thoughts Compafle, that former fabulous Storie A thing Infpir'd, and not confulting, broke
Being now feene, poffible enough, got credit Into a generall Prophefie; That this Tempeft
That 'Beuit was beleeu'd. Dafhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded

'Buc. Oh you go farre. The fodaine breach on't.
Nor. As I belong to wor/hip,and affect Nor. Which is budded out,

In Honor, Honefty, the tract of eu'ry thing, For France hath flaw'd the League,and hath attach'd
Would by a good Difcourfer loofe fome life, Our Merchants goods at Burdeux.
Which Actions felfe, was tongue too. Abur. Is it therefore

"Bite. All was Royall, Th'AmbafTador is filenc'd ?
To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd, Nor. Marry is't.
Order gaue each thing view. The Office did Abur. A proper Title of a Peace,and purchas'd
Diftinctly his full Function : who did guide, At a fuperfluous rate.
I meane who fet the Body, and the Limbes 'Buc. Why all this Bufineffe
Of this great Sport together? Our Reuerend Cardinall carried.

Nor. As you guefle: Nor. Like it your Grace,
One certes, that promifes no Element The State takes notice of the priuate difference
In fuch a bufineffe. Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduife you

Buc. I pray you who, my Lord ? (And take it from a heart, that wiflies towards you
Nor. All this was ordred by the good Difcretion Honor, and plenteous fafety) that you reade

Of the right Reuerend Cardinal! of Yorke. The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency
Buc. The diuell fpeed him : No mans Pye is freed Together ; To confider further, that

From his Ambitious finger. What had he What his high Hatred would effect, wants not
To do in thefe fierce Vanities.? I wonder, A Minifter in his Power. You know his Nature,
That fuch a Keech can with his very bulke That he's Reuengefull; and I know, his Sword
Take vp the Rayes o'th'beneficiall Sun, Hath a fiiarpe edge : It's long, and't may be faide
And keepe it from the Earth. It reaches farre, and where 'twill not extend,

Nor. Surely Sir, Thither he darts it. Bofome vp my counfell,
There's in him ftuffe, that put's him to thefe ends : You'l finde it wholefome. Loe, where comes that Rock
For being not propt by Aunceftry, whofe grace That I aduice your fhunning.
Chalkes Succeflbrs their way ; nor call'd vpon
For high feats done to'th'Crowne ; neither Allied Enter Cardinal! Wo/fey, the Purfe borne before htm, certaine
To eminent Affiftants; but Spider-like of the Guard, and tiro Secretaries with Papers : The
Out of his Selfe-drawing Web. O giues vs note, Cardinall in his pajjage,fxeth his eye on Buclf
The force of his owne merit makes his way ham,and 'Buckingham on him,
A guift that heauen giues for him, which buyes both full of difdaine.
A place next to the King.

eAtur. I cannot tell Qar. The Duke of Buclyngbams Surueyor? Ha ?
What Heauen hath giuen him : let fome Grauer eye Where's his Examination?
Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride Seer, Heere fo pleafe you.
Peepe through each part of him : whence ha's he that, £ar. Is he in perfon, ready ?
If not from Hell ? The Diuell is a Niggard, Seer. I, pleafe your Grace.
Or ha's giuen all before, and he begins Car. Well, we ihall then know more, & Buckingham
A new Hell in himfelfe. Shall leffen this bigge looke.

'Buc. Why the Diuell, Exeunt Cardinall,and his Traine.
Vpon this French going out, tooke he vpon him Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mouth'd, and I
(Without the priuity o'th'King) t'appoint Haue not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft
Who fliould attend on him? He makes vp the File Not wake him in his ilumber. A Beggers booke,
Of all the Gentry; for the moft part fuch Out-worths a Nobles blood.
To whom as great a Charge, as little Honor Nor. What are you chaff'd ?
He meant to lay vpon : and his owne Letter Aske God for Temp'rance, that's th'appliance onely
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out Which your difeafe requires.
Muft fetch him in, he Papers. Buc. I read in's looks

Abur. I do know Matter againft me, and his eye reuil'd
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that haue Me as his abiect obiect, at this inftant
By this, fo ficken'd their Eftates, that neuer He bores me with fome tricke ; He's gone to'th'King :
They fhall abound as formerly. He follow, and out-ftare him.

'Buc. O many Nor. Stay my Lord,
Haue broke their backes with laying Manners on 'em And let your Reafon with your Choller queftion
For this great lourney. What did this vanity What 'tis you go about: to climbe fteepe hilles
But minifter communication of Requires flow pace at firft. Anger is like
A moft poore iffue. A full hot Horfe, who being allow'd his way

Nor. Greeuingly I thinke, Selfe-mettle tyres him : Not a man in England
The Peace betweene the French and vs, not valewes Can aduife me like you : Be to your felfe,
The Coft that did conclude it. As you would to your Friend.

Buc. Euery man, Buc. He to the King,
After the hideous ftorme that follow'd, was And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry downe

This
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This Ipfvplcb fellowes infolence; or proclaime, Enter Brandon, a Sergeant at tArmes before him, and
There's difference in no perfons. tt»o or tbeee of the Guard.

Norf. Be aduif'd; Brandon. Your Office Sergeant : execute it.
Heat not a Furnace for your foe fo hot Sergeant. Sir,
That it do lindge your felfe. We may out-runne My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earle
By violent fwiftnefie that which we run at; Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, I
And lofe by ouer-running : know you not, Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name
The fire that mounts the liquor til't run ore, Of our moft Soueraigne King.
In feeming to augment it, wafts it: be aduif'd; 'Bucl(. Lo you my Lord,
I fay againe there is no Englifh Soule The net has falne vpon me, I /hall peri/h
More ftronger to dire£l you then your felfe ; Vnder deuice, and praclnfe:
If with the fap of reafon you would quench, Bran. I am fony,
Or but allay the fire of paffion. To fee you tane from liberty, to looke on

<Buc\. Sir, The bufines prelent. Tis his Highnes pleafure
I am thankfull to you, and He goe along You fhall to th' Tower.
By your prefcription : but this top-proud fellow, Bucl{. It will helpe me nothing
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me
From fincere motions, by Intelligence, Which makes my whit'ft part,black. The will of Heau'n
And proofes as cleere as Founts in Inly, when Be done in this and all things: I obey.
Wee fee each graine of grauell; I doe know O my Lord Aburgany : Fare you well.
To be corrupt and treafonous. Bran. Nay , he muft beare you company. The King

Norf. Say not treafonous. Is pleas'd you fhall to th'Tower, till you know
'Bac^.To th'King He fay't, & make my vouch as ftrong How he determines further.

As fhore of Rocke: attend. This holy Foxe, Abur. As the Duke faid,
Or Wolfe, or both (for he is equall rau'nous The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleafure
As he is iubtile, and as prone to mifchiefe, By me obey'd.
As able to perform't) his minde, and place ""Bran. Here is a warrant from
Infedting one another, yea reciprocally, The King, t'attach Lord Mount acute, and the Bodies
Only to mew his pompe, as well in France, Of the Dukes Confeffor, lohn de la Car,
As here at home,fuggefts the King our Mafter One Gilbert Pec^e,his Councellour.
To this laft coftly Treaty; Th'enteruiew, Buck^, So, fo;
That fwallowed fo much treafure, and like a glafle Thefe are the limbs o'th'Plot: no more I hope.
Did breake ich'wrenching. Bra. A Monke o'th'Cbartreux.

Norf. Faith, and fo it did. 'Buc^. O Michaell Hof%ixs>
Buc\.Pray giue me fauour Sir: This cunning Cardinall Bra. He.

The Articles o'th' Combination drew ^Bucl^. My Surueyor is fake : The ore-great Cardinall
As himfelfe pleas'd;and they were ratified Hath /hew'd him gold; my life is fpand already:
As he cride thus let be, to as much end, I am the fhadow of poore Buckingham,
As giue a Crutch to th'dead. But our Count-Cardinall Whofe Figure euen this inftant Clowd puts on,
Has done this, and tis well: for worthy W'oljey By Darkning my cleere Sunne.My Lords farewell. Exe.
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this followes,
(Which as I take it, is a kinde of Puppie
To th'old dam Treafon) Charles the Emperour, Scena Secunda.
Vnder pretence to fee the Queene his Aunt,
(For twas indeed his colour, but he came
To whifper Wolfey}here makes vifitation, Cornets. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals Jboul-
His feares were that the Interview betwixt der, the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Louell: the Cardinall
England and France, might through their amity places bimfelfe -under the Kings feete on
Breed him fome preiudice; for from this League, his right fide.
Peep'd harmes thatmenac'd him. Priuily
Deales with our Cardinal, and as I troa King. My life it felfe, and the beft heart of it,
Which I doe well; for I am fure the Emperour Thankes you for this great care: I flood i'th' leuell
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his Suit was granted Of a full-charg'd confederacie, and giue thankes
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made To you that choak'd it. Let be cald before vs
And pau'd with gold : the Emperor thus defir'd, That Gentleman of Buckingham*, in perfon,
Tha: he would pleafe to alter the Kings courfe, He heare him his conreffions iuftifie,
And breake the forefaid peace. Let the King know And point by point the Treafons of his Maifter,
(As foone he fhall by me) that thus the Cardinall He fhall againe relate.
Does buy and fell his Honour as he pleafes, A noyfe within crying roome for the Queene, i<Jher'd by the
And for his owne aduantage. 1>u^e of Norfolkf. Enter the Queene, Norfoltg and

Norf. I am forry Snffblly:jhe ^neels. King rifeth from his State,
To heare this of him; and could wifh he were takes her -up, lyjj'es and placeth
Somthing miftaken in't. her by him.

fBucl(. No, not a tillable: Queen. Nay, we muft longer kneele;! am a Suitor.
I doe pronounce him in that very fhape King. Ari(e,and take place by vs; halfe your Suit
He fhall appeare in proofe. Neuer name to vs: you haue halfe our power : The
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The other moity ere you aske is giuen, Card. And for me,
Repeat your will,and take it. I haue no further gone in this, then by

S^ueen. Thanke your Maiefty A fingle voice, and that not paft me, but
That you would loue your felfe,and in that loue By learned approbation of the Judges: If I am
Not vnconfidered leaue your Honour, nor Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know
The dignity of your Office; is the poynt My faculties nor perfon,yet will be
Of my Petition. The Chronicles of my doing : Let me fay,

Kin. Lady mine proceed- 'Tis but the fate of Place,and the rough Brake
Sjueen. I am folicited not by a few, That Vertue muft goe through : we muft not ftint

And thofe of true condition; That your Subiedls Our neceffary actions, in the feare
Are in great grieuance: There haue beene Commiflions To cope malicious Cenfurers,which euer,
Sent downe among 'em, which hath flaw'd the heart As rau'nous Fifhes doe a VefTell follow
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although That is new trim'd ; but benefit no further
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beft,
Moft bitterly on you,as putter on By ficke Interpreters (once weake ones) is
Of thefe exactions: yet the King, our Maifter (not Not ours,or not allow'd; what worft, as oft
Whofe Honor Heauen fhield from foile;euen he efcapes Hitting a grofftr quality, is cride vp
Language vnmannerly ;yea,fuch which breakes For our beft Aft : if we mall ftand ftill,
The fides of loyalty,and almoft appeares In feare our motion will be mock'd,or carp'd at,
In lowd Rebellion. We mould take roote here, where we fit;

Norf. Not almoft appeares, Or fit State- Statues onely.
It doth appeare; for, vpon thefe Taxations, Kin. Things done well,
The Clothiers all not able to maintaine And with a care, exempt themfelues from feare :
The many to them longing, haue put oft" Things done without example,in their iflue
The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers, who Are to be fear'd. Haue you a Prefident
Vnfit for other life, compeld by hunger Of this Commiffion ? I beleeue,not any.
And lack of other meanes, in defperate manner We muft not rend our Subiecls from our Lawes,
Daring th'euent too th'teeth,are all in vprore, And fticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each ?
And danger ferues among them. A trembling Contribution ; why we take

Kin. Taxation? From euery Tree, lop, barke,and part o'th' Timber:
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinall, And though we leaue it with a roote thus hackt,
You that are blam'd for it alike with vs, The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To euery County
Know you of this Taxation? Where this is queftion'd, fend our Letters, with

Card. Pleafe you Sir, Free pardon to each man that hasdeny'de
I know but of a fingle part in ought The force of this Commiffion: pray looke too't;
Pertaines to th'State; and front but in that File I put it to your care.
Where others tell fteps with me. Card. A word with you.

Queen. No, my Lord ? Let there be Letters writ to euery Shire,
You know no more then others? But you frame Of the Kings grace and pardon : the greeued Commons
Things that are knowne alike, which are not wholfome Hardly conceiue of me. Let it be nois'd,
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft That through our Interceffion, this Reuokement
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exaftions And pardon comes : I fhall anon aduife you
(Whereof my Soueraigne would haue note) they are Further in the proceeding. Exit Secret.
Moft peftilent to th'hearing,and to beare 'em,
The Backe is Sacrifice to th'load ; They fay Enter Surueycr.
They are deuis'd by you, er elfe you fuffer Queen. I am ferry, that the Duke ofBuclyngkam
Too hard an exclamation. Is run in your difpleaiure.

Kin. Still Exaclion: Kin. It grieues many :
The nature of it, in what kinde let's know, The Gentleman is Learn'd,and a moft rare Speaker,
Is this Exaction? To Nature none more bound ; his trayning fuch,

Queen. I am much too venturous That he may furnifh and inftrucl great Teachers,
In tempting of your patience, but am boldned And neuer feeke for ayd out of himfelfe : yet fee,
Vnder your promis'd pardon. The Subiefts griefe When thefe fo Noble benefits fhall proue
Comes through Commiffions, which compels from each Not well difpos'd, the minde growing once corrupt,
The fixt part of his Subftance,to be leuied They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly
Without delay; and the pretence for this Then euer they were faire. This man lo compleat,
Is nam'd,your warres in France: this makes bold mouths, Who was enrold 'mongft wonders; and when we
Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze Almoft with rauifh'd liftning,could not finde
Allegeance in them ; their curfes now His houre ofipeech,a minute: He, (my Lady)
Liue where their prayers did: and it's come to pafle, Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces
This traftable obedience is a Slaue That once were his,and is become as blacke,
To each incenfed Will: I would your HighnefTe As if befmear'd in hell. Sit by Vs,you fhall heare
Would giue it quicke confederation; for (This was his Gentleman in truft) of him
There is no primer bafenefie. Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount

Kin. By my life, The fore-recited pradlifes, whereof
This is againft our pleafure . We cannot feele too little, heare too much.
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Card. Stand forth, & with bold fpirit relate what you Should haue gone off.

Moft like a carefull SubiedT: haue collected Kin. Ha? What, fo rancke ? Ah, ha,
Out of the Duke of'Buckingham. There's mifchiefe in this man; canft thou fay further?

Kin. Speake freely. Sur. I can my Liedge.
Sur. Firft, it was vfuall with him ; euery day Kin. Proceed.

It would infeft his Speech: That if the King Sur. Being at Greenwich,
Should without iffue dye; hee'l carry it fo After your HighnefTe had reprou'd the Duke
To make the Scepter his. Thefe very words About Sir William Illumer. (uant,
I'ue heard him vtter to his Sonne in Law, Kin. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn fer-
Lord Aburgany, to whom by oth he menac'd The Duke retein'd him hi?. But on: what hence?
Reuenge vpon the Cardinall. Sur, If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed,

Card. Pleafe your Highneffe note As to the Tower, I thought; I would haue plaid
This dangerous conception in this point, The Part my Father meant to aft vpon
Not frended by his wifh to your High perfon ; Th'Vfurper Ricbard,who being at Sahbury,
His will is moft malignant,and it ftretcbes Made fuit to come in's prefence; which if granted,
Beyond you to your friends. (As he made femblance of his duty) would

S^ueen. My learn'd Lord Cardinall, Haue put his knife into him.
Deliuer all with Charity. Kin. A Gyant Traytor.

Kin. Speake on ; Card. Now Madam, may his Highnes liue in freedome,
How grounded hee his Title to the Crowne And this man out of Priibn.

Vpon our faile; to this poynt haft thou heard him, S^ueen. God mend all. (^y'ft ?
At any time fpeake ought? Kin. Ther's fomthing more would out of thee; what

Sur. He was brought to this, Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the knife
By a. vaine Prophefie of Nicholas Henton. He ftretch'd him,and with one hand on his dagger,

Kin, What was that Henton'? Another fpread on's breaft, mounting his eyes,
Sur. Sir, a Cbartreux Fryer, He did difcharge a horrible Oath,whofe tenor

His Confeflbr, who fed him euery minute Was, were he euill vs'd,he would outgoe
With words of Soueraignty. His Father, by as much as a performance

Kin. How know'ft thou this? Do's an irreiolute purpofe.
Sur. Not long before your HignefTe fped to France, Kin. There's his period,

The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Parifh To fheath his knife in vs : he is attach'd,
Saint Laurence Poultney, did of me demand Call him to prefent tryall : if he may
What was the fpeech among the Londoners, Finde mercy in the Law, 'tis his; if none,
Concerning the French Journey. I replide, Let him not feek't of vs : By day and night
Men feare the French would proue perfidious Hee's Traytor to th' height. Exeunt.
To the Kings danger : prefently, the Duke
Said,'twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted

'Twould proue the verity of certaine words Scczna Tertia.Spoke by a holy Monke, that oft, fayeshe,
Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit
lobn de la Car, my Chaplaine, a choyce howre
To heare from him a matter cf fome moment: Enter L. Chamberlaine, and L. Sandys.
Whom after vnder the Commiffions Seale, L. Ch. Is't pofiible the fpels of France fhould iuggle
He follemnly had fworne, that what he fpoke Men into fuch ftrange myfteries ?
My Chaplaine to no Creature liuing, but L.San. New cuftomes,
To me, ihould vtter, with demure Confidence, Though they be neuer fo ridiculous,
This paufingly enfu'de; neither the King, nor's Heyres (Nay let 'em be vnmanly) yet are follow'd.
(Tell you the Duke) fhall profper, bid him ftriue L. Ch. As farre as I fee,all the good our Englifh
To the loue o'th'Commonalty, the Duke Haue got by the late Voyage, is but meerely
Shall gouerne England. A fit or two o'th' face, (but they are ihrewd ones)

Queen. If I know you well, For when they hold 'em, you would fweare direftly
You were the Dukes Surueyor,and loft your Office Their very nofes had been Councellours
On the complaint o'th' Tenants; take good heed To Pepin or Clothariiu, they keepe State fo.
You charge not in your fpleene a Noble perfon, L. San, They haue all new legs,
And fpoyle your nobler Soule; I fay, take heed; And lame ones ; one would take it,
Yes,heartily befeech you. That neuer fee 'em pace before, the Spauen

Kin. Let him on : Goe forward. A Spring-halt rain'd among'em.
Sur. On my Soule, He fpeake but truth. L. Ch. Death my Lord,

I told my Lord the Duke, by th'Diuels illufions Their cloathes are after fuch a Pagan cut too't,
The Monke might be deceiu'd, and that 'twas dangerous That fure th'haue worne out Cll iftendome:how now?
For this to ruminate on this fo farre, vntill What newes, Sir Thomas Louell?
It forg'd him fome defigne, which being beleeu'd
It was much like to doe: He anfwer'd,Tufh, Enter Sir Thomas Louell.
It can doe me no damage; adding further, Louell. Faith my Lord,
That had the King in his laft SicknefTe faild, I heare of none but the new Proclamation,
The Cardinals and Sir Thomas Louels heads That's clapt vpon the Court Gate.

L. Cham.
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L. Cham. What is't for?

Lou. The reformation of our trauel'd Gallants,
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke, and Taylors. Scena Quart a.

L. Cham. I'm glad 'tis there;
Now I would pray our Monfieurs
To thinke an Englifh Courtier may be wife, Hoboies. A fmall Table -under a State for the Cardinal/, a
And neuer fee the Louure. longer Table for the Guefts. Then Enter cAnne Bullen,

Lou: They muft either and diuers other Ladies, & Gentlemen, as Cfuefts
(For fo run the Conditions) leaue thofe remnants at one Ttoore', at an other Doore enter
Of Foole and Feather, that they got in France, Sir Henry Guilford.
With all their honourable points of ignorance
Pertaining thereunto5 as Fights and Fire-workes, S. Hen. Gullf. Ladyes,
Abufing better men then they can be A general! welcome from his Grace
Out of a forreigne wifedome, renouncing cleane Salutes ye all; This Night he dedicates
The faith they haue in Tennis and tall Stockings, To faire content,and you: None heere he hopes
Short bliftred Breeches, and thofe types of Trauellj In all this Noble Beuy, has brought with her
And vnderftand againe like honeft men, One care abroad : hee would haue all as merry:
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there, I take it, As firft, good Company, good wine, good welcome,
They may Cum Pruliiegio, wee away Can make good people.
The lag end of their lewdnefle,and be laugh'd at.

L.San. Tis time to giue 'em Phylicke, their difeafes Enter L. Chamberlaine Z/. Sands, and Louell.
Are growne fo catching. O my Lord, y'are tardy ;

L. Cham What a loffe our Ladies The very thought of this faire Company,
Will haue of thefe trim vanities? Clapt wings to me.

Louell. I marry, Cham. You are young Sir Harry Guilford.
There will be woe indeed Lords, the f!ye whorfons San. Sir Thomas Louell, had the Cardinall
Haue got a fpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, feme of thefe
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's no Fellow. Should finde a running Banket, ere they refted,

L. San. The Diuell fiddle'em, I thinke would better pleafe'em : by my life,
I am glad they are going, They are a fweet fociety of faire ones.
For fure there's no conuerting of'em: now Lou. O that your Lord/hip were but now Confeffor,
An honeft Country Lord as I am, beaten To one or two of thefe.
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine fong, San. I would I were,
And haue an houre of hearing,and by'r Lady They fliould finde eafie pennance.
Held currant Muficke too. Lou. Faith how eafie ?

L. Cham. Well faid Lord Sands, San. As eafie as a downe bed would affoord it.
Your Colts tooth is not caft yet? Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleafe you fit; Sir Harry

L.San. No my Lord, Place you that fide, lie take the charge of this:
Nor Aall not while I haue a ftumpe. His Grace is entring. Nay,you muft not freeze,

L. Cham. Sir Thomas, Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather:
Whither were you a going? My Lord Sands, you are one will keepe 'em waking:

Lou. To the Cardinals ; Pray fit betweene thefe Ladies.
Your Lord/hip is a gueft too. San. By my faith,

L. Cham. O,'tis true; And thanke your Lord/hip : by your leaue fweet Ladies,
This night he makes a Supper,and a great one, If I chance to talke a little wilde, forgiue me:
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be I had it from my Father.
The Beauty of this Kingdome lie affure you. An. <Bul. Was he mad Sir ?

Lou. That Churchman San. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in loue too;
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, But he would bite none, iuft as I doe now,
A hand as fruitfull as the Land that feeds vs, He would KifTe you Twenty with a breath.
His dewes fall euery where. Cham. Well faid my Lord :

L. Cham. No doubt hee's Noble ; So now y'are fairely feated : Gntlemen,
He had a blacke mouth that faid other of him. The pennancelyes on you; if thefefaire Ladies

L. San, He may my Lord, Pafle away frowning.
Ha's wherewithall in him ; San. For my little Cure,
Sparing would fliew a worfe finne,then ill Doctrine, Let me alone.
Men of his way, fhould be moft liberall,
They are fet heere for examples. Hoboyes. Enter CardinallWolfey, and ta\es his State.
L. Cham. True, they are fo; Card Y'are wel ome my faire Guefts; that noble Lady

But few now giue fo great ones: Or Gentleman that is not freely merry
My Barge ftayes ; Is not my Friend. This to confirme my welcome,
Your Lordfliip {hall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, And to you all good health.
We ihall be late elfe, which I would not be, San. Your Grace is Noble,
For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford Let me haue fuch a Bowie may hold my thankes,
This night to be Comptrollers. And faue me fo much talking.

L.San. I am your Lordfhips. Exeunt. Card. My Lord Sands,
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I am beholding to you : cheere your neighbours : Cham. Such a one, they all confefie
Ladies you are not merry ; Gentlemen, There is indeed, which they would haue your Grace
Whofe fault is this? Find out, and he will take it.

San. The red wine firft muft rife Card. Let me fee then,
In their faire cheekes my Lord, then wee (hall haue 'em, By all your good leaues Gentlemen ; heere He make
Talke vs to filence. My royall choyce.

An.^, You are a merry Gamfter Kin. Ye haue found him Cardinall,
My Lord Sands. You hold a faire Aflembly; you doe well Lord:

San. Yes, if I make my play : You are a Churchman,or lie tell you Cardinall,
Heer's to your LadiJhip, and pledge it Madam: I ftould iudge now vnhappily.
For tis to fuch a thing. Card. I am glad

An.'B. You cannot {hew me. Your Grace is growne fo pleafant.
Drum and Trumpet, Chambers difchargd. Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine,

San. I told your Grace, they would talke anon. Prethee come hither, what faire Ladie's that?
Card. What's that ? Cham, An't pleafe your Grace,
Cham. Looke out there, fome of ye. Sir Thomat 'Bullens Daughter, the Vifcount Ifyckford,
Card. What warlike voyce, One of her HighnefTe women.

And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, feare not; Kin. By Heauen fhe is a dainty one. Sweet heart,
By all the lawes of Warre y'are priuiledg'd. I were vnmannerly to take you out,

And not to kiffe you. A health Gentlemen,
Enter a Seruant. Let it goe round.

Qham. How now, what is't? Card. Sir ThomM Louell,\s the Banket ready
Seru. A noble troupe of Strangers, I'th' Priuy Chamber ?

For fo they feeme ; th'haue left their Barge and landed, Lou, Yes, my Lord.
And hither make, as great Embaffadors Card. Your Grace
From forraigne Princes. I feare, with dancing is a little heated.

Card. Good Lord Chamberlaine, Kin. I feare too much.
Go,giue'em welcomejyou can fpeake the French tongue Card. There's frefher ayre my Lord,
And pray receiue 'em Nobly, and conduct 'em In the next Chamber.
Into our prefence, where this heauen of beauty Kin, Lead in your Ladies eu'ry one : Sweet Partner,
Shall /hine at full vpon them. Some attend him. I muft not yet forfake you : Let's be merry,

All rife, and Tables remoud. Good my Lord Cardinall : I haue halfe a dozen healths,
You haue now a broken Banket, but wee'l mend it. To drinke to thefe faire Ladies, and a meafure
A good digeftion to you all; and once more To lead'em once againe,and then let's dreame
I fhowre a welcome on yee : welcome all. Who's beft in fauour. Let the Mufkke knock it.

Exeunt frith Trumpets.
Hoboyes. Enter King and others Of Masters, habited li\e

ShepheardSf vjber'd by the Lord Chamberlaine. They
paj/e direflly before the Cardinall, and gracefully fa- Aftus Secundus. Scena <Prima.lute him.

A noble Company : what are their pleafures ?
Cham. Becaufe they fpeak no Engliih,thus they praid

To tell your Grace : That hauing heard by fame Enter ttvo Gentlemen at feuerall Doores.
Of this fo Noble and fo faire affembly, i. Whether away fo fail?
This night to meet heere they could doe no leffe, 2. O, God faue ye :
(Out of the great refpect they beare to beauty) Eu'n to the Hall, to heare what fhall become
But leaue their Flockes,and vnder your faire Conduct Of the great Duke of Buckingham.
Craue leaue to view thefe Ladies, and entreat I. He faue you
An houre of Reuels with 'em. That labour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony

£ard. Say, Lord Chamberlaine, Of bringing backe the Prifoner.
They haue done my poore houfe grace: 2. Were you there?
For which I pay'em a thoufand thankes, l. Yes indeed was I.
And pray'em take their pleafures. 2. Pray fpeake what ha's happen'd.

Cboofe Ladies, King and An Bullen. I. You may gueffe quickly what.
King. The faireft hand I euer touch'd: O Beauty, 2. Is he found guilty ?

Till now I neuer knew thee. i. Yes truely is he,
Mujic^e, Dance. And condemn'd vpon't.

Card. My Lord. 2. I am forry fort.
Cham. Your Grace. I. So are a number more.
Card. Pray tell 'em thus much from me : 2, But pray how paft it?

There fhould be one amongft'em by his perfon I. He tell you in a little. The great Duke
More worthy this place then my felfe, to whom Came to the Bar; where, to his accufadons
(If I but knew him) with my loue aud duty He pleaded ftill not guilty, and alleadged
I would furrender it. Whiffer. Many fliarpe reafons to defeat the Law.

Cham. I will my Lord. The Kings Atturney on the contrary,
Card. What fay they ? Vrg'd on the Examinations, proofes, confeffions

Of
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Of diuers witnefles, which the Duke defir'd Nor build their euils on the graues of great men ;
To him brought -viua voce to his face ; For then,my guildeffe blood muft cry againft'em.
At which appear'd againft him, his Surueyor For further life in this world I ne're hope,
Sir Gilbert Peck} his Chancellour,and lohn Car, Nor will I fue,although the King haue mercies
Confeffor to him, with that Diuell Monke, More then I dare make faults.
Hopkins, that made this mifchiefe. You few that lou'd me,

2. That was hee And dare be bold to weepe for Buckingham,
That fed him with his Prophecies. His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leaue

j. The fame, Is only bitter to him, only dying:
All thefe accus'd him ftrongly, which he faine Goe with me like good Angels to my end,
Would haue flung from him; but indeed he couldnot; And as the long diuorce of Steele fals on me,
And fo his Peeres vpon this euidence, Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice,
Haue found him guilty of high Treafon. Much And lift my Soule to Heauen.
He fpoke,and learnedly for life: But all Lead on a Gods name.
Was either pittied in him, or forgotten. Louell. I doe befeech your Grace, for charity

2. After all this, how did he beare himfelfe? If euer any malice in your heart
I. When he was brought agen to th' Bar, to heare Were hid againft me, now to forgiue me frankly.

His Knell rung out, his Judgement, he was ftir'd 'Bucks Sir Thomas Louell, I as free forgiue you
With fuch an Agony, he fweat extreamly, As I would be forgiuen : I forgiue all.
And fomthing fpoke in choller, ill,and hafty: There cannot be thofe numberleffe offences
But he fell to himfelfe againe, and fweetly, Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with:
In all the reft ihew'd a moft Noble patience. No blacke Enuy /hall make my Graue.

2. I doe not thinke he feares death. Commend mee to his Grace :

I. Sure he does not, And if he fpeake of Buckingham, pray tell him,
He neuer was fo womani/h, the caufe You met him halfe in Heauen: my vowes and prayers
He may a little grieue at. Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forfake,

2. Certainly, Shall cry for bleflings on him. May he Hue
The Cardinall is the end of this. Longer then I haue time to tell his yeares 5

i. Tis likely, Euer belou'd and louing, may his Rule be ;
By all conieftures : Firft Kildares Attendure; And when old Time ftiall lead him to his end,
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remou'd GoodnerTe and he, fill vp one Monument.
Earle Surrey, was fent thither, and in haft too, Lou. To th' water fide I muft condudt your Grace;
Leaft he Should helpe his Father. Then giue my Charge vp to Sir Nicholas Vaux,

2. That tricke of State Who vndertakes you to your end.
Was a deepe enuious one, Vaux. Prepare there,

I. At his returne, The Duke is comming : See the Barge be ready;
No doubt he will requite it; this is noted And fit it with fuch furniture as luites
(And generally) who euer the King fauours, The Greatnefle of his Perfon.
The Cardnall inftantly will finde imployment, Bucl(. Nay, Sir Nicholas,
And farre enough from Court too. Let it alone; my State now will but mocke me.

2. All the Commons When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable,
Hate him pernicioufly,and o' my Conference And Duke of 'Buckingham : now, poore Sdnard Bohun;
Wilh him ten faddom deepe : This Duke as much Yet I am richer then my bafe Accufers,
They loue and doate on: call him bounteous Buckingham, That neuer knew what Truth meant : I now feale it;
The Mirror of all courtefie. And with that bloud will make 'em one day groane for't.

My noble Father Henry <>f ̂Buckingham,
Enter Buckingham from bis Arraignment, Tipftaues before Who firft rais'd head againft Vfurping Richard,

him, the Axe with the edge towards him, Halberds on each Flying for fuccour to his Servant "^Bani/ler,
Jide, accompanied with Sir 'Thomas Louell, Sir Nicholas Being diftreft; was by that wretch betraid,
Vaux, Sir Walter Sands, and common people, &c. And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him.

Henry the Seauenth fucceeding, truly pittying
I. Stay there Sir, My Fathers lofle; like a moft Royall Prince

And fee the noble ruin'd man you fpeake of. Reftor'd me to my Honours : and out of ruines
2. Let's ftand clofe and behold him. Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Sonne,

^Bucl^ All good people, Henry the Eight, Life,Honour,Name and all
You that thus farre haue come to pitty me; That made me happy; at one ftroake ha's taken
Heare what I fay, and then goe home and lofe me. For euer from the World. I had my Tryall,
I haue this day receiu'd a Traitors iudgement, And muft needs fay a Noble one; which makes me
And by that name muft dye; yet Heauen beare witnes, A little happier then my wretched Father :
And if I haue a Confcience, letitfincke me, Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes; both
Euen as the Axe falls, if I be not faithfull. Fell by our Seruants, by thofe Men we lou'd moft:
The Law I beare no mallice for my death, A moft vnnaturall and laitbleffe Seruice.
T'has done vpon the premifes,but luftice : Heauen ha's an end in ail : yet, you that heare me,
But thofe that fought it, I could wifh more Chnftians: This from a dying man receiue as certaine :
(Be what they will) I heartily forgiue 'em; Where you are liberall of your loues and Councels,
Yet let'em looke they glory not in mifchiefe; Be fure you be not loofe ; for thofe you make friends,

And
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And giue your hearts to; when they once perceiue fore a SubieR, if not before the King, which flop"d our mouthes
The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away Sir.
Like water from ye, neuer found againe I feare he will indeede ; well, let him haue them ; hee
But where they meane to fmke ye : all good people will haue all I thinke.
Pray for me, I muft now forfake ye; the laft houre
Of my long weary life is come vpon me : Enter to the Lord (Chamberlaine, the Dulles of Nor-
Farewell; and when you would fay fomthing that is fad, fol^e and Suffb/^e.
Speakehow I fell. Norf. Well met my Lord Chamberlaine.
I haue done; and God forgiue me. Cham. Good day to both your Graces.

Exeunt Dui(e and Trains. Suff. How is the King imployd ?
I. O, this is full of pitty; Sir,it cals Cham. I left him priuate,

I feare, too many curfes on their heads Full of fad thoughts and troubles.
That were the Authors. Norf. What's the caufe ?

2. If the Duke be guiltlefle, Cham. It feemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife
'Tis full of woe : yet I can giue you inckling Ha's crept too neere his Confcience.
Of an enfuing euill, if it fall, Suff. No, his Confcience
Greater then this. Ha's crept too neere another Ladle.

I. Good Angels keepe it from vs: Norf. Tis fo;
What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir? This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardinal!,

2. This Secret is fo weighty,'twill require That blinde Prieft, like the eldeft Sonne of Fortune,
A ftrong faith to conceale it. Turnes what he lift. The King will know him one day.

i: Let me haue it : Suff. Pray God he doe,
I doe not talke much. Hee'l neuer know himfelfe elfe.

2. I am confident; Norf. How holily he workes in all his bufmefle,
You fhall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare And with what zeale? For now he has crackt the League
A buzzing of a Separation Between vs & the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew)
Betweene the King and Katberine ? He diues into the Kings Soule, and there fcatters

i. Yes,but it held not; Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Confcience,
For when the King once heard it, out of anger Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage.
He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftraight And out of all thefe, to reftore the King,
To flop the rumor;and allay thofe tongues He counfels a Diuorce, a loffe of her
That durft difperfe it. That like a lewell, ha'shung twenty yeares

2. But that /lander Sir, About his necke, yet neuer loft her luftre;
Is found a truth now: for it growes agen Of her that loues him with that excellence,
F re/her then e're it was; and held for certaine That Angels loue good men. with : Euen of her,
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinall, That when the greateft ftroake of Fortune falls
Or fome about him neere, haue out of malice Will blefle the King : and is not this courfe pious ?
To the good Queene, poffeft him with a fcruple Cbam.Hea.uen keep me from fuch councel: tis moft true
That will vndoe her: To confirme this too, Thefe newes are euery where, euery tongue fpeaks 'em,
Cardinall Campeiui is arriu'd, and lately, And euery true heart weepes for't. All that dare
As all thinke for this bufines. Looke into thefe affaires, fee this maine end,

i. Tis the Cardinall; The French Kings Sifter. Heauen will one day open
And meerely to reuenge him on the Emperour, The Kings eyes, that fo long haue flept vpon
For not beftowing on him at his asking, This bold bad man.
The Archbifhopricke of Toledo, this is purpos'd. Suff. And free vs from his flauery.

2. I thinke Norf. We had need pray,
You haue hit the marke ; but is't not cruell, And heartily, for our deliuerance;
That me fhould feele the fmart of this : the Cardinall Or this imperious man will worke vs all
Will haue his will, and fhe muft fall. From Princes into Pages: all mens honours

i. 'Tis wofull. Lie like one lumpe before him, to be fafhion'd
Wee are too open heere to argue this : Into what pitch he pleafe.
Let's thinke in priuate more. Exeunt. Suff. For me, my Lords,

I loue him not,nor feare him,there's my Creede:
As I am made without him,fo He ftand,

Scena Secunda. 
If the King pleafe : his Curfes and his bleffings
Touch me alike: th'are breath I notbeleeue in.

I knew him, and I know him : fo I leaue him
To him that made him proud ; the Pope.

Enter Lord Chamberlaine, reading this Letter. Norf. Let's in ;
And with fome other bufines, put the King

MT Lord, the Horfes your Lordjhip fent for, with all the From thefe fad thoughts,that work too much vpon him:care / bad, I farv well chofen, ridden, and furnijb^d. My Lord, youle beare vs company?
They were young and handfome, and of the beft breed in the Cham. Excufe me,
North. When they were ready to fet out for London, a man The King ha's fent me otherwhere : Befides
of my Lord Cardinalh,by Commit/ion, and maine power toofye You'l finde a moft vnfit time to difturbe him:
'#» from me, with tba reafon-.his maifier would bee Jerud be- Health to your Lord/hips.
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Norfol^e. Thankes my good Lord Cbamberlaine. Enter Qardiner.

Exit Lord Chamberlains, and the King drawes the Curtalne Wai. Giue me your hand: much ioy & fauour to you;
and fits reading penfiuely. You are the Kings now.

Suff. How fad he lookes; fure he is much afflicted. Card. But to be commanded
Kin. Who's there ? Ha ? For euer by your Grace,whofe hand ha's rais'd me.
Norff. Pray God he be not angry. (felues Kin. Come hither Gardiner.
Kin. Who's there I fay ? How dare you thruft your Waives and rphifpers.

Into my priuate Meditations? Camp. My Lord of Yorfy, was not one Doftor face
Who am I ? Ha ? In this mans place before him ?

Norff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences Wol. Yes, he was.
Malice ne're meant: Our breach of Duty this way, Camp. Was he not held a learned man f
Is bufinefie of Eftate; in which, we come Wol. Yes furely.
To know your Royall pleafure. Camp. Beleeue me, there's an ill opinion fpread then,

Kin. Ye are too bold : Euen of your felfe Lord Cardinall.
Go too; Jle make ye know your times of bufinefle : Wol. How? of me?
Is this an howre for temporall affaires? Ha ? Camp They will not fticke to fay, you enuide him;

Enter Woljey and Campeiui with a (^ommijjlon. And fearing he would rife ( he was fo vertuous)
Who's there? my good Lord Cardinall? O my Woljey, Kept him a forraigne man (till, which fo greeu'd him,
The quiet of my wounded Confcience; That he ran mad, and dide.
Thou art a cure fit for a King; you'r welcome Wol. Heau'ns peace be with him:
Moft learned Reuerend Sir,into our Kingdome, That's Chriftian care enough : for liuing Murmurers,
Vfe vs, and it: My good Lord, haue great care, There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole;
I be not found a Talker. For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fellow,

Wol. Sir, you cannot; If I command him followes my appointment,
I would your Grace would giue vs but an houre I will haue none fo neere els. Learne this Brother,
Of priuate conference. We liue not to be grip'd by meaner perfons.

Kin. We are bufie; goe. Kin. Deliuer this with modefty to th'Queene.
Norff. This Prieft ha's no pride in him ? Exit Gardiner.
Suff. Not to fpeake of: The moft conuenient place, that I can thinke of

I would not be fo ficke though for his place: For fuch receipt of Learning, is Black-Fryers :
But this cannot continue. There ye ihall meete about this waighty bufines.

Norff. If it doe, lie venture one; haue at him. My Woljey, fee it furniih'd, O my Lord,
Suff. I another. Would it not grieue an able man to leaue

Exeunt Norfollte and Suffol^e. So fweet a Bedfellow? But Confcience, Confcience ;
Wol. Your Grace ha's giuen a Prefident of wifedome O 'tis a tender place, and I muft leaue her. Sxeunt.

Aboue all Princes,in committing freely
Your fcruple to the voyce of Chriftendome :
Who can be angry now ? What Enuy reach you ?The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her, Scena Tertla.
Muft now confefle, if they haue any goodnefle,
The Tryall,iuft and Noble. All the Clerkes,
(I meane the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdomes) Enter Anne '"Bullen, and an old Lady.
Haue their free voyces. Rome (the Nurfe of ludgement)
Inuited by your Noble felfe, hath fent An. Not for that neither;here's the pang that pinches.
One generall Tongue vnto vs. This good man, His Highnefle, hauing liu'd fo long with her, and ihe
This iuft and learned Prieft, Cardnall Campeias, So good a Lady, that no Tongue could euer
Whom once more, I prefent vnto your Highnefle. Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life,

Kin. And once more in mine armes I bid him welcome, She neuer knew harme-doing : Oh, now after
And thanke the holy Conclaue for their loues, So.many courfes of the Sun enthroaned,
They haue fent me fuch a Man, I would haue wiih'd for. Still growing in a Maiefty and pompe, the which
Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferue all ftrangers loues, To leaue, a thoufand fold more bitter, then

You are fo Noble : To your Highnefle hand 'Tis fweet at firft t'acquire. After this Procefle.
I tender my Commiffion; by whofe vertue, To giue her the auaunt, it is a pitty
The Court of Rome commanding. You my Lord Would moue a Monfter.
Cardinall of l~or%e, are ioyn'd with me their Seruant, Old La. Hearts of moft hard temper
In the vnpartiall iudging of this Bufinefle. (ted Melt and lament for her.

Kin. Two equall men : The Queene fhall be acquain- An. Oh Gods will, much better
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner? She ne're had knowne pompe ; though't be temporall,

Wol. I know your Maiefty,ha's alwayes lou'd her Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do diuorce
So deare in heart, not to deny her that It from the bearer, 'tis a fufferance, panging
A Woman of lefle Place might aske by Law; As foule and bodies feuering.
Schollers allow'd freely to argue for her. Old L. Alas poore Lady,

Kin. I, and the beft Ihe ftiall haue ; and my fauour Shee's a ftranger now againe.
To him that does beft, God forbid els : Cardinall, An. So much the more
Prethee call Gardiner to me,my new Secretary. Muft pitty drop vpon her ; verily
Ifind him a fit fellow. I fweare,tis better to be lowly borne,

And
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And range with humble liuers in Content, Cham. Lady ;
Then to be perk'd vp in a gliftring griefe, I /hall not faile t'approue the faire conceit
And weare a golden forrow. The King hath of you. I haue perus'd her well,

Old L. Our content Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled,
Is our beft hauing. That they haue caught the King : and who knowes yet

Anne. By my troth, and Maidenhead, But from this Lady, may proceed a lemme,
I would not be a Queene. To lighten all this He. Tie to the King,

Old. L. Bemrew me, I would, And fay I fpoke with you.
And venture Maidenhead for't, and fo would you Exit Lord Chamberlaine.
For all this fpice of your Hipocvilie: An. My honour'd Lord.
You that haue fo faire parts of Woman on you, Old. L. Why this it is : See, fee,
Haue (too) a Womans heart, which euer yet I haue beene begging fixteene yeares in Court
Affefted Eminence, Wealth, Soueraignty ; (Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could
Which, to fay footh, are Bleffmgs; and which guifts Come pat betwixt too early, and too late
(Sauing your mincing) the capacity For anyfuit of pounds: and you, (oh fate)
Of your foft Chiuerell Confcience, would receiue, A very frefh Fifh heere ; fye, fye, fye vpon
If you might pleafe to ftretch it. This compel'd fortune : haue your mouth fild vp,

Anne. Nay, good troth. Before you open it.
OWL. Yes troth, & troth; you would not be a Queen? An. This is ftrange to me.
Anne. No, not for all the riches vnder Heauen. Old L. How tafts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no:
OW.Z/.Tis ftrange 5 a threepence bow'd would hire me There was a Lady once (tis an old Story)

Old as I am, to Queene it : but I pray you, That would not be a Queene, that would flie not
What thinke you of a Dutcheffe ? Haue you limbs For all the mud in Egypt; haue you heard it ?
To beare that load of Title? An. Come you are pleafant.

An. No in truth. Old, L. With your Theame, I could
Old. L. Then you are weakly made ;plucke off a little, O're-mount the Larke: The Marchioneffe of Pembroolyi

I would not be a young Count in your way, A thoufand pounds a yeare, for pure refpedl ?
For more then blufhing comes to : If your backe No other obligation ? by my Life,
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, tis too weake That promiies mo thousands : Honours traine
Euer to get a Boy. Is longer then his fore-skirt; by this time

cAn. How you doe talke; I know your backe will beare a Dutchefle. Say,
I fweare againe, I would not be a Queene, Are you not ftronger then you were?
For all the world : An. Good Lady,

Old. L. In faith, for little England Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy,
You'ld venture an emballing : I my felfe And leaue me out on't. Would I had no being
Would for Carnaruanjhire, although there long'd If this falute my blood a iot; it faints me
No more to th' Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here ? To thinke what followes.

The Queene is comfortleffe, and wee forgetfull
Enter Lord Qhamberlaine. (know In our long abfence : pray doe not deliuer,

L. Cham. Good morrow Ladies; what wer't worth to What heere y'haue heard to her.
The fecret of your conference? Old L. What doe you thinke me -^-^- Exeunt.

An. My good Lord,
Not your demand; it values not your asking :
Our Miftris Sorrowes we were pittying.

Cham. It was a gentle bufmeffe, and becomming Scena Quart a.
The action of good women, there is hope
All will be well.

An. Now I pray God, Amen. Trumpets, Sennet, and Cornets.
Cham. You beare a gentle minde, & heau'nly bleffings Enter two Mergers, with Jho"t Jiluer wands ; next them two

Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady Scribes in the habite of Doflors; after them, the 'Bijbop of
Perceiue I fpeake fincerely, and high notes Canterbury alone ; after him, the Bijkops of Lincolne, Sly,
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Maiefty Rochejler, and S, AJaph : Next them, with fame fmall
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and dift ance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purfe, nith the
Doe's purpofe honour to you no leffe flowing, great Seale, and a Cardinals Hat : Then two Priefts, bea-
Then Marcbioneffe of Pembrooly; to which Title, ring each a Siluer Croffe : Then a Gentleman VJher bare-
A Thoufand pound a yeare, Annuall fupport, beaded,accompanied with a Sergeant at Armes, bearing a
Out of his Grace, he addes. Siluer Mace : Then two Gentlemen bearing two great

An. I doe not know Siluer Ptilers : After them,Jide by fide, the two Cardinals,
What kinde of my obedience, I ihould tender; two Noblemen, with the Sword and Mace. The King tafes
More then my All, is Nothing : Nor my Prayers place -under the Cloth of State. The two Cardinalls fit
Are not words duely hallowed; nor my Wifhes tinder him as ludges. The Queene taT^es place fame di-
More worth, then empty vanities : yet Prayers & Wiihes ftance from the King. The ISiJbops place tbemfdues on
Are all I can returne. 'Befeech your Lordthip, each fide the Court in manner of a Confiftory : 'Below them
Vouchfafe to fpeake my thankes, and my obedience, the Scribes. The Lords fit next the Bijhops. The reft of the
As from a blufti ng Handmaid, to his Highneffe; Attendants fland in conuenient order about the Stage.
Whofe health and Royalty I pray for.
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Car. Whil'ft our Commiffion from Rome is read, That longer you defire the Court, as well

Let filence be commanded. For your owne quiet, as to reclifie
King. What's the need ? What is vnfeded in the King.

It hath already publiquely bene read, Camp. His Grace
And on all fides th'Authorhy allowed, Hath fpoken well, and iuftly : Therefore Madam,
You may then fpare that time. It's fit this Royall Seffion do proceed,

Car. Bee't fo, proceed. And that ('without delay} their Arguments
Scri. Say, Henry K. of England, come into the Court. Be now produc'd, and heard,
Crier. Henry King of England, &c. jg«. Lord Cardinal!, to you I fpeake.
King, Heere. Wol. Your pleafure, Madam.
Scribe. Say, Katherine Queene of England, ££u. Sir, I am about to weepe ; but thinking that

Come into the Court. We are a Queene (or long haue dream'd fo) certaine
Crier. Katherine Queene of England, &c. The daughter of a King, my drops of teares,

The Queene maizes no anfaer, rifes out of her Qkaire, lie turne to fparkes of fire.
goes about the Court, comes to the King^and Jyieeles at Woh Be patient yet.
hit Feete. Thenjj)ealffs. Qu. I will, when you are humble; Nay before,

Sir, I defire you do me Right and luftice, Or God will punifh me. I do beleeue
And to beftow your pitty on me 5 for (Induc'd by potent Circumftances) that
I am a moft poore Woman, and a Stranger, You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge,
Borne out of your Dominions : hauing heere You fhall not be my ludge. For it is you
No ludge indifferent, nor no more afTurance Haue blowne this Coale, betwixt my Lord,and me;
Of equall Friendship and Proceeding. Alas Sir : (Which Gods dew quench) therefore,I fay againe,
In what haue I offended you ? What caufe I vtterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule
Hath my behauiour giuen to your difpleafure, Refufe you for my ludge, whom yet once more
That thus you fhould proceede to put me off, I hold my moft malicious Foe, and thinke not
And take your good Grace from me ? Heauen witneffe, At all a Friend to truth.
I haue bene to you, a true and humble Wife, Wol. I do profeffe
At all times to your will conformable : You fpeake not like your felfe : who euer yet
Euer in feare to kindle your Diflike, Haue flood to Charity, and difplayd th'effecls
Yea, fubiecT: to your Countenance : Glad, or forry, Of difpofition gentle, and of wifedome,
As I faw it inclined ? When was the houre Ore-topping womans powre. Madam, you do me wrong
I euer contradicted your Defire ? I haue no Spleene againft you, nor iniuftice
Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your Friends For you, or any : how farre I haue proceeded,
Haue I not ftroue to loue, although I knew Or how farre further (Shall) is warranted
He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, By a Commiffion from the Confiftorie,
That had to him deriu'd your Anger, did I Yea, the whole Confiftorie of Rome. You charge me,
Continue in my Liking? Nay, gaue notice That I haue blowne this Coale : I do deny it,
He was from thence difcharg'd ? Sir, call to minde, The King is prefent: If it be knowne to him,
That I haue beene your Wife, in this Obedience, That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound,
Vpward of twenty yeares, and haue bene bleft And worthily my Falfehood, yea, as much
With many Children by you. If in the courfe As you haue done my Truth. If he know
And proceffe of this time, you can report, That I am free of your Report, he knowes
And proue it too, againft mine Honor, aught; I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him
My bond to Wedlocke, or my Loue and Dutie It lies to cure me, and the Cure is to
Againft your Sacred Perfon ; in Gods name Remoue thefe Thoughts from you. The which before
Turne me away: and let the fowl'ft Contempt His Highneffe fhall fpeake in, I do befeech
Shut doore vpon me, and fo giue me vp You (gracious Madam) to vnthinke your fpeaking,
To the fharp'ft kinde of luftice, Pleafe you, Sir, And to fay fo no more.
The King your Father, was reputed for Queen. My Lord, my Lord,
A Prince moft Prudent; of an excellent I am a fimple woman, much too weake
And vnmatch'd Wit, and ludgement. Ferdinand T'oppofe your cunning. Y'are meek, & humble-mouth'd
My Father, King of Spaine, was reckon'd one You figne your Place, and Calling, in full feeming,
The wifeft Prince, that there had reign'd, by many With Meekeneffe and Humilitie : but your Heart
A yeare before. It is not to be queftion'd, Is cramm'd with Arrogancie, Spleene, and Pride.
That they had gather'd a wife Councell to them You haue by Fortune, and his Highneffe fauors,
Of euery Realme, that did debate this Bufineffe, Gone flightly o're lowe fteppes, and now are mounted
Who deem'd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly Where Powres are your Retainers, and your words
Befeech you Sir, to fpare me, till I may (Domeftickes to you) ferue your will, as't pleafe
Be by my Friends in Spaine,aduis'd ; whofe Counfaile Your felfe pronounce their Office. I muft tell you,
I will implore. If not,i'th'name of God You tender more your perfons Honor, then
Your pleafure be fulfill'd. Your high profeffion Spirituall. That agen

Wol. You haue heere Lady, I do refufe you for my ludge, and heere
(And of your choice) thefe Reuerend Fathers, men Before you all, Appeale vnto the Pope,
Of fingular Integrity, and Learning ; To bring my whole Caufe 'fore his Holineffe,
Yea, the elecT: o'th'Land, who are affembled And to be iudg'd by him.
To pleade your Caufe. It fhall be therefore bootleffe, She Curtjies to the King, and offers to depart.
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Camp. The Queene is obftinate, The bofome of my Confcience, enter'd me;

Stubborne to luftice, apt to accufe it, and Yea, with a fpitting power, and made to tremble
Difdainfull to be tride by't; tis not well. The region of my Breaft, which forc'd fuch way,
Shee's going away. That many maz'd confiderings, did throng

Kin. Call her againe. And preft in with this Caution. Firft, me thought
Crier. Katherine, Q_ of England,come into the Court. I flood not in the fmile of Heauen, who had
Gent.VJh. Madam,you are cald backe. Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe
Que. What need you note it? pray you keep your way, If it conceiu'd a male-child by me, fhould

When you are cald returne. Now the Lord helpe, Doe no more Offices of life too't; then
They vexe me paft my patience,pray you paffe on; The Graue does to th' dead : For her Male IfTue,
I will not tarry: no, nor euer more Or di'de where they were made, or fhortly after
Vpon this bullneffe my appearance make, This world had ayr'd them. Hence I tooke a thought,
In any of their Courts. This was a ludgement on me, that my Kingdome

Sxit Queene, and her Attendants. fWell worthy the beft Heyre o'th' World) fhould not
Kin. Goe thy wayes Kate, Be gladded in't by me. Then followes, that

That man i'th' world, who (hall report he ha's I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ftood in
A better Wife,let him in naught be trufted, By this my Iffues faile, and that gaue to me
For fpeaking falfe in that; thou art alone Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefle, The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did fteere
Thy meeknefle Saint-like, Wife-like Gouevnment, Toward this remedy, whereupon we are
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts Now prefent heere togethenthat's to fay,
Soueraigne and Pious els, could fpeake thee out) I meant to rectifie my Confcience, which
The Queene of earthly Queenes : Shee's Noble borne ; I then did feele full ficke,and yet not well,
And like her true Nobility,fhe ha's By all the Reuerend Fathers of the Land,
Carried her felfe towards me. And Doctors learn'd. Firft I began in priuate,

Wol. Moft gracious Sir, With you my Lord of Lincdne; you remember
In humbleft manner I require your Highnes, How vnder my oppreffion I did reeke
That it fhall pleafe you to declare in hearing When I firft mou'd you.
Of all thefe eares(for where I am rob'd and bound, B. Lin. Very well my Liedge.
There muft I be vnloos'd, although not there Kin. I haue fpoke long, be pleas'd your felfe to fay
At once,and fully fatisfide) whether euer I How farre you futisfide me.
Did broach this bufines to your Highnes,or Lin. So pleafe your Highnes,
Laid any fcruple in your way. which might The queftion did at firft fo ftagger me,
Induce you to the queftion on't:or euer Bearing a State of mighty moment in't,
Haue to you, but with thankes to God for fuch And confequence of dread, that I committed
A RoyalL Lady, fpake one, the leaft word that might The daringft Counfaile which I had to doubt,
Be to the prejudice of her prefent State, And did entreate your Highnes to this courfe,
Or touch of her good Perfon ? Which you are running heere.

Kin. My Lord Cardinall, Kin. I then mou'd you,
I doe excufe you ; yea, vpon mine Honour, My Lord of Canterbury,and got your leaue
I free you from't : You are not to be taught To make this prefent Summons vnfolicited.
That you haue many enemies, that know not I left no Reuerend Perfon in this Court;
Why they are fo; but like to Village Curres, But by particular confent proceeded
Barke when their fellowes doe. By feme of thefe Vnder your hands and Seales; therefore goe on,
The Queene is put in anger; y'are excus'd : For no diflike i'th' world againft the perfon
But will you be more iuftifi'de ? You euer Of the good Queene; but the fharpe thorny points
Haue wifli'd the fleeping of this bufines, neuer defir'd Of my alleadged reafons, driues this forward:
It to be ftir'd; but oft haue hindred,oft Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Life
The paflages made toward it; on my Honour, And Kingly Dignity, we are contented
I fpeake my good Lord Cardnall, to this point; To weare our mortall State to come, with her,
And thus farre cleare him. (Katheriue our Queene) before the primeft Creature
Now, what mou'd me too't, That's Parragon'd o'th' World
I will be bold with time and your attention : (too't: Camp. So pleafe your Highnes,
Then marke th'inducement. Thus it came ; giue heede The Queene being abfent, 'tis a needfull fitneffe,
My Confcience firft receiu'd a tendernes, That we adiourne this Court till further day;
Scruple,and pricke,on certaine Speeches vtter'd Meane while, muft be an earneft motion
By th'Bilhop of Sayon,then French EmbafTador, Made to the Queene to call backe her Appeale
Who had beene hither fent on the debating She intends vnto his HolinefTe.
And Marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleance, and Kin. I may perceiue
Our Daughter Mary : I'th'Progreffe of this bufines, Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhorre
Ere a determinate refolution, hee This dilatory floth, and trickes of Rome.
(I meane the Bifhop) did require a refpite, My learn'd and welbeloued Seruant Cranmer,
Wherein he might the King his Lord aduertife, Prethee returne,with thy approch: I know,
Whether our Daughter were legitimate, My comfort comes along : breake vp the Court;
Refpeding this our Marriage with the Dowager, I fay, fet on.
Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This refpite fhooke Exeunt^ in manner as they enter'd.
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lam forry my integrity (houl breed,

Affius Tertius. (And feruice to his Maiefty and you)
So deepe fufpition, where all faith was meant;
We come not by the way of Accufation,
To taint that honour euery good Tongue bleffes;

Enter Queetie and her Women as at tvorfy. Nor to betray you any way to forrow;
Queen. Take thy Lute wench, You haue too much good Lady : But to know

My Soule growes fad with troubles, How you ftand minded in the waighty difference
Sing, and difperfe 'em if thoucanft: leaue working: Betweene the King and you,and to deliuer

(Like free and honeft men) our iuft opinions,
SONG. And comforts to our caufe.

iRpbew tf'ith his Lute made Trees, Camp, Moft honour'd Madam,
And the Mountaine tops that freeze, My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature,

'"Bate themjelues in hen he didjing. Zealeand obedience he frill bore your Grace,
To his MuficJ<e, Plants and Flowers Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure
Euer fprung; as Sunne and Showers, Both of his truth and him (which was too farre)
There had made a lafting Spring. Offers, as I doe, in a figne of peace,
Euery thing that heard him play, His Seruice, and his Counfell.
Euen the Billones of the Sea, Queen. To betray me.
Hung their heads, & then lay by. My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills,
Infweet Mujicl^e is fuch Art, Ye fpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye proue fo)
Killing care, & griefe of heart, But how to make ye fodainly an Anfwere
Fall ajleepe, or hearing dye. In fuch a poynt of weight, fo neere mine Honour,

(More neere my Life I feare) with my weake wit;
Enter a Gentleman. And to fuch men of grauity and learning;

Qiieen. How now? In truth I know not. I was fet at worke,
Gent. And't pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals Among my Maids, full little (God knowes)looking

Wait in the prefence. Either for fuch men, or fuch bufineffe;
Queen. Would they fpeake with me ? For her fake that I haue beene, for I feele
Gent. They wil'd me fay fo Madam. The laft fit of my Greatneffe ; good your Graces
Queen. Pray their Graces Let me haue time and Councell for my Caufe :

To come neere : what can be their bufines Alas, I am a Woman frendlefle, hopelefie.
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from fauour? Wol. Madam,
I doe not like their comming; now I thinke on't, You wrong the Kings loue with thefe feares,
They fhould bee good men, their affaires as righteous : Your hopes and friends are infinite.
But all Hoods,make not Monkes. Queen. In England,

Snter the two Cardinally, Wolfey & Camplan. But little for my profit can you thinke Lords,
Wolf. Peace to your Highneffe. That any English man dare giue me Councell?
Queen. Your Graces find me heere part of a Houfwife, Or be a knowne friend'gainft his Highnes pleafure,

(I would be all)againft the worft may happen : (Though he be growne fo defperate to be honeft)
What are your pleafures with me, reuerent Lords ? And Hue a Subiedl? Nay forfooth, my Friends,

Wol. May it pleafe you Nobte Madam, to withdraw They that muft weigh out my affiliations,
Into your priuate Chamber; we ftiall giue you They that my truft muft grow to, liue not heere,
The full caufe of our comming. They are (as all my other comforts) far hence

Queen. Speake it heere. In mine owne Countrey Lords.
There's nothing I haue done yet o' my Confcience Camp. I would your Grace
Deferues a Corner : would all other Women Would leaue your greefes, and take my Counfell.
Could fpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe. Queen. How Sir.?
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy Camp. Put your maine caufe into the Kings protection,
Aboue a number) if my actions Hee's louing and moft gracious. 'Twill be much,
Were tri'de by eu'ry tongue, eu'ry eye faw 'em, Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe :
Enuy and bafe opinion fet againft'em, For if the tryall of the Law o'retake ye,
I know my life fo euen. If your bufines You'l part away difgrac'd.
Seeke me out, and that way I am Wife in ; Wol. He tels you rightly.
Out with it boldly: Truth loues open dealing. Queen. Ye tell me what ye wiih for both, my ruine :

Card. Tanta eft erga te mentis integrity Regina ferenijfima. Is this your Chriftian Councell ? Out vpon ye.
Queen. O good my Lord, no Latin ; Heauen is aboue all yet; there fits a ludge.

1 am not fuch a Truant fince my comming, That no King can corrupt.
As not to know the Language I haue liu'd in : (ous : Camp. Your rage miftakes vs,
A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpiti- Queen. The more fhame for ye; holy men I thought ye,
Pray fpeake in Englilh ; heere are fome will thanke you, Vpon my Soule two reuerend Cardinall Vertues:
If you fpeake truth, for their poore Miftris fake; But Cardinall Sins, and hollow hearts I feare ye ;
Beleeue me (he ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinal!, Mend 'em for fhame my Lords : Is this your comfort ?
The willing'ft finne I euer yet committed, The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady r
May be abfolu'd in Engli/h. A woman loft among ye, laugh't at, fcornd ?

Card. Noble Lady, I will not wifh ye halfe my miferies,
I
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I haue more Charity. But fay I warn'd ye ; With thefe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirit
Take heed, for heauens fake take heed, leaft at once As yours was, put into you, euer cafts
The burthen of my forrowes, fall vpon ye. Such doubts as falfe Coine from it. The King loues you,

Car. Madam, this is a meere diftraftion, Beware you loofe it not : For vs(if you pleafe
You turne the good we offer, into enuy, To truft vs in your bufine(re)we are ready

S^uee. Ye turne me into nothing. Woe vpon ye, To vfe our vtmoft Studies, in your feruice.
And all fuch falfe Profeffors. Would you haue me Qu. Do what ye will, my Lords:
(If you haue any luftice.any Pitty, And pray forgiue me ;
If ye be any thing but Churchmens habits) If I haue vs'd my felfe vnmannerly,
Put my ficke caufe into his hands, that hates me ? You know I am a Woman, lacking wit
Alas, ha's banifh'd me his Bed already, To make a feemely anfwer to fuch perfons.
His Loue, too long ago. I am old my Lords, Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie,
And all the Fellowship I hold now with him He ha's my heart yet, and ihall haue my Prayers
Is onely my Obedience. What can happen While I fhall haue my life. Come reuerend Fathers,
To me, aboue this wretchednefle ? All your Studies Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges
Make me a Curfe, like this. That little thought when fhe fet footing heere,

Camp. Your feares are worfe. She fhould haue bought her Dignities fo deere. Exeunt
Qu Haue I liu'd thus long (let me fpeake my felfe,

Since Vertue findes no friends)a Wife,a true one ?
A Woman (I dare fay without Vainglory)
Neuer yet branded with Sufpition? Scena Secunda.
Haue I, with all my full Affedlions
Still met the King ? Lou'd him next Heau'nfObey'd him?
Bin (out of fondnefle) fuperftitious to him ?
Almoft forgot my Prayres to content him ? Enter the Dukf of Norfolty, Duke of Suffolke, Lord Surrey,
And am I thus rewarded? 'Tis not well Lords. and Lord Chamberlaine.

Bring me a conftant woman to her Husband,
One that ne're dream'd a loy, beyond his pleafure ; Norf, If you will now vnite in your Complaints,
And to that Woman fwhen flie has done moft) And force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinall
Yet will I adde an Honor ; a great Patience. Cannot ftand vnder them. If you omit

Car. Madam, you wander from the good The offer of this time, I cannot promife,
We ay me at. But that you ihall fuftaine moe new difgraces,

Qu. My Lord, With thefe you beare alreadie.
I dare not make my felfe fo guiltie, Sur. I am ioyfull
To giue vp willingly that Noble Title To meete the leaft occafion, that may giue me
Your Mafter wed me to : nothing but death Remembrance of my Father-in-Law, the Duke,
Shall e're diuorce my Dignities. To be reueng'd on him.

Car. Pray heare me. Suf. Which of the Peeres
£)u. Would I had neuer trod this Englifh Earth, Haue vncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft

Or felt the Flatteries that grow vpon it: Strangely negleftedf When did he regard
Ye haue Angels Faces; but Heauen knowes your hearts. The ftnmpe of Noblenefle in any perfon
What will become of me now, wretched Lady? Out of himfelfe ?
I am the moft vnhappy Woman liuing. Cham. My Lords, you fpeake your pleafures :
Alas (poore Wenches)where are now your Fortunes ? What he deferues of you and-me, I know :
Shipwrack'd vpon a Kingdome, where no Pitty, What we can do to him (though now the time
No Friends, no Hope,no Kindred weepe for me? Giues way to vs) I much feare. If you cannot
Almoft no Graue allow'd me ? Like the Lilly Barre his accefTe to'th'King, neuer attempt
That once was Miftris of the Field, and flouriih'd, Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft
He hang my head, and periih. Ouer the King in's Tongue.

Car. If your Grace Nor. O feare him not,
Could but be brought to know,our Ends are honeft, His fpell in that is out: the King hath found
YouFd feele more comfort. Why fliold wefgood Lady) Matter againft him, that for euer marres
Vpon what caufe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, The Hony of his Language. No, he's fetled
The way of our Profeffion is againft it ; (Not to come off) in his difpleafure.
We are to Cure fuch forrowes, not to fowe'em. Sur. Sir,
For Goodnefie fake, confider what you do, I fliould be glad to heare fuch Newes as this
How you may hurt your felfe: I, vtterly Once euery houre.
Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. Nor. Beleeue it, this is true.
The hearts of Princes kiffe Obedience, In the Diuorce, his contrarie proceedings
So much they loue it. But to ftubborne Spirits, Are all vnfolded : wherein he appeares,
They fwell and grow, as terrible as ftormes. As I would wifh mine Enemy.
I know you haue a Gentle, Noble temper, Sur. How came
A Soule as euen as a Calme ; Pray thinke vs, His pra&ifes to light?
Thofe we profefle,Peace-makers,Friends, and Seruants. Suf. Moft ftrangely.

Camp. Madam,you'l finde it fo : Sur. O how? how f
You wrong your Vertues Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope rnifcarried,

And

555



220 The Life offing Henry the Eight.
And came to th'eye o'th'King, wherein was read Crom. Prefently
How that the Cardinal! did intreathis Holinefie He did vnfeale them, and the firft he view'd,
To ftay the Judgement o'th'Diuorce ; for if He did it with a Serious minde ; a heede
It did take place, I do (quoth he) perceiue Was in his countenance. You he bad
My King is tangled in affection, to Attend him heere this Morning.
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Anne 'TSullen Card. Is he ready to come abroad f

Sur. Ha's the King this ? Crom. I thinke by this he is.
Suf. Beleeue it. Card. Leaue me a while. Exit Cromwell.
Sur. Will this worke ? It fliall be to the Dutches of Alanfon,
Cham. The King in this perceiues him,how he coafts The French Kings Sifter j He fliall marry her.

And hedges his owne way. But in this point, Anne Bullen*. No : He no Anne Bullens for him,
AH his trickes founder, and he brings his Phyficke There's more in't then faire Vifage. Bullen?
After his Patients death; the King already No, wee'l no Mullens : Speedily I wifh
Hath married the faire Lady. To heare from Rome. The Marchioneffe of Pen broke ?

Sur. Would he had. Nor. He's difcontented.

Suf. May you be happy in your wifli my Lord, Suf. May be he heares the King
For I profefTe you haue it. Does whet his Anger to him.

Sur. Now all my ioy Sur. Sharpe enough,
Trace the Coniunclion. Lord for thy luftice.

Suf. My Amen too't. Car. The late Queenes Gentlewoman ?
Nor. All mens. A Knights Daughter
Suf. There's order giuen for her Coronation : To be her Miftris Miftris ? The Queenes, Queene ?

Marry this is yet but yong, and may be left This Candle burnes notcleere, 'tis 1 muft fnuffeit,
To fome eares vnrecounted. But my Lords Then out it goes. What though I know her vertuous
She is a gallant Creature, and compleate And well deferuing ? yet I know her for
In rninde and feature. I perfwade me, from her A fpleeny Lutheran, and not wholibme to
Will fall fome bleffing to this Land, which fliall Our caufe, that flie fhould lye i'th'bofome of
In it be memoriz'd. Our hard rul'd King. Againe,thereisfprung vp

Sur. But will the King An Heretique, an Arch-one; Cranmer, one
Digeft this Letter of the Cardinals? Hath crawl'd into the fauourof the King,
The Lord forbid. And is his Oracle.

Nor. Marry Amen. Nor. He is vex'd at fomething.
Suf. No, no :

There be moe Wafpes that buz about his Nofe, Enter King, reading of a Scedule.
Will make this fting the fooner. Cardinall Gampelus,
Is ftolne away to Rome, hath 'tane no leaue, Sur. I would 'twer fomthing y would fret the ftring,
Ha's left the caufe o'th'King vnhandled, and The Mafter-cord on's heart.
Is pofted as the Agent of our Cardinall, Suf. The King, the King.
To fecond all his plot. I do allure you, King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated
The King cry'de Ha, at this. To his owne portion? And what expence by'th'houre

Cham. Now God incenfe him, Seemes to flow from him? How, i'th'name of Thrift
And let him cry Ha,lowder. Does he rake this together? Now my Lords,

Norf. But my Lord Saw you the Cardinall?
When returnes Cranmer ? Nor. My Lord, we haue

Suf. He is return'd in his Opinions, which Stood heere obferuing him. Some ftrange Commotion
Haue fadsfied the King for his Diuorce, Is in his braine : He bites his lip, and ftarts,
Together with all famous Colledges Stops on a fodaine, lookes vpon the ground,
Almoft in Chriftendome : Shortly (I beleeue) Then layes his finger on his Temple : ftraight
His fecond Marriage fliall be publiflid,and Springs out into faft gate, then flops againe,
Her Coronation. Katberine no more Strikes his breft hard, and anon, he cafts
Shall be call'd Queene, but Princeffe Dowager, His eye againft the Moone : in moft ftrange Poftures
And Widdow to Prince Arthur. We haue feene him fet himfelfe.

Nor. This fame Cranrner's King. It may well be,
A worthy Fellow,and hath tane much paine There is a mutiny in's minde. This morning,
In the Kings bufineffe. Papers of State he fent me, to perufe

Suf. He ha's,and we fliall fee him As I requir'd : and wot you what I found
For it,an Arch-byfliop. There (on my Confcience put vnwittingly)

Nor. So I heare. Forfboth an Inuentory, thus importing
Suf. 'Tis fo. The feuerall parcels of his Plate .his Treafure,

Enter Wolfey and Cromwell. Rich Stuffes and Ornaments of Houfhold, which
The Cardinall. I finde at fuch proud Rate, that it out-fpeakes

Nor. Obferue, obferue, hee's moody. Poffeffion of a Subieft.
Car. The Packet Cromwell, Nor. It's Heauens will,

Gau't you the King ? Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet,
Crom. To his owne hand,in's Bed-chamber. To blefie your eye withall.
Card. Look'd he o'th'infide of the Paper ? King. If we did thinke
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His Contemplation were aboue the earth, Your Braine, and euery Function of your power,
And fixt on Spiritual! obiecl, he ftiould ftill Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty,
Dwell in hisMufings, but I am aftraid As 'twer in Loues particular, be more
His Thinkings are below the Moone, not worth To me yourFriend,.then any.
His ferious confidering. Car. I do profefle,

King tal\es bis Seat^whijpers Louell, who goes That for your Highnefle good, I euer labour'd
to the Cardinal!. More then mine owne : that am, haue, and will be

Car. Heauen forgiue me, (Though all the world fliould cracke their duty to you,
Euer God blefle your HighneiTe. And throw it from their Soule, though perils did

King. Good my Lord, Abound, as thicke as thought could make'em,and
You are full of Heauenly ftuffe, and beare the Inuentory Appeare in formes more horrid) yet my Duty,
Of your beft Graces, in your minde ; the which As doth a Rocke againft the chiding Flood,
You were now running o're : you haue fcarfe time Should the approach of this wilde Riuer breake,
To fteale from Spirituall leyfure, a briefe fpan And ftand vnfhaken yours.
To keepe your earthly Audit, fure in that King. 'Tis Nobly fpoken :
I deeme you an ill Husband, and am gald Take notice Lords, he ha's a Loyall breft,
To haue you therein my Companion. For you haue feene him open't. Read o're this,

Car. Sir, And after this, and then to Breakfaft with
For Holy Offices I haue a time ; a time What appetite you haue.
To thinke vpon the part of bufinefle, which Sxit King, frowning -vfon the Qardinall, the Nobles
I beare i'th'State : and Nature does require throng after him jmiling, and nbijpering.
Her times of preferuation, which perforce Car. What fliould this meane ?
I her fraile fonne, among'ft my Brethren mortal], What fodaine Anger's this? How haue I reap'd it/
Muft giue my tendance to. He parted Frowning from me, as if Ruine

King. You haue faid well. Leap'd from his Eyes. So lookes the chafed Lyon
Car. And euer may your Highnefle yoake together, Vpon the daring Huntfman that has gall'd him :

(As I will lend you caufej my doing well, Then makes him nothing. I muft reade this paper :
With my well laying. I feare the Story of his Anger. 'Tis fo :

King. 'Tis well laid agen, This paper ha's vndone me : 'Tisth'Accompt
And 'tis a kinde of good deede to fay well, Of all that world of Wealth I haue drawne together
And yet words are no deeds. My Father lou'd you, For mine owne ends, (Indeed to game the Popedome,
He faid he did, and with his deed did Crowne And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence /
His word vpon you. Since I had my Office, Fit for a Foole to fall by : What crofle Diuell
I haue kept you next my Heart, haue not alone Made me put this maine Secret in the Packet
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, I fent the King ? Is there no way to cure this ?
But par'd my prefent Hauings, to beftow No new deuice to beate this from his Braines?
My Bounties vpon you. I know'twill ftirre him ftrongly ; yet I know

Car. What fliould this meane ? A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune
Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefle. Will bring me off" againe. What's this? To tbTope*
King. Haue I not made you The Letter (as I liue) with all the Bufinefle

The prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me, I writ too's Holinefle. Nay then, farewell :
If what I now pronounce, you haue found true : I haue touch'd the higheft point of all my Greatnefle,
And if you may confefle it, fay withall And from that full Meridian of my Glory,
If you are bound to vs, or no. What fay you ? I hafte now to my Setting. I fliall fall

Car. My Soueraigne, 1 confefle your Royall graces Like a bright exhalation in the Euening,
Showr'd on me daily, haue bene more then could And no man fee me more.
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went
Beyond all mans endeauors. My endeauors, Enter to Wooljey, the Dulles of Norfolfy: and Suffolk^, the
Haue euer come too fliort of my Defires, Earle of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlaine.
Yet fill'd with my Abilities : Mine owne ends
Haue beene mine fo, that euermore they pointed Nor. Heare the Kings pleafure Cardinall,
To'th'good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and Who commands you
The profit of the State. For your great Graces To render vp the Great Seale prefently
Heap'd vpon me(poore Vndeferuer) I Into our hands, and to Confine your felfe
Can nothing render but Allegiant thankes, To Aflier-houfe, my Lord of Winchefters,
My Prayres to heauen for you ; my Loyal tie Till you heare further from his Highnefle.
Which euer ha's, and euerfliall be growing, Car. Stay:
Till death (that Winter) kill it. Where's your CommiiTion? Lords, words cannot carrie

King. Fairely anfwer'd : Authority fo weighty.
A Loyall, and obedient Subiedl is Suf. Who dare crofle 'em,
Therein illuftrated, the Honor of it Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreflely?
Does pay the AcT: of it, as i'th'contrary Car. Till T finde more then will, or words to do it,
The fowlenefle is the punifliment. I prefume, (I meane your malice) know, Officious Lords,
That as my hand ha's open'd Bounty to you, I dare, and muft deny it. Now I feele
My heart drop'd Loue, my powre rain'd Honor, more Of what courfe Mettle ye are molded, Enuy,
On you, then any : So your Hand, and Heart, How eagerly ye follow my Difgraces

As
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As if it fed ye, and how fleeke and wanton Nor. Thofe Articles,my Lord,are in the Kings hand:
Ye appeare in euery thing may bring my mine ? But thus much, they are foule ones.
Follow your enuious courfes, men of Malice ; Wol. So much fairer
You haue Chriftian warrant for 'em,and no doubt And fpotleffe, fhall mine Innocence arife,
In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale When the King knowes my Truth.
You aske with fuch a Violence, the King Sur. This cannot faue you ;
( Mine, and your Matter ) with his owne hand,gaue me : I thanke my Memorie, I yet remember
Bad me enioy it, with the Place,and Honors Some of thefe Articles, and out they /hall.
During my life; and to confirme his Goodneffe, Now, if you can blufh, and crie guiltie Cardinall,
Ti'de it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it? You'l fhew a little Honeftie.

Sur. The King that gaue it. Wol. Speake on Sir,
Car. It muft be himfelfe then. I dare your worft Objections : If I blufh,
Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. It is to fee a Nobleman want manners.
Car. Proud Lord, thou lyeft : Sur. I had rather want thofe, then my head ;

Within thefe fortie houres, Surrey durft better Haue at you.
Haue burnt that Tongue, then faidefo. Firft, that without the Kings affent or knowledge,

Sur, Thy Ambition You wrought to be a Legate, by which power
(Thou Scarlet finne) robb'd this bewailing Land You maim'd the lurifdiction of all Bifhops.
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law, Nor. Then, That in all you writ to Rome, or elfe
The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex meus
(With thee, and all thy befh parts bound together) Was ftill infcrib'd : in which you brought the King
Weigh'd not a haire of his. Plague of your policie, To be your Seruant.
You fent me Deputie for Ireland, Suf. Then, that without the knowledge
Farre from his fuccour ; from the King, from all Either of King or Councell, when you went
That might haue mercie on the fault, thou gau'ft him : AmbafTador to the Emperor, you made bold
Whil'ft your great Goodneffe, out of holy pitty , To carry into Flanders, the Great Seale.
Abfolu'd him with an Axe. Sur. Item, You fent a large Commiffion

Wol. This, and all elfe To Qregory de CaJJado, to conclude
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, Without the Kings will, or the States allowance,
I anfwer,is moftfalfe. The Duke by Law A League betweene his Highneffe, and Ferrara.
Found hisdeferts. How innocent I was Suf. That out of meere Ambition, you haue caus'd
From any priuate malice in his end, Your holy-Hat to be ftampt on the Kings Coine.
His Noble lurie, and foule Caufe can witnefle, Sur. Then, That you haue fent inumerable fubftance,
If I lou'd many words, Lord, I fhould tel] you, (By what meanes got, I leaue to your owne confcience)
You haue as little Honeftie, as Honor, To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the wayes
That in the way of Loyaltie,and Truth, You haue for Dignities, to the meere vndooing
Toward the King, my euer Roiall Mafter, Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are,
Dare mate a founder man then Surrie can be, Which fince they are of you, and odious,
And all that loue his follies. I will not taint my mouth with.

Sur. By my Soule, Cham. O my Lord,
Your long Coat (Prieft) protects you, PrefTe not a falling man too farre:'tis Vertue :
Thou fhould'ft feele His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them
My Sword i'th'life blood of thee elfe. My Lords, (Not you) correct him. My heart weepes to fee him
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance? So little, of his great Selfe.
And from this Fellow ? If we Hue thus tamely, Sur. I forgiue him.
To be thus laded by a peece of Scarlet, Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleafure is,
Farewell Nobilitie : let his Grace go forward, Becaufe all thofe things you haue done of late
And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkes. By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome,

Card. All Goodnefie Fall into'th'compaffe of a Premunire ;
Is poyfon to thy Stomacke. That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you,

Sur. Yes, that goodneffe To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements,
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one, Caftles, and whatfoeuer, and to be
Into your owne hands (Card'nall) by Extortion : Out of the Kings protection. This is my Charge,
The goodneffe of your intercepted Packets Nor. And fo wee'l leaue you to your Meditations
You writ to'th'Pope, againft the King : your goodneffe How to liue better. For your ftubborne anfwer
Since you prouoke me, fhall be moft notorious. About the giuing backe the Great Seale to vs,
My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fhal thanke you.
As you refpect the common good, the State So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall.
Of our defpis'd Nobilitie, our Iffues, Exeunt all but Wolfey.
(Whom if he liue, will fcarfe be Gentlemen) Wol. So farewell, to the little good you beare me.
Produce the grand fumme of his finnes, the Articles Farewell? A long farewell to all my Greatneffe.
Collected from his life. lie ftartle you This is the ftate of Man ; to day he puts forth
Worfe then the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow Bloffomes,
Lay kiffing in your Armes, Lord Cardinall. And beares hisblufhing Honors thicke vpon him :

Car. How much me thinkes, I could defpife this man, The third day, comes a Froft; a killing Froft,
But that I am bound in Charitie againft it. And when he thinkes, good eafie man, full furely

His
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His Greatneffe is a ripening, nippes his roote, No Sun, fhall euer vfher forth mine Honors,
And then he fals as I do. I haue ventured Or glide againe the Noble Troopes that waighted
Like little wanton Boyes that fwim on bladders : Vpon my fmiles. Go get thee from me Cromwel,
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, I am a poore falne man, vnworthy now
But farre beyond my depth: my high-blowne Pride To be thy Lord, and Matter. Seeke the King
At length broke vnder me, and now ha's left me (That Sun, I pray may neuer fet) I haue told him,
Weary,and old with Seruice, to the mercy What, and how true thou art; he will aduance thee :
Of a rude ftreame, that muft for euer hide me. Some little memory of me, will ftirre him
Vaine pompe, and glory of this World, I hate ye, (I know his Noble Nature) not to let
I feele my heart newopen'd. Oh how wretched Thy hopefull feruice perifh too. Good Cromwell
Is that poore man, that hangs on Princes fauours? Neglecl him not; make vfe now, and prouide
There is betwixt thatfmile we would afpire too, For thine owne future fafety.
That fweet Afpeft of Princes, and their ruine, Crom. O my Lord,
More pangs, and feares then warres, or women haue ; Muft I then leaue you ? Muft I needes forgo
And when he falles,he falles like Lucifer, So good, fo Noble, and fo true a Mafter ?
Neuer to hope againe. Beare witnefle, all that haue not hearts of Iron,

Enter Cronmell,ftanding ama%ed. With what a forrow Cromwel leaues his Lord.
Why how now (Cromwell ? The King fhall haue my feruice ; but my prayres

Crom. I haue no power to fpeake Sir. For euer, and for euer (hall be yours.
Car. What, amaz'd Card. Cromwel, I did not thinke to fried a teare

At my misfortunes? Can thy Spirit wonder In all my Miferies: But thou haftforc'd me
A great man fhould decline. Nay,and you weep (Out of thy honeft truth) to play the Woman.
I am falne indeed. .Let's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me Cromrrel,

Crom. How does your Grace. And when I am forgotten, as I fhall be,
Card. Why well : And fleepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention

Neuer fo truly happy, my good Cromwell, Of me, more muft be heard of: Say I taught thee;
I know my felfe now, and I feele within me, Say Woljey, that once trod the wayes of Glory,
A peace aboue all earthly Dignities, And founded all the Depths, and Shoales of Honor,
A ftill,and quiet Confcience. The King ha's cur'd me, Found thee a way (out of his wracke)to rife in :
I humbly thanke his Grace : and from thefe fhoulders A fure, and fafe one, though thy Mafter mift it.
Thefe ruin'd Fillers, out of pitty, taken Marke but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd me :
A loade, would finke a Nauy, (too much Honor.) Cromrrel, I charge thee, fling away Ambition,
O 'tis a burden Cromrcel, 'tis a burden By that finne fell the Angels : how can man then
Too heauy for a man, that hopes for Heauen. (The Image of his Makerjhope to win by it?

Crom. I am glad your Grace, Loue thy felfe laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate thee;
Ha's made that right vfe of it. Corruption wins not more then Honefty.

Card. I hope I haue : Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace
I am able now (me thinkes) To filence enuious Tongues. Be iuft,and feare not;
(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, I feele) Let all the ends thou aym'ft at, be thy Countries,
To endure more Miferies, and greater farre Thy Gods, and Truths. Then if thou fall'ft(O CromTtelT}
Then my Weake-hearted Enemies, dare offer. Thou fall'ft a blefTed Martyr.
What Newes abroad? Serue the King : And prythee leade me in :

Crom. The heauieft, and the worft, There take an Inuentory of all I haue,
Is your difpleafure with the King. To the laft peny, 'tis the Kings. My Robe,

Card. God blefle him. And my Integrity to Heauen, is all,
Crom. The next is, that Sir Tbomo6 Moore is chofen I dare now call mine owne. O Cromtvel, Crcmrrel,

Lord Chancellor, in your place. Had I but feru'd my God, with halfe the Zeile
Card. That's fomewhat fodain. I feru'd my King : he would not in mine Age

But he's a Learned man. May he continue Haue left me naked to mine Enemies.
Long in his Highnefle fauour, and do luftice Crom. Good Sir, haue patience.
For Truths-fake, and his Confcience ; that his bones, Card. So I haue. Farewell
When he ha's run his courfe, and fleepes in Bleffmgs, The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Heauen do dwell.
May haue a Tombe of Orphants teares wept on him. Exeunt.
What more ?

Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome ;
Inftall'd Lord Arch-byfhop of Canterbury.

Card. That's Newes indeed. Affus Quart us. Scena '"Prima.
Crom. Laft, that the Lady Anne,

Whom the King hath in fecrecie long married,
This day was view'd in open, as his Queene,
Going to Chappell: and the voyce is now Snter trro Gentlemen, meeting one another.
Onely about her Corronation.

Card. There was the waight that pull'd me downe. i Y'are well met once againe.
O Qrcmwell, 2 So are you.
The King ha's gone beyond me : All my Glories I You come to take your ftand heere, and behold
In that one woman, I haue loft for euer. The Lady ̂nn^,paffe from her Corronation.

2 'Tis
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z 'Tis all my bufineffe. At our laft encounter, 2 A Royall Traine beleeue me : Thefe I know :

The Duke of Buckingham came from his Triall. Who's that that beares the Scepter ?
I 'Tis very true. But that time offer'd forrow, I Marqueffe Dorfet,

This generall ioy. And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod.
2 'Tis well : The Citizens 2 A bold braue Gentleman. That ihould bee

I am fure haueihewne atfull their Royall minds, The Duke of Suffolke.
As let 'em haue their rights, they are euer forward i 'Tis the fame : high Steward.
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 2 And that my Lord of Norfolke ?
Pageants, and Sights of Honor. i Yes.

i Neuer greater, 2 Heauen blefle thee,
Nor He affure you better taken Sir. Thou haft the fweeteft face I euer look'd on.

2 May I be bold to aske what that containes, Sir, as I haue a Soule,(heis an Angell ;
That Paper in your hand. Our King ha's all the Indies in his Armes,

i Yes, 'tis the Lift And more, and richer, when he ftraines that Lady,
Of thofe that claime their Offices this day, I cannot blame his Confcience.
By cuftome of the Coronation. i They that beare
The Duke of Suffolke is the firft, and claimes The Cloath of Honour ouer her, are foure Barons
To be high Steward; Next the Duke of Norfolke, Of the Cinque-Ports.
He to be Earle Marfhall : you may reade the reft. 2 Thofe men are happy,

j I thanke you Sir : Had I not known thofe cuftoms, And fo are all,are neere her.
I ihould haue beene beholding to your Paper : I take it,ihe that carries vp the Traine,
But I befeech you, what's become of Katherine Is that old Noble Lady, Dutcheffe of Norfolke.
The Princeffe Dowager? How goes her bufineffe ? i It is,and all the reft are Counteffes.

i That I can tell you too. The Archbiihop 2 Their Coronets fay fo. Thefe are Starres indeed,
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other And fometimes falling ones.
Learned, and Reuerend Fathers of his Order, 2 No more of that.
Held a late Court at Dunftable ; fixe miles off Enter a third Gentleman.
From Ampthill, where the Princeffe lay, to which I God faue you Sir. Where haue you bin broiling ?
She was often cyted by them,but appear'd not: 3 Among the crow'd i'th'Abbey, where a finger
And to be ihort, for not Appearance,and Could not be wedg'd in more : I am flirted
The Kings late Scruple, by the maine affent With the meere rankneffe of their ioy.
Of all thefe Learned men, fhe was diuorc'd, 2 You faw the Ceremony f
And the late Marriage made of none effe£t: 3 That I did.
Since which, ihe was remou'd to Kymmalton, i How was it ?
Where ihe remaines now iicke. 3 Well worth the feeing.

2 Alas good Lady. 2 Good Sir,fpeake it to vs ?
The Trumpets found : Stand clofe, 3 As well as I am able. The rich ftreame
The Queene is comming. Ho-boyes. Of Lords, and Ladies, hauing brought the Queene

To a prepar'd place in the Qmre, fell off
The Order of the Coronation. A diftance from her; while her Grace fate downe

To reft a while, fome halfe an houre, or fo,
I A liuely Flourijh of Trumpets. In a rich Chaire of State, oppofing freely
2 Then, two ludges. The Beauty of her Perfon to the People.
3 Lard Chancellor, with Purj'e and ylMace before him. Beleeue me Sir, ihe is the goodlieft Woman
4 Qujrrifters_/S'ng-zBjr. Muficke. That euer lay by man : which when the people
5 Maior of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter, in Had the full view of, fuch a noyfe arofe,

his Coate of Armes, and on his head he wore a Gilt Coffer As the fhrowdes make at Sea, in a ftiffe Tempeft,
Qrowne. As lowd,and to as many Tunes. Hats, Cloakes,

6 Marqueffe Dorfet, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on his head, (Doublets, I thinke) flew vp, and had their Faces
a Demy Coronall of Qold. With him, the Barle of Surrey, Bin loofe, this day they had beene loft. Such ioy
bearing the Rod of Siluer with the Done, Crowned with an I neuer faw before. Great belly'd women,
Earles Coronet. Collars of Ejfis. That had not halfe a weeke to go, like Rammes

1 Duke of Suffolke, in his ̂be of Eftate,ba Coronet on his In the old time of Warre, would ihake the prea/e
head, bearing a long white Wand, M High Steward. With And make 'em reele before 'em. No man liuing
him, the Du^e of Norfolke, with the Rod of Marjhaljbip, Could fay this is my wife there, all were wouen
a Coronet on his head. Collars ofSffes. So ftrangely in one peece.

8 A Canopy, borne by foure of the Cinque-Ports, -under it 2 But what follow'd ?
the Queene in her Robe, in her haire, richly adorned with 3 At length, her Grace rofe,and with modeft paces
Tearle, Crowned. On each Jide her, the Bijhops of London, Came to the Altar, where ihe kneel'd,and Saint-like
and Winchefter. Caft her faire eyes to Heauen,and pray'd deuoutly.

9 The Olde Dutcheffe of Norfolke, in a Coronall of gold, Then rofe againe,and bow'd her to the people :
wrought with Flowers,bearing the £>ueenes Trains. When by the Arch-byihop of Canterbury,

IO Certaine Ladies or Counteffes, with plains Circlets of She had all the Royall makings of a Queene "
Qold, without Flowers. As holy Oyle, Edward Confcffors Crowne,

Exeunt, frft pajjing ouer the Stage in Order and State, and The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblemes
then, A great Flourijh of Trumpets. Laid Nobly on her : which perform'd, the Quire

With
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With all the choyfeft Muficke of the Kingdome, Lodg'd in the Abbey ; where the reuerend Abbot
Together fung Te Deum. So fhe parted, With all his Couent, honourably receiu'd him ;
And with the fame full State pac'd backe againe To whom he gaue thefe words. O Father Abbot,
To Yorke-Place, where the Feaft is held. An old man, broken with the ftormes of State,

I Sir, Is come to lay his weary bones among ye :
You muft no more call it Yorke-place, that's paft : Giue him a little earth for Charity.
For fmce the Cardinall fell, that Titles loft, So went to bed ; where eagerly his ficknefie
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd White-Hall. Purfu'd him ftill., and three nights after this,

3 I know it: About the houre of eight, which he himfelfe
But 'tis fo lately alter'd, that the old name Foretold fhould be his laft, full of Repentance,
Is freih about me. Continuall Meditations, Teares, and Sorrowes,

2 What two Reuerend Byfhops He gaue his Honors to the world agen,
Were thofe that went on each fide of the Queene? His blefled part to Heauen,and flept in peace.

3 Stokeley and Gardiner, the one of Winchefter, Kath. So may he reft,
Newly preferred from the Kings Secretary : His Faults lye gently on him :
The other London. Yet thus farre Griffith, giue me leaue to fpeake him,

2 He of Winchefter And yet with Charity. He was a man
Is held no great good louer of the Archbifliops, Of an vnbounded ftomacke, euer ranking
The vertuous Cranmer. Himfelfe with Princes. One that by fuggeftion

3 All the Land knowes that: Ty'de all the Kingdome. Symonie, was raire play,
How euer,yet there is no great breach, when it comes His owne Opinion was his Law. I'th'prefence
Qranmer will finde a Friend will not fhrinke from him. He would fay vntruths, and be euer double

2 Who may that be, I pray you. Both in his words, and meaning. He was neuer
3 Thomas Cromwell, (But where he meant to Ruine )pittifull.

A man in much efteeme with th'King, and truly His Promifes, were as he then was, Mighty:
A worthy Friend. The King ha's made him But his performance, as he is now, Nothing :
Mafter o'th'Iewell Houfe, Of his owne body he was ill,and gaue
And one already of the Priuy Councell. The Clergy ill example.

2 He will deferue more. Grif. Noble Madam :
3 Yes without all doubt. Mens euill manners, liue in BrafTe, their Vertues

Come Gentlemen, ye fhall go my way, We write in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefle
Which is to'th Court, and there ye fhall be my Guefts: To heare me fpeake his good now ?
Something I can command. As I walke thither, Kath. Yes good Griffith,
lie tell ye more. I were malicious elfe.

Both. You may command vs Sir. Exeunt. Grif. This Cardinall,
Though from an humble Stocke, vndoubtedly
Was fafhion'd to much Honor. From his Cradle

Scena Secunda. He was a Scholler, and a ripe, and good one :Exceeding wife, fdire fpoken, and perfwading :
Lofty, and fowre to them that lou'd him not :
But, to thofe men that fought him, fweet as Summer.

Enter Katberine Dowager, Jicl^e, lead betneene Qriffith, And though he were vnfatisfied in getting,
her Gentleman VJher, and "Patience (Which was a finne) yet in beftowing, Madam,

her Woman. He was moft Princely : EuerwitnefTe for him
Thofe twinnes of Learning, that he rais'd in you,

Grif. How do's your Grace ? Ipfwich and Oxford : one of which, fell with him,
Kath. O Griffith, ficke to death : Vnwilling to out-liue the good that did it.

My Legges like loaden Branches bow to'th'Earth, The other (though vnfinifh'd) yet fo Famous,
Willing to leaue their burthen : Reach a Chaire, So excellent in Art,and ftill fo rifing,
So now (me thinkes) I feele a little eafe. That Chriftendome ihall euer fpeake his Vertue.
Did'ft thou not tell me Griffith, as thou lead'ft mee, His Ouerthrow, heap'd Happineffe vpon him :
That the great Childe of Honor, Cardinall Wolfey For then, and not till then, he felthimfelfe,
Was dead ? And found the BlevTednefTe of being little.

Grif. Yes Madam : but I thanke your Grace And to adde greater Honors to his Age
Out of the paine you fuffer'd, gaue no eare too't. Then man could giue him; he dy'de, fearing God.

Kath. Pre'thee good Qriffith, tell me how he dy'de. Kath. After my death, I wifli no other Herald,
If well, he ftept before me happily No other fpeaker of my liuing Actions,
For my example. To keepe mine Honor, from Corruption,

Grif. Well, the voyce goes Madam, But fuch an honeft Chronicler as Qriffith.
For after the ftout Earle Northumberland Whom I moft hated Liuing, thou haft made mee
Arrefted him at Yorke, and brought him forward With thy Religious Truth,and Modeftie,
As a man forcly tainted, to his Anfwer, ('Now in his Aib.es) Honor : Peace be with him.
He fell ficke fodainly, and grew fo ill Patience, be neere me ftill, and fet me lower,
He could not fit his Mule. I haue not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith,

Kath. Alas poore man. Caufe the Mufitians play me that fad note
Grif.At laft, with eafie Rodes, he came to Leicefter, I nam'd my Knell; -whil'ft I fit meditating

x On
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On that Cffileftiall Harmony I go too. Cap. Noble Lady,

Sad and folemne Firft mine owne feruice to your Grace, the next
Grif.She is afleep : Good wench, let's fit down quiet, The Kings requeft,that I would vifit you,

For feare we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. Who greeues much for your weakneffe,and by me
Sends you his Princely Commendations,

The Vifion. And heartily entreats you take good comfort.
Enter folemnely tripping one after another, fixe Personages, Katb.O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late,

clad in white Robes , "wearing on their jb fades Garlands of 'Tis like a Pardon after Execution ;
Bayes, and golden Wizards on their faces, Branches of B ayes That gentle Phyficke giuen in time,had cur'd me:
or Talme in their hands. They jirfi Conge unto her, then But now I am paft all Comforts heere, but Prayers.
Dance : and at certaine Changes, the fir ft two hold a /pare How does his Highneffe ?
Cfarland ouer her Head, at -which the other foure ma^e re- Cap. Madam,in good health.
uerend Curtjies. Then the two that held the Garland, deli- Kath. So may he euer do, and euer flourifh,
uer the fame to the other next two, who obferue the jame or- When I /hall dwell with Wormes, and my poore name
der in their Changes, and holding the Garland ouer her Bani/h'd the Kingdome. Patience, is that Letter
bead. 'Which dune , they deliuer the Jame Qarland to the I caus'd you write, yet fent away ?
laft two : "mho li^ewife obferue the fame Order. -sAt which Pat, No Madam.
(cu it were by injj>iration)jhe malys (in her Jleepe] Jignes of Kath. Sir, I moft humbly pray you to deliuer
rdoycing , and holdetb vf> her bands to heauen. And Jo, in This to my Lord the King.
their "Dancing -vanijb , carrying the Garland with them-i . Cap. Moft willing Madam.
The i^Muicke continues. Kath. In which I haue commended to his goodne/Te

The Modell of our chafte loues : his yong daughter,
Kath. Spirits of peace, where are yef Are ye all gone ? The dewes of Heauen fall thicke in Bleffings on her,

And leaue me heere in wretcbedneffe, behinde ye? Befeeching him to giue her vertuous breeding.
Grif. Madam, we are heere. She is yong, and of a Noble modeft Nature,
Kath. It is not you I call for, I hope fhe will deferue well j and a little

Saw ye none enter fince I flept ? To loue her for her Mothers fake, that lou'd him,
Grif. None Madam. Heauen knowes how deerely.
Kath. No? Saw you not euen now a blefled Troope My next poore Petition,

Inuite me to a Banquet, whofe bright faces Is, that his Noble Grace would haue fome pittie
Caft thoufand beames vpon me, like the Sun? Vpon my wretched women, that fo long
They promis'd me eternall Happine/Te, Haue follow'd both my Fortunes,faithfully,
And brought me Garlands (Griffith'] which I feele Of which there is not one, I dare auow
I am not worthy yet to weare : I /hall affuredly. (And now I fhould not lye) but will deferue

Grif. I am moft ioyfull Madam, fuch good dreames For Vertue,and true Beautie of the Soule,
Poffeffe your Fancy. For honeftie, and decent Carriage

Kath. Bid the Muficke leaue, A right good Husband (let him be a Noble)
They are harfh and heauy to me. Muficke ceafa. And fure thofe men are happy that fhall haue'em.

Pati. Do you note The laft is for my men, they are the pooreft,
How much her Grace is alter'd on the fodaine ? (But pouerty could neuer draw 'em from me)
How long her face is drawne ? How pale /he lookes, That they may haue their wages, duly paid 'em,
And of an earthy cold? Marke her eyes ? And fomething ouer to remember me by.

Grif. She is going Wench. Pray, pray. If Heauen had pleas'd to haue giuen me longer life
Pati. Heauen comfort her. And able meanes, we had not parted thus.

Enter a <^Meffenger. Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord,
Mef. And't like your Grace - By that you loue the deereft in this world,
Kath. You are a fawcy Fellow, As you wifh Chriftian peace to foules departed,

Deferue we no more Reuerence ? Stand thefe poore peoples Friend, and vrge the King
Grif. You are too blame, To do me this laft right.

Knowing fhe will not loofe her wonted Greatnefie Cap. By Heauen I will,
To vfe fo rude behauiour. Go too, knee le. Or let me loofe the fa/hion of a rnan.

Mef. I humbly do entreat your HighnefTe pardon, Kath. I thanke you honeft Lord. Rememberme
My haft made me vnmannerly. There is flaying In all humilitie vnto his HighnefTe :
A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee you. Say his long trouble now is paffing

Kath. Admit him entrance Griffith. But this Fellow Out of this world. Tell him in death I bleft him
Let me ne're fee againe. Exit Mefftng. (For fo I will) mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell

Enter Lord Capuchius. My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay "Patience,
If my fight faile not, Vou muft not leaue me yet. I muft to bed,
You fhould be Lord Ambaflador from the Emperor, Call in more women. When I am dead,good Wench,
My Royall Nephew, and your name Capucbius. Let me be vs'd with Honor; ftrew me ouer

Cap. Madam the fame. Your Seruant. With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know
Kath. O my Lord, I was a chafte Wife, to my Graue: Embalme me,

The Times and Titles now are alter'd ftrangely Then lay me forth (although vnqueen'd) yet like
With me, iince firft you knew me. A Queene, and Daughter to a King enterre me.
But I pray you, I can no more.
What is your pleafure with me ? Exeunt leading Katherine.

Scena
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Our Reafons layd before him, hath commanded

Attus Quintus. Scena Trima. To morrow Morning to the Councell BoordHe be conuented. He's a ranke weed Sir Thomai,
And we muft root him out. From your Affaires
I hinder you too long :Good night, Sir Thomai.

Enter Gardiner ~B\jkop of Winchefter, a Page -with a Torch Sxit Gardiner and Page.
before him,met by Sir Thomas Louell. Lea.Many good nights, my Lord, I reft your feruant.

Enter King and Suffol^e.
Card. It's one a clocke Boy,is't not. King. Charles, I will play no more to night,
'Boy. It hath ftrooke. My mindes not on't, you are too hard for me.
Card. Thefe mould be houres for necefsities, Sujf. Sir, I did neuer win of you before.

Not for delights : Times to repayreour Nature King. But little Charles,
With comforting repofe, and not for vs Nor mall not when my Fancies on my play.
To wafte thefe times. Good houre of night Sir Thomas: Now Lone/, from the Queene what is the Newes.
Whether fo late ? Lou. I could not perfonally deliuer to her

Lou. Came you from the King,my Lord? What you commanded me, but by her woman,
Gar. I did Sir Thomas, and left him at Primero I fent your Meffage, who return'd her thankes

With the DukeofSuffolke. In the great'ft humbleneffe, and defir'd your Highneffe
Lou. I muft to him too Moft heartily to pray for her.

Before he go to bed. He take my leaue. King. What fay'ft thou? Ha ?
Card. Not yet Sir Thomas Louell: what's the matter ? To pray for her? What, is flie crying out ?

It feemes you are in haft: and if there be Lou. So faid her woman, and that her liiffrance made
No great offence belongs too't, giue your Friend Almoft each pang,a death.
Some touch of your late bufmeffe : Affaires that walke King. Alas good Lady .
(As they lay Spirits do) at midnight,haue Suf. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and
In them a wilder Nature, then the bufineffe With gentle Trauaile, to the gladding of
That feekes dilpatch by day. Your Highneffe with an Heire.

Lou. My Lord, 1 loue you ; King. 'Tis midnight Charles,
And durft commend a fecret to your eare Prythee to bed, and in thy Prayres remember
Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor Th'eftate of my poore Queene. Leaue me alone,
They fay in great Extremity,and fear'd For I muft thinke of that, v.-hich company
Shee'l with the Labour, end. Would not be friendly too.

Card. The fruite fhe goes with Suf. I wifh your Highneffe
I pray for heartily, that it may finde A quiet night, and my good Miftris will
Good time, and liue : but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, Remember in my Prayers.
I wifh it grubb'd vp now. King. Charles good night. Exit Suffol^e.

Lou. Me thinkes I could Well Sir, what followes ?
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fayes Enter Sir Anthony Denny.
Shee's a good Creature, and fweet-Ladie do's Den. Sir,I haue brought my Lord the Arch-byfhop,
Deferue our better wifhes. As you commanded me.

Card. But Sir, Sir, King. Ha? Canterbury ?
Heare me Sir Thomas, y'are a Gentleman Den. I my good Lord.
Of mine owne way. I know you Wife, Religious, King. 'Tis true : where is he Denny?
And let me tell you,it will ne're be well, Den. He attends your Highneffe pleafure.
'Twill not Sir Thomas Louell, tak't of me, King, Bring him to Vs.
Till Cranmer,Cromwel^ her two hands, and fliee Lou. This is about that, which the Byfhop fpake,
Sleepe in their Graues. I am happily come hither.

Louell. Now Sir,you fpeake of two Enter Cranmer and Denny.
The moft remark'd i'th'Kingdome : as for Crormrell, King. Auoyd the Gallery. Louel Jeemes to flay.
Befide that of the lewell-Houfe, is made Matter Ha? I haue faid. Begone.
O'th'Rolles, and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, What ? Exeunt Louell and Denny.
Stands in the gap and Trade of moe Preferments, Crati. I am fearefull: Wherefore frownes he thus ?
With which the Lime will loade him. Th'Archbyihop 'Tis his Afpedl of Terror. All's not well.
Is the Kings hand, and tongue,and who dare fpeak King. How now my Lord ?
One fyllable againft him? You do defire to know wherefore

Card. Yes,yes,Sir Thomai, I fent for you.
There are that Dare, and I my felfe haue ventur'd Cran. It is my dutie-
To fpeake my minde of him : and indeed this day, T'attend your Highneffe pleafure.
Sir (I may tell it you) I thinke I haue King. Pray you arife
Incenft the Lords o'th'Councell, that he is My good and gracious Lord of Canterburie :
(For fo I know he is, they know he is) Come, you and I muft walke a turne together :,
A moft Arch-Heretique, a Peftilence I haue Newes to tell you.
That does infedl the Land : with which, they moued Come, come, giue me your hand.
Haue broken with the King, who hath fo farre Ah my good Lord, I greeue at what I fpeake,
Giuen eare to our Complaint, of his great Grace, And am right forrie to repeat what followes.
And Princely Care, fore-feeing thofe fell Mifchiefes, I haue, and moft vnwillingly of late

x 2. Heard
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Heard many greeuous. I do fay my Lord Enter Olde Lady*
Greeuous complaints of you 5 which being confider'd, Gent.within. Come backe : what meane you?
Haue mou'd Vs, and our Councell, that you fhall Lady, lie not come backe, the tydings that I bring
This Morning come before vs, where I know Will make my boldneffe, manners. Now good Angels
You cannot with fuch freedome purge your felfe, Fly o're thy Royall head, and fhade thy perfon
But that till further Triall, in thofe Charges Vnder their blefTed wings.
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take King. Now by thy lookes
Your patience to you, and be well contented I geffe thy Meflage. Is the Queene deliuer'd ?
To make your houfe our Towre : you, a Brother of vs Say I, and of a boy.
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witneffe Lady. 1,1 my Liege,
Would come agamft you. And of a louely Boy : the God of heauen

Cran. I humbly thanke your Highnefle, Both now, and euer blefle her : 'Tis a Gyrle
And am right glad to catch this good occafion Promifes Boyes heereafter. Sir, your Queen
Moft throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaffe Defires your Vifitation, and to be
And Corne fhall flye afunder. For I know Acquainted with this ftranger; 'tis as like you,
There's none ftands vnder more calumnious tongues, As Cherry, is to Cherry.
Then I my felfe, poore man. King. Louell,

King. Stand vp, good Canterbury, Lou. Sir.
Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted King. Giue her an hundred Markes.
In vs thy Friend. Giue me thy hand, ftand vp, He to the Queene. Exit King.
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, Lady, An hundred Markes? By this light, lie ha more.
What manner of man are you ? My Lord, I look'd An ordinary Groome is for fuch payment.
You would haue giuen me your Petition, that I will haue more, or fcold it out of him.
I fhould haue tane fome paines, to bring together Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him? He
Your felfe, and your Accufers, and to haue heard you Haue more, or elfe vnfay't : and now, while'tis hot,
Without indurance further. He put it to the iflue. Exit Ladie.

Cran. Moft dread Liege,
The good I ftand on, is my Truth and Honeftie:
If they fhall faile, I with mine Enemies
Will triumph o're my perfon, which I waigh not, Scena Secunda.
Being of thofe Vertues vacant. I feare nothing
What can be faid againft me.

King. Know you not
How your ftate ftands i'th'world, with the whole world? Enter Qranmer,ArchbyJhop of Canterbury.
Your Enemies are many, and not fmall; their praftifes
Muft beare the fame proportion,and not euer Cran. I hope I am not too late,and yet the Gentleman
The luftice and rhe Truth o'tb'queftion carries That was fent to me from the Councell, pray'd me
The dew o'th'Verdidl with it; at what eafe To make great haft. All faft ? What meanes this ? Hoa?
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaues as corrupt Who waites there ? Sure you know me?
To fweare againft you : Such things haue bene done. Enter Keeper.
You are Potently oppos'd, and with a Malice Keef. Yes, my Lord :
Of as great Size. Weene you of better lucke, But yet I cannot helpe you.
I meane in periur'd WitnefTe, then your Mafter, Cran. Why?
Whofe Minifter you are, whiles heere he liu'd Keep. Your Grace muft waight till you be call'd for.
Vpon this naughty Earth? Go too, go too, Enter Dofior 'Buts.
You take a Precepit for no leape of danger, Cran^ So.
And woe your owne deftrudlion. Buts. This is a Peere of Malice : I am glad

Cran. God, and your Maiefty I came this way fo happily. The King
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into Shall vnderftand it presently. Exit 'Buts
The trap is laid for me. Cran. 'Tis 'But,.

King. Be of good cheere, The Kings Phyfitian, as he paft along
They fhali no more preuaile, then we giue way too : How earneftly he caft his eyes vpon me:
Keepe comfort to you,and this Morning fee Pray heauen he found not my difgrace : for certaine
You do appeare before them. If they fhall chance This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me,
In charging you with matters, to commit you : ('God turne their hearts, I neuer fought their malice)
The beft perfwafions to the contrary To quench mine Honor ; they would fhame to make me
Faile not to vfe, and with what vehemencie Wait elfe at doore : a fellow Councellor
Th'occafion fhall inftrucl you. If intreaties 'Mong Boyes, Groomes,and Lackeyes.
Will render you no remedy, this Ring But their pleafures
Deliuer them, and your Appeale to vs Muft be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience.
There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps:
He's honeft on mine Honor. Gods bleft Mother, Enter the King,and Buts, at a WindoTve
I fweare he is true-hearted, and a foule aboue.
None better in my Kingdome. Get you gone,
And do as I haue bid you. Exit Cranmer. 'Buts. He fhew your Grace the ftrangeft fight.
He ha's Strangled his Language in his teares. King. What's that 'Buts ?

Buts
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&utts. I thinke your Highnefie fa\v this many a day. And the ftrong courfe of my Authority,
Kin. Body a me : where is it ? Might goe one way, and fafely;and the end
'Butts. There my Lord : Was euer to doe well : nor is there liuing,

The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, (I fpeake it with a fmgle heart, my Lords)
Who holds his State at dore 'mongft Purfeuants, A man that more detefts, more ftirres againft,
Pages, and Foot-boyes. Both in his priuate Confcience, and his place,

Kin. Ha ? 'Tis he indeed. Defacers of a publique peace then I doe :
Is this the Honour they doe one another ? Pray Heauen the King may neuer find a heart
'Tis well there's one aboue 'em yet; I had thought With leffe Allegeance in it. Men that make
They had parted fo much honefty among 'em, Enuy, and crooked malice, nourifhment ;
At leaft good manners; as not thus to fuffer Dare bite the beft. 1 doe befeech your Lordfhips,
A man of his Place, and fo neere our fauour That in this cafe of luftice, my Accufers,
To dance attendance on their Lordfhips pleafures, Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face,
And at the dore too, like a Poft with Packets: And freely vrge againft me.
By holy Mary [Butts] there's knauery; Suff. Nay, my Lord,
Let'em alone, and draw the Curtaine clofe : That cannot be; you are a Counfellor,
We fhall heare more anon. And by that vertue no man dare accufe you. (ment,

Card. My Lord, becaufe we haue buftnes of more mo-
A Councell Table brought in frith Chayres and Stooles, and We will be fhort with you. 'Tis his Highneffe pleafure

placed -under the State. Enter Lord Chancel/our, places And our confent, for better tryall of you,
himj'elfe at the -upper end of the Table, on the left hand : A From hence you be committed to the Tower,
Seate being left -void aboue him, as for Canterburies Seate. Where being but a priuate man againe,
Du^e of Suffoll^e, Dul^e of Norfolkf, Surrey, Lord Cham- You fhall know many dare accufe you boldly,
berlaine, Gardiner, feat themjelues in Order on each fide. More then (I feare) you are prouided for.
Cromwell at lower end, as Secretary. Cran. Ah my good Lord of Winchefter : I thanke you,
Chan. Speake to the bufineffe, M. Secretary; You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will paffe,

** hy are we met in Councell? I fhall both finde your Lordfhip, ludge and luror,
Cram. Pleafe your Honours, You are fo mercifull. I fee your end,

^""e chiefe caufe concernes his Grace of Canterbury. 'Tis my vndoing. Loue and meekenefTe, Lord
Cjard. Ha's he had knowledge of it? Become a Churchman, better then Ambition :
Crom. Yes. Win ftraying Soules with modefty againe,
Norf. Who waits there * Caft none away : That I fhall cleere my felfe,
Keep. Without my Noble Lords ? Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience,
Card. Yes. I make as little doubt as you doe confcience,
Keep. My Lord Archbifhop : In doing dayly wrongs. I could lay more,

And ha's done halfe an houre to know your pleafures. But reuerence to your calling, makes me modeft.
Chan. Let him come in. Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a Seftary,
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. That's the plaine truth ; your painted glofle difcouers

Cranmer approches the Councell Table. To men that vnderftand you, words and weaknefle.
Chan. My good Lord Archbifhop, I'm very forry Qrom. My Lord ofW''incbeJler,j'a.re a little,

To fit heere at this prefent,and behold By your good fauour, too fharpe; Men fo Noble,
That Chayre ftand empty : But we all are men How euer faultly, yet fhould finde refpeft
In our owne natures fraile, and capable For what they haue beene: 'tis a cruelty,
Of our flefh, few are Angels; out of which frailty To load a falling man.
And want of wifedome, you that beft fhould teach vs, Gard. Good M. Secretary,
Haue mifdemean'd your felfe,and not a little : I cry your Honour mercie; you may worft
Toward the King firft, then his Lawes, in filling Of all this Table fay fo.
The whole Realme, by your teaching & your Chaplaines Crom. Why my Lord?
(For fo we are inform'd) with new opinions, Gard. Doe not I know you for a Fauourer
Diuers and dangerous ; which are Herefies; Of this new Sedt? ye are not found.
And not reform'd, may proue pernicious. Crom. Not found ?

Card. Which Reformation muft be fodaine too Gard. Not found I fay.
My Noble Lords; for thofe that tame wild Horfes, Crom. Would you were halfe fo honeft :
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle; Mens prayers then would feeke you, not their feares.
But flop their mouthes with ftubborn Bits & fpurre 'em, Cjard. I fhall remember this bold Language.
Till they obey the mannage. If we fuffer Crom. Doe.
Out of our eafineffe and childifh pitty Remember your bold life too.
To one mans Honour, this contagious fickneffe ; Cham. This is too much;
Farewell all Phyficke: and what followes then? Forbeare for fhame my Lords.
Commotions, vprores, with a generall Taint Gard. I haue done.
Of the whole State; as of late dayes our neighbours, Crom. And I.
The vpper Germany can deerely witneffe : Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it ftands agreed
Yet frefhly pittied in our memories. I take it, by all voyces : That forthwith,

Cran. My good Lords ; Hitherto, in all the Progrefle You be conuaid to th'Tower a Prifoner;
Both of my Life and Office,! haue labour'd, There to remaine till the Kings further pleafure
And with no little ftudy, that my teaching Be knowne vnto vs : are you all agreed Lords.

All
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All We are. Not as a Groome : There's fome of ye. I fee,
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, More out of Malice then Integrity,

But I muft needs to th' Tower my Lords? Would trye him to the vtmoft, had ye meane,
Card. What other, Which ye /hall neuer haue while I liue.

Would you expect ? You are ftrangely troublefome: Chan. Thus farre
Let fome o'th' Guard be ready there. My moft dread Soueraigne, may it like your Grace,

Enter the Guard, To let my tongue excufe all. What was purpos'd
Cran. For me ? Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather

Muft I goe like a Traytor thither ? (If there be faith in men) meant for hisTryall,
Card. Receiue him, And faire purgation to the world then malice,

And fee him fafe i'th' Tower. I'm fure in me.
Cran. Stay good my Lords, Kin. Well, well my Lords refpecl him,

I haue a little yet to fay. Looke there my Lords, Take him, and vfe him well; hee's worthy of it.
By vertue of that Ring, I take my caufe I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince
Out of the gripes of cruell men, and giue it May be beholding to a Subject; I
To a moft Nuble Judge, the King my Maifter. Am for his loue and feruice, fo to him.

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. Make me no more adoe, but all embrace him ;
Sur. 'Tis no counterfeit. Be friends for fliame my Lords: My Lord of Canterbury
Suff. 'Ts the right Ring,by Heau'n: I told ye all, I haue a Suite which you muft not deny mee.

When we firft put this dangerous ftone a rowling, That is,a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptifme,
'Twold fall vpon our felues. You muft be Godfather, and anfwere for her.

Norf. Doe you thinke my Lords Cran. The greateft Monarch now aliue may glory
The King will fuffer but the little finger In fuch an honour : how may I deferue it,
Of this man to be vex'd? That am a poore and humble Subiedl to you ?

Cham. Tis now too certaine; Kin. Come, come my Lord, you'd fpare your fpoones;
How much more is his Life in value with him? You /hall haue two noble Partners with you : the old
Would I were fairely out on't. DuchefTe of Norfol^e, and Lady Marqueffe Dorjet ? will

Crom. My mind gaue me, thefe pleafe you ?
In feeking tales and Informations Once more my Lord of Jfincbefter, I charge you
Againft this man, whofe honefty the Diuell Embrace,and loue this man.
And his Difciples onely enuy at, Gard. With a true heart,
Ye blew the fire that burnes ye: now haue at ye. And Brother; loue I doe it.

Cran. And let Heauen

Enter King frowning on them, ta^es his Seats. Witneffe how deare, I hold this Confirmation, (hearts,
Gard. Dread Soueraigne, Kin. Good Man, thofe ioyfull teares (hew thy true

How much are we bound to Heauen, The common voyce I fee is verified
In dayly thankes; that gaue vs fuch a Prince; Of thee, which fjyes thus : Doe my Lord of Canterbury
Not onely good and wife, but moft religious: A fhrewd turne, and hee's your friend for euer :
One that in all obedience, makes the Church Come Lords, we trifle time away : I long
The cheefe ayme of his Honour, and to ftrengthen To haue this young one made a Chriftian.
That holy duty out of deare refpecl, As I haue made ye one Lords, one remaine:
His Royall felfe in ludgement comes to heare So I grow ftronger, you more Honour gaine. Exeunt.
The caufe betwixt her, and this great offender.

Kin. You were euer good at fbdaine Commendations,

Bi/hop of Wmcbefter. But know I come not Scena Tertia.To heare fuch flattery now, and in my prefence
They are too thin,and bafe to hide offences,
To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniell,
And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me : Noyje and Tumult within: Enter Porter and
But whatfoere tbou tak'ft me for; I'm fure bis man.
Thou haft a cruell Nature and a bloody. Pert. You'l leaue your noyfe anon ye Rafcals : doe
Good man fit downe : Now let me fee the proudeft you take the Court for Parifh Garden : ye rude Slaues,
Hee, that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee. leaue your gaping:
By all that's holy, he had better ftarue, Within. Good M. Porter I belong to th' Larder.
Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not. Port. Belong to th' Gallowes, and be hang'd ye Rogue:

Sur. May it pleafe your Grace; 
Kin. No Sir, it doe's not pleafe me, 

Is this a place to roare in ? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree
ftaues, and ftrong ones ; thefe are but fwitches to 'em :

I had thought, I had had men of fome vnderftanding, He fcratch your heads ; you muft be feeing Chriftenings?
And wifedome of my Councell; but I finde none : Do you looke for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude
Was it difcretion Lords, to let this man, Raskalls ?
This good man (few of you deferue that Title) Man. Pray Sir be patient; 'tis as much impoffible,
This honeft man, wait like a lowfie Foot-boy Vnleffe wee fweepe 'em from the dore with Cannons,
At Chamber dore ? and one, as great as you are? To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em fleepe
Why, what a fliame was this ? Did my Commiffion On May-day Morning, which will neuer be :
Bid ye fo farre forget your felues ? I gaue ye We may as well pufh againft Powles as ftirre 'em.
Power, as he was a Counfellour to try him, Tor. How got they in, and be hang'd ?

Man.
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Man. Alas I know not, how gets the Tide in ? By th'heeles, and fodainly:and on your heads

As much as one found Cudgell of foure foote, Clap round Fines for neglect : y'are lazy knaues,
(You fee the poore remainder) could diftribute, And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when
I made no fpare Sir. Ye fhould doe Seruice. Harke the Trumpets found,

Port. You did nothing Sir. Th'are come already from the Chriftening,
Man, I am not Samf>Jbit} nor Sir Quy, nor Colebrand, Go breake among the preaffe, and finde away out

To mow 'em downe before me : but if I fpar'd any To let the Troope pafle fu'rely; or lie finde
That had a head to hit, either young or old, A Marfhallfey, fhall hold ye play thefe two Monthes.
He or fhee, Cuckold or Cuckold-maker : Tor. Make way there, for the Princeffe.
Let me ne're hope to fee a Chine againe, Man. You great fellow,
And that I would not for a Cow, God faue her. Stand clofe vp, or lie make your head ake.

Within. Do you heare M. Porter ? For. You i'th'Chamblet,get vp o'th'raile,
Port. I fhal] be with you prefently, good M. Puppy, lie pecke you o're the pales elfe. Exeunt.

Keepe the dore clofe Sirha.
Man. What would you haue me doe ?
Par. What fhould you doe,

But knock 'em downe by th'dozens ? Is this More fields Scena Quarta.to mufter in ? Or haue wee fome ftrange Indian with the
great Took, come to Court, the women fo befiege vs ?
BlefTe me, what a fry of Fornication is at dore ? On my
Chriftian Confcience this one Chriftening will beget a Enter 'Trumpets founding : Then two Aldermen, L. Maior,
thoufand , here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- Garter, Cranmer, Dul^e of Norfol^e with his Marjhals
gether. Staffs, Duke of Suffol^e, tn>o Noblemen, bearing great

Man. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir : There is ft anding Bowles for the Chriftening Guifts : Then foure
a fellow fomewhat neere the doore, he fhould be a Brafi- Noblemen bearing a Qanopy, -under which the DutcheJJe of
er by his face, for o'my confcience twenty of the Dog- Norfoll^e, Godmother, bearing the Childe richly habited in
dayes now reigne in's Nofe; all that ftand about him are a Mantle, &c. Traine borne by a Lady : Then follotves
vnder the Line, they need no other pennance : that Fire- the Marchionejje Dorjet, the other Cfodmotber, and La-
Drake did I hit three times on the head, and three times dies. The Troope paffe once about the Stage, and Gar-
was his Nofe difcharged againft mee ; hee ftands there ter fpeafys.
like a Morter-piece to blow vs. There was a Habberda- Gart. Heauen
fhers Wife of fmall wit, neere him, that rail'd vpon me, From thy endlefTe goodneffe, fend profperous life,
till her pinck'd porrenger fell off her head, for kindling Long, and euer happie, to the high and Mighty
fuch a combuftion in the State. I mift the Meteor once, Princeffe of England Elizabeth.
and hit that Woman, who cryed out Clubbes, when I
might fee from farre, fome forty Truncheoners draw to Flourijb. Enter King and Guard.
her fuccour, which were the hope o'th' Strond where (he Cran. And to your Royall Grace, & the good Queen,
was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place ; at My Noble Partners, and my felfe thus pray
length they came to th' broome ftaffe to me, 1 deride 'em All comfort, ioy in this moft gracious Lady,
ftil, when fodainly a File of Boyes behind 'em, loofe fhot, Heauen euer laid vp to make Parents happy,
deliuer'd fuch a fhowre of Pibbles, that I was faine to May hourely fall vpon ye.
draw mine Honour in, and let 'em win the Worke, the Kin. Thanke you good Lord Archbifhop:
Diuell was amongft 'em I thinke furely. What is her Name ?

Tor. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a Playhoufe, Cran. Elizabeth.
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the Kin. Stand vp Lord,
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limehoufe, With this Kiffe, take my Bleffing : God protect thee,
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I haue fome of Into whofe hand, I giue thy Life.
'em in Limbo Tatrum, and there they are like to dance Cran. dmen.
thefe three dayes; befides the running Banquet of two Kin. My Noble GofTips, y'haue beene too Prodigall;
Beadles, that is to come. I thanke ye heartily : So fhall this Lady,

When fhe ha's fo much Englifh.
Enter Lord Cbamberlaine. Cran. Let me fpeake Sir,

Cham. Mercy o'me : what a Multitude are heere ? For Heauen now bids me; and the words I vtter,
They grow ftill too; from all Parts they are comming, Let none thinke Flattery; forthey'l finde 'em Truth.
As if we kept a Faire heere? Where are thefe Porters? This Royall Infant, Heauen ftill moue about her;
Thefe lazy knaues f Y'haue made a fine hand fellowes ? Though in her Cradle; yet now promifes
Theres a trim rabble let in: are all thefe Vpon this Land a thouiand thoufand Bleffings,
Your faithfull ftiends o'th'Suburbs? We fhall haue Which Time fhall bring to ripeneffe : She fhall be,
Great ftore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, (But few now liuing can behold that goodneffe)
When they paffe backe from the Chriftening ? A Patterne to all Princes liuing with her,

Par. And't pleafe your Honour, And all that fhall fucceed : Saba was neuer
We are but menjand what fo many may doe, More couetous of Wifedome, and faire Vertue
Not being tome a pieces, we haue done : Then this pure Soule fhall be. All Princely Graces
An Army cannot rule 'em. That mould vp fuch a-mighty Piece as this is,

Cham. As I liue, With all the Vertues that attend the good.
If the King blame me for't; lie lay ye all Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth fhall Nurfe her,

Holy
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Holy and Heauenly thoughts ftill Counfell her : And like a Mountaine Cedar, reach his branches,
She fhall be lou'd and fear'd. Her owne fhall blefle her; To all the Plaines about him : Our Childrens Children
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corne, Shall fee this,and blefTe Heauen.
And hang their heads with forrovv : Kin. Thou fpeakefl wonders.
Good growes with her. Cran. She fhall be to the happinefle of England,
In her dayes, Euery Man fhall eate in lafety, An aged Princeffe ; many dayes fhall fee her,
Vnder his owne Vine what he plants; and fing And yet no day without a deed to Crowne it.
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. Would I had knowne no more : But fhe muft dye,
God fhall be truely knowne, and thofe about her, She muft, the Saints muft haue her; yet a Virgin,
From her fhall read the perfect way of Honour, A moft vnfpotted Lilly fhall fhe paffe
And by thofe claime their greatneflejnot by Blood. To th' ground, and all the World fhall mourne her.
Nor fhall this peace fleepe with her : But as when Kin, O Lord Archbifhop
The Bird of Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, Thou haft made me now a man, neuer before
Her Afhes new create another Heyre, This happy Child, did I get any thing.
As great in admiration as her felfe. This Oracle of comfort, ha's fo pleas'd me,
So fhall fhe leaue her BlefTedneffe to One, That when I am in Heauen, J fhall defire
(When Heauen fhal call her from this clowd of darknes) To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker.
Who, from the facred Afhes of her Honour I thanke ye all. To you my good Lord Maior,
Shall Star-like rife, as great in fame as fhe was, And you good Brethren, I am much beholding:
And fo ftand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Loue, Truth, Terror, I haue receiu'd much Honour by your prefence,
That were the Seruants to this chofen Infant, And ye fhall find me thankful!. Lead the way Lords,
Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him ; Ye muft all fee the Queene, and fhe muft thanke ye,
Where euer the bright Sunne of Heauen fhall fhine, She will be ficke els. This day, no man thinke
His Honour, and the greatneffe of his Name, 'Has bufineffe at his houfe; for all fhall ftay:
Shall be, and make new Nations. He fhall flourifh, This Little-One fhall make it Holy-day. Exeunt.

THE EPILOGVE.

Cls ten to one, this Play can neuer pleafe All the expefted good -a are li^e to heare.
All that are heere : Some come to take their eafe, For this Play at this time, a onely in

And jleepe an Afl or tiro ; but thofe fee fear e The merciful! conftruElion of good women,
Whaue frighted with our Tumpets : fo ''tis cleare, For Juch a one we Jhew 'd 'em : If theyfmile,
They I jay tu naught. Others to hears the City And fay twill Joe; I tyow within a while,
Abus'd extreamly,and to cry that's witty, All the heft men are ours^for 'tis ill hap,
Which wee haue not done neither; that Ifeare If they bold, when their Ladies bid'em clap.

FINIS.
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